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Elaine had been on the road for hours, only
stopping for fuel and food. Her destination, Deuces Wild, growing
nearer with every passing mile.

This had been her goal for years. Ever since
she’d heard of shifters, Elaine had been enamored. She’d gone to
college to become a librarian solely so that she’d have access to
better resources to research the myths, the stories, and most
importantly, how to find them. Her research had taken her down
numerous dead ends, false positives that included cults and
dangerous situations. Those had encouraged her to find
complimentary hobbies, including joining the local box gym and
taking classes in Krav Maga.

Now, on the cusp of her thirtieth birthday,
Elaine was headed down the dusty road in hopes that for once she
wasn’t headed to another dead end. The last one had simply been an
abandoned building, slowly being reclaimed by the forest. Potential
habitat, to be sure, but not a single sign of what she craved.

The post on the forum had been archived,
tucked away at the end of a long thread. She’d only found it by
happenstance. Yet, there was a feel of authenticity to the poster’s
described wild weekend of debauchery. Details that seemed to line
up with the stories that had initially piqued Elaine’s
interest.

It was enough to send her out on yet another
mission of exploration. At the worst she figured she would be
camping out for the night and spending time enjoying the
decompressing feeling of being with nature. At best, well, the post
beckoned with the promise of lust and sex that she had only till
now dreamed of.

Down the road she flew, slowing only each
time it transitioned. Steadily the road went from smooth pavement,
to worn and grooved asphalt, gravel, and finally pot-holed dirt.
With each transition she found herself more and more thankful that
she’d invested in an all-wheel drive car. Several of the potholes
were deep enough that she’d slow to crawl to try and skirt about
their edges for fear of flooding out her engine with the water they
held.

Finally, she reached the end of where the
post described and pulled into what she assumed was the parking
lot.

Seated in her car, Elaine stared at the
small building, feeling a bit of doubt nagging in the back of her
head, reminding her that it wasn’t too late to turn back. Her hands
came down to fiddle with the edge of her skirt, so short that it
barely covered the thin material of her panties. They were already
soaked with her juices, causing the slick material to rub lightly
against her freshly shaven pussy. For a few moments she fought the
urge to let her fingers wander, that nagging feeling making them
want to instead grip the steering wheel.

The nagging feeling lost out. With a slow
glide her fingertips caressed over the material until they were
able to tease her clit with gentle circles.

“Just to take the edge off,” Elaine
whispered to herself.

She allowed herself to tease her clit just
enough to coax out a small wave of pleasure. Elaine could feel that
her body was too tense for anything more, but the slightest bit of
relaxation in her muscles was all that she’d really sought. That
and to freshen the scent of a needy pussy for those that might be
paying attention.

Her fingers left her clit behind and
smoothed out her panties, tugging them back into place, followed by
her skirt as the nerves began to take over again.

With a final swallow of her emotions, Elaine
opened the door of her car and stepped out. She tucked the key into
her clutch, tugged her skirt down as far as it would go, and walked
across the gravel parking lot to the door.

From the outside, the building didn’t appear
to be much. Half of it was one story, the other half two stories
with windows placed on the second level that led her to believe
that was rooms for rent. Her sneakers lightly trodded across the
planks of the porch. There wasn’t a sign indicating whether the
place was open or not, nor where there hours posted, but the
doorknob worked and from the sounds inside she assumed it was
working through the end of the dinner hour. Before her nerves took
the best of her, Elaine strode through the door into the foyer.

She could have sworn that everything stopped
at that moment. Her body was keenly aware of the eyes upon her and
the noses soaking up her scent. A shiver went down her spine as she
felt her own cum begin to leak down her thigh in anticipation. It
was all she could do to keep from rubbing her thighs together.

The look in their eyes told her they were
already aware of why she was in the building. The internet post
she’d gotten her information from had described this moment and let
her know that at this time it was best to let nature pursue her own
course. With that in mind, Elaine dropped her hand down and under
the hem of her skirt so that she could drag her fingers over the
soaked material. With one smooth motion she drew her hand back up
and slipped her cum-coated fingers into her mouth to suckle them
clean.

Satisfied that the customers knew what she
was offering, Elaine made her way to the room she desired the most,
the theatre room. It was this room that had summoned her to make
the lengthy drive. This room that had made her rub her thighs
together in anticipation during the long drive. Once she’d read of
its existence, Elaine had thought of nothing else beyond being the
night’s entertainment.

Coming to the end of the hallway, she took
note of the door at the end and the three doors on either side of
the hallway. She chose the middle door to her left, lingering in
the hallway only long enough to glance and see if she’d been
followed yet. For once she allowed a little grin as she took note
of the figure in the halls. With glee she stepped into the small
room.

For a few fleeting seconds Elaine debated
stripping off her clothes. She’d have just enough time to neatly
stack them aside before commencing with her activities. That
nagging bit of hesitation stopped her from stripping out of her
clothes. After all, the patrons she’d seen were a tad less friendly
feeling than she’d hoped. Granted, werewolves didn’t exactly strike
her as beings that could appear friendly but still, her clothes
remained on as her brain began its tug of war.

Just as her brain began a battle of what
ifs, all of her thoughts were lost as she saw his cock slip through
the hole. Her nose was full of the scent of werewolf. Musky and
deep. Elaine’s eyes drank in the sight before her, the hard shaft,
narrow at the tip and slowly flaring out till it filled out a
thickness she’d only dreamed of. Her body moved as if it were in a
trance. The moment her hand reached up to curl around his shaft and
felt the knot resting against her pinkie finger nearly caused her
cum on the spot.

Instead, like a good girl, she leaned in and
parted her lips to let his cock slip into her mouth. There she held
him, her tongue swirling about his cockhead as it tried to memorize
the feeling of werewolf to imprint the flavor and the texture in
her mind forever. Here, she knew she belonged. This moment was hers
and this cock in her mouth was just perfect. She swirled her tongue
about the head, then pressed it against the underside as she took
as much in as she could. When her lips found his knot, she held his
cock in, dangerously debating letting it into her mouth. Instead,
she began a slow bob, taking her time to savor every second.

Each time her head bobbed down her lips came
against his knot. Elaine longed for the ability to open wide enough
to let it in while her pussy ached for the chance to feel it where
it belonged. But it was her tongue’s desire to taste his cum that
won out.

She let a hand come up and grasp the base of
his cock, right at the knot. Her hand moved in sync with her lips,
squeezing a little harder on the way down and gentler on the way
back up. Soon she’d developed a rhythm that brought the pleased
groans from the werewolf to her ears.

The first spurt of cum hit her with a force
that caught Elaine by surprise. Instinctively she swallowed it down
but managed to keep the next several spurts in her mouth long
enough to let her taste it. With little swallows, Elaine managed to
keep her mouth full and only let small dribbles out of the corners
of her lips. When he finished cumming, she let him slip slowly from
her lips to let her hold her mouthful of cum. Eyes closed, Elaine
took in the senses of the moment, the smell of sex, werewolf, and
her own pussy in the room along with the taste of the cum upon her
tongue. Magic.

When her eyes opened the cock had already
disappeared. Disappointed, she pouted for a moment until she heard
the shuffling of heavy feet on her other side. This time she didn’t
hesitate to strip out of her clothing, stacking it in a messy pile
just in time to watch the next red, swollen, member slide through a
new hole. With glee she dropped to her knees, her hand reaching out
for her next customer.

Holding him gently in her hand, she ran her
tongue up and down the length, swirling it over the head and the
knot at either end. She breathed in his scent, the strong muskiness
of the wolf filling her nose as his cock came to fill her mouth.
With hollowed out cheeks, Elaine sucked as hard as she could upon
him while pumping his shaft. Her other hand slipped through the
hole to cup his furry sack and gently caress his balls, trying to
coax his cum out.

As much as she was enjoying the feeling of
his cock in her mouth and throat, Elaine knew there was one place
that truly needed to feel it. She let him slip from her mouth and
watched his cock bob in the air. Rising up, she backed herself up
towards the wall, reaching back until she was able to gently take
the shaft into her hand. With baited anticipation, she caressed the
head of his cock against the soaked lips of her pussy and was
rewarded with the animalistic growl of anticipation at getting to
enter her tight hole. Elaine bit down on her lower lip as she
backed up, letting him have access to what he wanted and slipping
his cock into her waiting pussy. She moved backwards until her ass
pressed against the wall and his knot pressed against her pussy
lips, oh so close but not quite there.

Elaine savored the stretch and the feeling,
different than a man, thicker and the feeling of the knot against
her pussy drove her insane. She ground herself against him, feeling
the swell of his knot against her clit. Try as she might though,
Elaine wasn’t able to get the knot into her pussy. Each time her
ass pressed up hard against the wall of the gloryhole and left her
teased with just the slightest of stretches from the beginning of
the knot.

Driven mad by that feeling, she bounced hard
against the wall, squeezing his cock with her vaginal muscles for
all she was worth. One hand slipped between her legs to furiously
rub her clit as she pounded herself with the wolf’s cock.

She heard him grunt in frustration at not
being able to take control of the situation. In response she bucked
back harder, filling herself time and again with his thick cock.
Elaine could hear the others in their booths, sense them watching
her coupling with their packmate and their desire to breed her
waiting pussy. Her teeth grit down as the orgasm pushed through her
body, her pussy clenching down hard upon the cock within her. Each
stroke became a little more erratic, faster, as she coaxed him over
the edge. A loud moan forced her mouth open as she felt his cum
flood her pussy.

Resting her ass against the wall, Elaine
savored the feeling of his cock and cum.

“Fucking wolf slut,” she whispered to
herself.

A little whimper slipped from her lips when
he slid out of her. Her eyes dashed about, looking for another
taker. She already knew what they really wanted. What she really
wanted. Her body had needs and it was time to satiate them despite
the risk.

Drunk with hormones, Elaine slid out of the
booth and turned to the indicated door of the theatre. She could
feel the cum leaking down her thighs and her body craving for more
of what it had longed for so long. Stepping into the room, she
paused for just a moment to breathe in the musky smell of sex while
her eyes drank in the werewolves before her. Several surrounded a
padded bench, almost as wide as a queen-sized bed, but covered in a
thick, slick, black material. Following their eyes, she made her
way over to the bench and crawled upon it on all fours, mouth open
and ass in the air to offer all three of her holes to any
takers.

She had one. Silver fur was flecked within
the layers of black. He padded over first on all fours, then drew
up onto his hind legs as he neared her. His cock bobbed lightly as
he strode around behind her.

“Be careful what you wish for,” he gently
growled as he mounted the bench. His front paws came down to rest
alongside of her arms while he leaned down. She could feel his cock
come to rest upon her rear, nestled against her butt cheeks. He
shifted his hips, dragging his cock down until the head rested
against her puckered rear, slick with cum from earlier.

“Are you sure you want this?” Came the soft,
growled question. His breath hot against her skin, matching the
heat coming from his fur.

“Take it. Use me.” She uttered while her
hips pressed back, pushing her ass against his cock.

He didn’t hesitate, a sharp thrust sinking
his cock into her rear until his knot threatened to push in as
well. The wolf didn’t wait for her to adjust, instead taking what
was offered with powerful thrusts that sent shudders through her
body.
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