A Dark Halloween Night


Another late night for Jacob, nothing new there. It was far past midnight and well into the AM's when the fox was finally relieved from his job as night time security for the local mall. His shifts weren't the most pleasant, and it took him a good few cups of coffee to get through them, but at least he had a quiet, moonlit night home once he was done. There was a woodland path that he liked to cut through on his way home, though he'd often find himself enjoying the quiet and the atmosphere too much, taking his time and taking it all in to the point where he'd have been home quicker if he'd just taken the long way. Illuminated only by a few dull streetlights placed here and there along the path, Jacob looked up and adjusted the glasses resting on his muzzle, peering through the trees at the night sky, a full moon shining down on him. He pulled his jacket around his thick, chubby frame, his thick, bushy tail swishing back and forth, hid orange fur, pocked with bits of white showing his age, lit up by the streetlights nearby. The tubby, older vulpine checked his watch. A little after 2 AM. He could take his time; he didn't need to be anywhere the next day, after all.


As he walked along the dusty path, Jacob suddenly realised just how quiet it was. Of course, there was nothing odd about the park being quiet at night, but there was something about this complete silence that felt unnerving – menacing, even. He looked around, as if he was expecting to find someone watching him from somewhere, eyes straining against the darkness. Was someone there? He could have sworn he saw something moving. Still staring off into the distance, Jacob took a step forward; he could barely see anything through the trees and the dark. One of the streetlights flickered. They were so old and worn out, barely lighting up anything past the path itself. He jumped when he heard the snap of a twig behind him and spun around, yelping and taking a fearful step back as he stared at the massive, towering creature in front of him.


“Wha- W-what the hell...?” he breathed, the giant, wolf-like creature glaring down at him with its bright red eyes. It looked like something out of a movie: easily twice the size of Jacob, its body strong and muscular, covered in dark-brown fur, drool leaking from its mouth and down its chin. It gave a low growl, slowly stepping towards Jacob. The fox moved back, only to trip over himself and fall backwards onto his ass. He was too terrified to move, breath caught in his throat.


“O-oh, I get it,” he soon managed to say. “I-it's a costume, right? Halloween? Is... Is it animatronic?” the creature answered with a huff and a snarl, drawing closer still. The more Jacob stared at that towering form and those huge, intimidating muscles, the more Jacob realised that this wasn't a costume at all. But... there was no way this was an actual werewolf, was there? But what else could it be? This great, hulking monster, towering over him with a primal feel to its expression and movements, so much different than any other kind of wolf. Jacob tried to keep himself rational. “Uh, nice animatronic, it's, uh... It's really realistic.” He looked around. “A-alright, I get Halloween pranks, but you can come out now... O-okay? The joke's over.” He waited for someone to reply, but all he got was more growling and snarling from the werewolf. “Hello...?” He called out, hoping for a reply, but all he got was silence accompanied by more growling. Their eyes met and the werewolf suddenly lunged forward, grabbing him by the collar and dragging him into the woods as he cried out and struggled. “Let go! H-help! Help!!” He kept crying out helplessly, dragged through the dirt and the mud, being pulled deeper into the trees until he was casually tossed to the ground, thrown about like an object. He scrambled and thrashed about, now lying on his back and looking up with wide, horrified eyes at the sight of several more werewolves standing over him


They gathered around, around a dozen of them, all muscular and powerful examples of wolf, glaring down at him with toothy grins. As he lay there, the old fox couldn't help but notice the massive sets of equipment resting between their toned legs. They were all huge: big, fat sheaths and furry, low-hanging balls that swung and bounced with their movements. Jacob took in a deep breath and tried to calm himself.


“Don't... Don't hurt me,” he begged, but his words fell on deaf ears. Before he knew it, the werewolves were upon him, snarling and tearing at his clothes which were easily ripped from his tubby vulpine form in a matter of seconds. He thrashed and kicked, punching in vain against the far more powerful creatures, but it was all hopeless. He soon found himself lying naked on the floor, yelping as one of the werewolves grabbed him and effortlessly flipped him onto his front. “What are you doing-?!” Jacob managed to squeak, his ass being gripped by the werewolf whose hands easily dwarfed those fat cheeks of his. The fox gasped when he felt the cold night air blowing over his now exposed entrance, his cheeks being spread wide. The werewolf's eyes lit up at the sight of that tightness and he licked his lips eagerly, snarling loudly before earning another shocked cry from Jacob when the lupine thrust his face between those soft cheeks and began eagerly slurping at him. “Ack-! W-what- Stop! S-stop!” Jacob cried out, eyes wide, body shaking as the werewolf swiftly and excitedly licked along his tight little fox hole. He winced and grimaced, trembling under the muscular lupine's form. It was like having his ass eaten out by a wild, feral animal. He wasn't much into playing back there in the first place; no matter how many times his wife would ask to shove a finger back there or give his ass a taste, he'd always turn her down and insist on vanilla, missionary sex... And now he was lying naked in the woodlands, a werewolf's tongue delving into his asshole and making him yelp in dismay.


As much as he writhed and kicked, Jacob couldn't do a single thing to dissuade the werewolf from licking him deep. He could feel that long, warm tongue worming its way inside him, flitting against his walls and making him quiver and shake. A whine escaped his lips, his body trembling from the sensations coursing through his lower regions. He could hear the lupine behind him growling deeply, clearly enjoying the taste of his tight vulpine fuckhole, tongue working deeper still. All Jacob could do was lie there until the werewolf pulled his tongue out, glaring down at the fat ass sticking high up in the air in front of him. The fox was too afraid to move much, but he managed to prop himself up on his arms, now on all fours and looking over his shoulder just in time to see his tormentor thrust a finger deep into his spit-slick asshole.


“Ack! Ahh! Get it out!” Jacob moaned. “Please- oh, fuck!” His hole tensed around the thick, furry finger, his body clenching and hands balling into fists. The big, strong creature behind him sure as hell wasn't being gentle, and soon even shoved a second finger right up Jacob's ass. Grimacing, Jacob groaned weakly the werewolf began pistoning those two fingers in and out of him, watching with a toothy smirk as their fox prey squirmed on the ground. The werewolf earned another cry from him when he shoved his two fingers as deep as they could go, right up to the knuckle, Jacob's sore ass still clenching down on them in protest. The fox panted and gasped, fingers scraping the ground, dirt and grass collecting under his nails. He looked back over his shoulder once the werewolf finally, to Jacob's relief, pulled his fingers out; but the fingers were just the start. Jacob's eyes went wide when he saw the massive red pillar of meat jutting out from between the lupine's legs: the werewolf's cock was fully erect, pulsing eagerly with a fat, fully formed knot resting at the base.


“Oh, g-god, no! Please!” he pleaded, watching horrified as the wolf-monster gripped him by the ass with one hand and lined his cock up with the other.


“Rurrfff...!!” the creature snarled, drool spraying from his feral maw and onto the small of Jacob's back. Jacob didn't even know if these things could understand him, but if they did, they weren't listening. He continued to plead, beg and struggle as he felt the erect canine prick grinding against his entrance, spurting a thick glob of pre onto his virginal ass, ready to penetrate him at any moment. Jacob managed to let out on more pitiful plea for mercy before the werewolf rammed into him, burying over half of his massive dog cock deep inside his aching and sore asshole.


“Argghh! Fuck! G-get it out!” he moaned, eyes watering. He panted and gasped loudly, chest rising and falling with his huffing. As he knelt there on all fours, ass stuffed with werewolf cock, Jacob looked out over the other lupines. Every one of them was rock hard, and even the smallest among them was bigger than any other cock Jacob had ever seen. It was a wonder his body could take the sheer size of the werewolf behind him, and he wasn't even the biggest. He tried to pull away from the werewolf at his ass, only for another to step in front of him, cock hard and ready.


“No...” Jacob managed to whine before he was grabbed by the ears and forced to take that massive werewolf cock into his mouth. “Glrrrk! Mrrff!” He gasped around the shaft, choking on it as his tormentor forced himself deep down Jacob's poor, helpless throat. His eyes were still watering from the strain of it all, cheeks wet with tears as the two werewolves had their way with him, snarling and growling the whole time, guttural and primal grunts escaping their throats. They mercilessly forced themselves deep into his body, holding him in place, claws digging into him and their cocks throbbing and leaking. Jacob could feel them deep inside his ass, throbbing inside him, his mouth filled with pre. The taste hit him in an instant: salty and musky, mixing in with the meaty taste of fat canine cock. He gagged and whined on the one in his mouth, throat bulging at the sheer amount of cock he was forced to take. Soon enough, his nose was bumping up against the towering male's knot, the scent of feral crotch assailing his nostrils and making his head spin. Such an intense, potent smell. His nose twitched as it was flooded with the werewolf's bodily scent. The two lupines began pounding at him, one's claws digging into his soft, furry asscheeks while the other one held him in place by the ears. They were both pounding and breeding his holes with incredible, animalistic speed, and Jacob's body was shaking about as they worked him, his belly bouncing around as they pistoned back and forth, drooling on his fur and licking their lips excitedly. Out the corner of his eyes, he could see the other werewolves standing nearby, all with massive erections and pleasuring themselves fervently. Their claws and shafts were all sopping wet with their thick canine pre, their fingers drenched in their own fluids. Choking on the cock down his throat, Jacob continued to squirm and gasp, his body aching from the intrusions deep inside him.


As much as he writhed and kicked about, he just couldn't break away from the two might werewolves who simply held him in place as they had their way with his holes. Jacob's vulpine ears twitched at the sounds of the nearby monsters' growling; they were all eager for their turn with their fox bitch. He gave a gasp when he felt something splatter against his tongue: the hot, salty taste of cum. Gasping helplessly, Jacob attempted in vain to pull away as his mouth was flooded with cum, those thick fluids spilling out the sides of his mouth as he spluttered on it all.


“Ruurrfff!!” the werewolf snarled, knot grinding against his bitch's face, his scent and taste overpowering the poor fox who could only choke on his cock and seed. Grinding his knot against Jacob's face, the werewolf gave snarled loudly as he finished up and emptied his heavy, dangling wolf nuts inside the much smaller male before yanking his cock out.


“Oh, god...!” Jacob gasped, cum spilling from his mouth and onto the floor. He'd swallowed a good amount of that load, despite trying to stop himself. He hadn't had much choice in the matter with the sheer amount of the stuff being shot into his whimpering maw.


The fat old fox was still having his ass ploughed by the other werewolf, his eyes going wide, mouth open and letting out pained, agonised cries as his ass was brutally fucked. He could feel that huge canine dick getting in so deep, breeding his insides and stretching him wider than he even thought possible. The pounding grew harder and he could feel the warm drool from the lupine dripping onto his back as his tormentor leaned over him, hips still furiously working back and forth.


“S...Stop...” Jacob managed to gasp through his moans; his ass felt like it was on fire, pain surging through him with very thrust of the werewolf's hips, but no amount of pleading and struggling was going to put a stop to the big, towering wall of muscle's breeding. He could feel the knot slapping against his ass whenever the much bigger male thrust into him, and he wondered fearfully if he was going to have to take that fat, bulbous thing inside him; though he didn't have to wonder for long. One more harsh, brutal thrust from the werewolf saw that massive knot being forced into Jacob's ass, the fox giving out a loud, deafening cry that echoed around the woodlands as he was speared on that massive, pulsing meat rod and tied with the hulking, great werewolf. Jacob was shaking, sweat pouring from his brow, a weak groan escaping his lips. He could feel the knot inside him tugging at his used asshole; the werewolf wasn't going to wait for it to soften or deflate before he pulled out. Jacob yelped as the werewolf forcefully pulled out and let the fox collapse in a heap on the floor. He lay there, groaning helplessly, and soon tried to force himself to his feet, despite his shaking legs and sore asshole. The werewolves let him get to his knees before a snow-white werewolf stepped in front of him, cock throbbing for attention. Jacob shook his head.


“No- No more,” he pleaded. “My ass... h-hurts... I'm begging.” The werewolf locked eyes with him, smirking cruelly, cock wet with pre. He then turned around and bent over, presenting his musky wolf hole to the fox. “W-what?” Jacob was confused, but another of his wolven captors was quick to show him what to do. He gripped Jacob's head and pushed it towards the hole in front of him. Jacob pulled back immediately; he knew what they wanted. “No! Oh, fuck, please! I can't-!” He had no choice; the werewolf forced him between the other's cheeks, the smell of ass flooding Jacob's nostrils and making him choke and splutter, his eyes watering once more. The werewolves snarled down at him. He knew what was expected of him, but wasn't sure he could bring himself to do it. The grip on his head tightened, the lupine in front grinding his ass against Jacob's face, marking the fox's fur with his thick scent. Their snarling grew louder; fearfully, Jacob realised that he had no choice. He was going to have to eat the werewolf's ass.


Shaking, Jacob forced himself to open up, his tongue pressing against the werewolf's hole, the taste hitting him in and instant and making him splutter on it. It was such a strong, meaty taste that assaulted his taste buds the moment he began licking. Whenever he showed any signs of stopping, the creature holding him would snarl once more and force his face harder against the tightness in front of him. Reluctantly, the whining fox got to work licking that hole out, slurping across the hole and moaning when he was forced to push inside. The taste only grew more potent as he slurped away at the passage walls, tongue flitting about inside the towering male's body, He could feel the entrance twitching and clenching around his lithe appendage and could hear the werewolf in front grunting amidst the wet sounds of his hand working at his pre-covered prick. The stroking grew faster  while the groaning vulpine continued to slurp away at his ass, eating it out good and deep, sending waves of pleasure through the hulking male's body. The werewolf kept Jacob eating him out until he suddenly gave out a terrifying roar and began emptying his balls across the ground, still furiously pumping away at his cock as he fired several hot loads of wolven cum, painting the grass white with his massive ropes of hot wolf seed. Jacob could feel the werewolf's passage pulsing around his tongue, gripping it tight as the big, powerful male finished up before pulling away and turning around to smirk down at him, cock dripping cum.


“Oorrgghh...” Jacob groaned, spitting and grimacing, the taste of ass fresh in his mouth. He couldn't believe he'd done that; he'd never even considered eating ass before, let alone the ass of some feral werewolf...


He was pulled away; the werewolf who'd been holding him in place evidently wanting a turn with him next. The lupine placed himself down on the floor, manhandling the fox as if he weighed no more than a piece of cardboard. Despite his weak, gasping pleading, Jacob soon found himself lifted up and and positioned against the werewolf's pulsing hard cock. The gigantic creature treated him like nothing more than some kind of sex toy, holding him by the waist and grinding that already used vulpine hole against his rigid, canine dick.


“Oh, f...fuck...” Jacob whimpered as, once again, he felt his ass being spread wide around another fat wolf cock. “Nghh! Argghh!” He cried out, moaning constantly as the werewolf thrust up into him and lowered the trembling fox onto his aching rod. He'd barely gotten halfway in when yet another werewolf stepped up to them. Now standing between Jacob's legs was a jet black wolf, glaring at him with those crimson red eyes, licking his lips lecherously as he bent his knees slightly and took Jacob by the hips. Jacob didn't know what this dark-furred werewolf had planned for him, until he felt the tip of his massive cock pressing against his entrance. “No... No, I can't-!” His voice deteriorated into garbled cries as the werewolf forced himself inside along with the first canine cock, forcing the poor fox to take both their cocks into his ass at once. Jacob was weak from both fear and the intense fucking he'd been getting, but he still managed to kick and thrash about in a desperate and hopeless attempt to break free. With their claws digging into their squirming bitch, the werewolves forced themselves in as deep as they could before they started pounding away at him. 


“Ahh! Ah! Stop! Ple- arrghh! Ahh!” He couldn't stop moaning; every movement his tormentors made into him had him yelping in pain, the wolf under him moving him up and down their cocks with such ease, as if he weighed nothing. It wasn't too surprising considering the incredible size difference between Jacob and even the smallest of the werewolves. The one under him just worked him up and down his huge cock while the other pistoned back and forth, breeding that clenching fox hole ruthlessly. Jacob felt the claws of the one under him moving down to grab him by the ass, spreading his cheeks wide as the two powerful wolf-monsters destroyed his helpless ass. To make matters worse, another one soon gripped him by the head and forced their cock down his throat. Jacob choked on it, barely able to struggle anymore, the three werewolves brutalizing his holes, pounding back and forth with swift, powerful movements of their hips. The tubby, shaking vulpine could feel those two cocks below him venturing deep into his body, violating him. It felt like this was never going to end; the fucking just continued, those three cocks being rammed deep inside him. It felt like he'd been there for hours when he felt those two knots smacking against his hole, ready to penetrate. His eyes went wide. They wouldn't... There was no way those two would fit at the same time – but the werewolves didn't care. Snarling in pleasure, they thrust into him, burying everything they had, knot and all, inside him and making him scream with pain around the fat cock currently stuffing his throat. They erupted inside him seconds after knotting, and he could feel every stream of cum being shot inside him. Rope after rope of their seed flooding his bowels; Jacob gripped his belly with a groan as he felt it all entering him. Their hips were grinding against his ass, cocks lodged firmly inside him, lighting humping his fat rump as the one in front was brought to climax by that warm, wet maw of Jacob's. He was filled from both ends, mouth and ass filled with cum, two fully inflated knots grinding against his walls while the trio pumped him full of their milky white loads.


“Mrrfff...” Jacob whined weakly, the werewolf in front pulling out of his mouth, cum spilling down Jacob's chin while the other two forced their knots out and tossed him to the ground. The full moon shone down on them through the trees as the pack of werewolves once again gathered around, fighting over which would be the next to use him. Again and again the fox found himself stuffed with cock and flooded with cum, and all he could do was lie there and take it. They'd toss him about like a piece of meat, bending him over and pinning him down, breeding him like he was simply an object made for their pleasures. Hours went by, but it felt like it had been days or weeks for the fox who could only continue to satisfy and pleasure his captors. He was an absolute sopping mess of their cum. Whenever they couldn't find space to fuck him, the werewolves would simply jerk themselves off and cum all over him instead, matting his fur with their fluids. At one point, Jacob found himself with his ass sticking up in the air, another cock knotted inside him, but unleashing something more than just cum. The werewolf pissed inside him, filling his fat, furry ass with his hot fluid, thoroughly relieving his bladder before pulling out and letting an obscene mix of piss and cum flow from the used and stretched fox cunt.


The moon was lowering, and so the werewolves soon had no choice other than to reluctantly wrap their fun up. They tossed Jacob aside, letting him lie on the floor in a mess of cum, piss and sweat. One more of them managed to jerk themselves off to completion over Jacob's prone body, coating him with another layer of seed before the pack set off into the darkness, content and satisfied. They'd had another good night of having their way with some unsuspecting whore, and it would happen again the next full moon, and then the next. Jacob would wake up the next day, sore, exhausted, reeking of piss and full of cum. Confused, he gathered up the tattered remains of his clothes and pulled them on as best he could before limping away. He pulled out his phone; he was going to have to explain why he hadn't come home the night before to his wife, although “fucked by werewolves” wasn't a particularly reasonable excuse. He caught sight of himself in his screen's reflection before he pulled up his contacts, briefly wondering why his eyes looked a shade redder than usual – much like the werewolves'.


THE END
