Jake’s head hit the pillow. It was another night of the full moon and thus the hardest day of the month to fall asleep. Not because he’d turn into a werewolf or something like that. That’d be absurd! No no. His sleep walking in someone else’s body was far more normal. All he had to do was fall asleep. And he could normally do that. 

 

Jake must have fallen asleep at some point he blinked into the darkness and knew that he’d woken up in another unfamiliar room. Where was he? What was he? He never knew the answer to those questions when he woke up like this. But he still felt safe even while dealing with the unknown of this mystical power. He’d always returned to his room a few hours later. 

 

He started his routine of just laying there. Using the time to adjust to the darkness. To listen for any sounds. And normally there wasn’t anything…hey…wait…what was that sound?

 

 He was a tad spooked. He’d always woken alone, but now he could hear…something in the room. He was on high alert and listened more carefully. Breathing. Someone was in the room with him. A slow breathing sound. Someone was in the room with him. Sleeping? Yes. They must be sleeping.

 

When he was feeling brave enough and relatively confident the other creature in the room with him was asleep, he began to sit up in the bed. Just enough so that he could get a better look at his surroundings. To his left was large window with an AC unit, and to his right was a second bed with someone sleeping underneath the covers. He was in a hotel room. He was sure of it. 

 

Which was lame…right? He couldn’t do much if he was in a hotel room. He couldn’t do anything in the room because someone was with him. He couldn’t leave the room because he wouldn’t have a key, and looking for one was risky. He silently pounded as he laid back down onto the bed. Disappointed that the night was ruined. He still wasn’t comfortable interacting with others even though he knew it should be safe and any actual risk was minimal to him.

 

A few minutes went by before he realized his plans didn’t have to change. He could have fun without even getting out of bed. Private fun underneath the bedsheets. It was still a little risky, but it sounded fun. Jacking off quietly under the sheets without getting caught? It would be a game! And best of all he wouldn’t have to live with any embarrassment or shame if whoever was in the room with him noticed.

 

Without any further delays his paw began to slide towards his groin underneath the blankets. Discovering along the way that he was wearing a shirt, and was wearing pajama bottoms. His body covered from prying eyes…but that didn’t mean it was safe from a body snatcher werewolf…guy…thing! After a few moments he managed to pull his sheath out through the opening in the pajamas.

 

He took one more moment to listen to the breathing of his mysterious companion. Friend? Family member? He was not sure. The truth was that the other person was a complete stranger to Jake. As long as they stayed a sleep he could have his fun.

 

And so he began. A gentle rub rub rub against his borrowed boy parts that he couldn’t see. He could feel himself reacting to the attention. Now that his excitement of jerking off in the same room as someone else while not having to really care about the consequences if he was caught was an exciting concept. This dick was no different than any others, and it would react positively to the attention. Soon enough he felt himself erect and poking into the bed sheets.

 

Jake kept things to a nice slow pace when he started to fap fap fap underneath those sheets. It felt amazing. He was blushing a little since he could hear the sound of the sheets moving from his effort. But he was doing it slower to keep the noises from becoming too noticeable. Plus he was probably being oversensitive to the noise. It wouldn’t be as noisy one bed away would it? He was just self-conscious because he was rubbing one out in secret.

 

It was only as he started to feel the tingling sensation that meant he was going to climax soon did he realize he had a problem. What was he going to do with the mess? Stopping wouldn’t be any fun. Getting out of bed was too big of a risk. SO…fuck…he’d just have to cream right into those sheets. Was that…mean of him to do? He wasn’t sure, but it was too late to back down now. He was too aroused to want to stop, and the thought of Knowing the boy would wake up to sticky sheets was quickly sending him over the edge. And he’d be able to hide it right? Probably.

 

A few more strokes and he reached his climax. He squirted against the sheets and onto his pajama bottoms. Mission accomplished! He’d jerked off yet again in some random boy’s body, and he had even been kind enough to stay quiet and not get the boy caught. 

 

A few seconds later was when he realized he’d slightly miscalculated. He had to fall back asleep to end up in his normal body. And well…it was a tad gross to feel the wet blotches from his mess. Grroooss that’d dry soon, right? Nothing he could do about it now. He could only hope that he would wake up in his normal body before anyone discovered what had happened under those sheets.

