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Hunter pressed his ear to the door. Hearing nothing, he deftly worked the latches that imprisoned him, 
threw the door open, and fell out of his locker into the hallway. It was the second time this week, and it 
was only Tuesday. 

At least they didn't rape me in the locker room this time, he thought, collecting his backpack from the 
trashcan and walking hurriedly to class. 

"Sorry I'm late," he murmured, avoiding eye contact with everybody as he quickly took his seat. 

Since getting into high school, he always chose the one closest to the door for instances just like these. 

As quietly as he could, he took his textbook out, glanced at his neighbor's, and flipped to the right page. 
He forced himself to think about what the teacher was saying and to try not to think about what had just 
happened. It'll get easier, he assured himself. One day, I won't have to put up with this. 

Class got out, and he sprung up and bolted towards his next class. If I can just make it before Aaron gets 
out… 

The door was in sight; he ran as fast as he could, dodging students as they streamed into the hallway. 
Just one more bank of lockers, and then he was home free. 

He didn't see the foot that stuck out in front of him. 

Hunter tripped and sprawled on the floor. 

"Well, well," Aaron said, standing over him. "That was a good hustle, Shrimp, but not good enough." 

The muscular jock hauled him up, spun him around, and jammed his thumb into the small of his back. 
"March, Shrimp. You know where to go." 

"N—no!" Hunter protested, trying to wrench away, but the jock grabbed him roughly by the shoulder and 
drove his thumb harder into his back. He took a step forward to escape the discomfort, and before he 
knew it, he was walking out the door to the athletic complex. 

No, no, no! Not again! Hunter cried in his head. How does nobody see this? Why doesn't anybody do 
anything? 

They came to the door of the athletic complex, and Hunter tried again to wrench away. Aaron whirled him 
around, slammed him against the door, and punched him in the solar plexus. Hunter doubled up, gasping 
and trying to get his breath back while Aaron opened the door and threw Hunter to the ground in the 
locker room. 

Hunter rolled onto his side in the fetal position. Two sets of feet stood beside him. He nervously looked up 
to see Sean and Aaron towering over him, both of them grinning lecherously at each other. 

"Time to pay tribute, Shrimp," Aaron rumbled. 

"No, please!" Hunter begged. "I—I'm not gay! I—" 

"Shut up and pay your tribute," Sean snarled. 

Hunter shook his head. "No!" 

Sean hauled him up one-handed. Aaron was big, but Sean was huge. 

"Either you pay your tribute willingly, or we beat you blue, take your clothes, and leave you to figure out 
how to get back home at the end of the day," the big jock growled. "My girl's on the rag, and Aaron's 
between girlfriends, so you're gonna take care of both of us."  

He put Hunter down as Aaron stood blocking the door. 

"I'm gonna give you to the count of three to start taking off your pants, and then we're gonna take them off 
for you. If we have to do that, we're not giving them back. Now strip!" 

Hunter burst into tears, sobbing as his trembling fingers made their way to his belt and undid the buckle. 
His face burning with humiliation and his mind knowing what was about to happen, he couldn't bear to 
look at the two bullies. 
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"That's right, Shrimp," Aaron coaxed with a sneer. "Give us a good strip-tease, you nerdy fag!" 

Hunter undid the button on his jeans, unzipped them, and pushed them down his legs. 

"And your whitey-tighties," Sean said with a menacing grin. 

Both jocks put their hands on their crotches and rubbed the bulges there as Hunter put his hands on the 
waistband of his underwear. But though he knew the penalty for not doing as told, he could not make 
himself pull them down. Sean advanced on him, and Hunter put his hands to his face and sobbed. 

In an instant, his underwear were around his ankles; Sean had yanked them down, and now Hunter stood 
there only in his shirt and glasses, crying into his hands and trying to squat down to cover himself. 

"That’s better," Sean growled, grabbing Hunter by the shirt-collar and throwing him over the changing 
bench.  

Hunter's legs hung down on the floor, and his body lay on the bench, giving the jocks perfect access. He 
struggled to get up, but Aaron's hand pushing down in the small of his back easily immobilized him. 

Hunter heard the sound of unzipping behind him and trembled. 

"You take the mouth this time," Sean said. 

"Aww! You got the ass last time!" Aaron protested. 

"Hey, if you want to have nothing, be my guest," Sean retorted.  

Aaron huffed and stepped in front of Hunter, unzipping his pants and fishing through the fly in his 
underwear to pull out his cock. Hunter grimaced both in displeasure and in distaste. Does he ever wash 
that thing? 

Aaron thrust his stinking prick into Hunter’s face and said, “Now, just like last time, you’re gonna be a 
good bitch and open wide for your master’s cock. And if you use your teeth, I’m gonna yell, and then 
Sean is going to make sure you never have any teeth again. Got it?” 

Hunter shriveled his nose in disgust but nodded, beaten, as Aaron put his dick to Hunter’s lips. 

“Open up, Shrimp,” Aaron warned. 

As Hunter was about to do as told, the most terrible pain shot through him. Sean hadn’t bothered to lube 
him up or anything; he just slammed himself in, once again knocking the wind out of Hunter.  

The helpless kid’s mouth opened reflexively as he tried to take a breath, and Aaron slid right in. As the 
two jocks double-teamed him, Hunter struggled to breathe through his nose. It was bad enough having 
his breath taken away when Sean so callously shoved himself in, but then there was Aaron’s cock down 
his throat, blocking his windpipe. He struggled desperately, feeling the tinges of panic that come when 
you can’t breathe, and pulled back abruptly, driving Sean deep into him just in time for the big jock to 
climax with a guttural groan. Hunter finally got a breath in before Aaron yanked his head back forward, 
impaling his mouth on the jock’s cock and again cutting off his breath. 

About to climax, Aaron began fucking Hunter’s face hard, hitting his gag reflex each time. With Hunter 
retching between thrusts, the jock buried himself to the balls in the poor kid’s mouth and shot his burning 
jism down his throat. 

Both jocks pulled out roughly, feeling sated. 

“Same time next week, Shrimp,” Aaron warned as they walked out, leaving Hunter to try to clean himself 
up. He lay there on the bench, sobbing softly. 

If only I could beat those guys up! I’d show them what it’s like to be raped! he thought bitterly as he slowly 
got to his feet. 

The sound of the bell signaling the end of the day startled him, and he fell back forward on the bench. He 
sighed; he’d completely missed his last class. The teacher wasn’t known for sticking around after school, 
so Hunter would have to go in at lunch tomorrow and fabricate some excuse as to why he had missed. It 
was adding insult to injury; before Aaron and Sean, Hunter was a model student; he never missed class 
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and made really good grades. Now, between constantly being harassed and missing class, his grades 
were beginning to suffer. His mom didn’t want to hear about it; working three jobs to keep a roof over their 
heads, she didn’t have the time or energy. The teachers were overwhelmed with far too many students, 
and if any of them suspected that Hunter was having problems, none let on. He felt alone, isolated, and 
he desperately needed a friend right now, but being awkward and shy, he hadn't any. Since it would be 
several hours before his mom was home to unlock the door, he made his way to the library after 
recovering enough to get his clothes back on. Books were the closest thing he had to friends. 

Desperately needing some encouragement, Hunter went straight to the fiction section and found his 
favorite book, The Call of the Wild. As he began to read it again for the hundredth time, he once again 
saw himself as Buck, slowly being driven through hardship to become stronger and stronger until that day 
when he could finally overthrow his own version of Spitz or fight off an entire pack of wolves. 

Oh, who am I kidding? he thought morosely. I’m not a fighter; I’m just a shrimp. A 'nerdy fag!'  

The first part was true: his body was slight, and his wispy brown hair and light freckling did nothing to 
make him look fearsome. 

“Hunter,” the kindly librarian said, interrupting his thoughts, “I’m sorry, but we have to close the library 
now.” 

Hunter sighed and put his book back on the shelf. The clock above the doorway said 9:00 as he stepped 
outside into the warm night air. 

The rural town was completely dead as Hunter began walking home; being a town comprised mostly of 
retirees, it shut down around 8:30, and even the stoplights had begun four-way flashing.  

But something caught his attention as he walked past the empty field on his way home: the field wasn’t 
empty anymore. A single-wide trailer had been set up on the right side of it, about halfway back from the 
street. 

“Huh,” Hunter said aloud. “I wonder what that is.” 

He shrugged; he was sure the newspaper would have something to say about it. In a small town, 
practically anything that moved was newsworthy. 

He made it home, walked in the front door and locked it behind him, grabbed the TV dinner his mom had 
heated for him before going to bed, and stood at the breakfast table eating it (it hurt to sit on the hard, 
wooden chairs). He ate his dinner quickly, threw the now-empty tray away, and then went to get a shower 
to try to wash off the stink of sex and humiliation he felt.  

One out of two was better than nothing; at least he didn’t reek of jock cum anymore, though the shower 
could do nothing to wash away the humiliation.  

He went to bed. Tomorrow’s another day, he thought, desperately hoping it would be a better one. 

************* 

“Did you hear?” someone said as Hunter walked down the hallway towards his first class, “The new kid 
can grant wishes!” 

“I wouldn’t have anything to do with him,” someone else replied warily. “I heard every wish he grants has 
a price to pay.” 

Hunter frowned and pinched himself to see if he was still dreaming; such weird conversation was not 
common. The pinch hurt, so he decided he was awake, but he didn’t have time for gossip now; he 
needed to get to class before— 

“Well, well, well, Shrimp!” Aaron’s voice said behind him. 

Hunter felt his shoulder grabbed, felt himself whirled around to face the bully. 

“Look, Aaron,” Hunter began, “I’m just not in the mood today.” 

“Oh, I’m so sorry!” Aaron scoffed. “Is there a better time that would suit you better, Your Highness?” 
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Hunter hesitated, the words “how about never” bubbling into his consciousness, trying to decide whether 
to utter them or not. 

He debated too long. 

“It’s a shame garbage like you can’t make up your mind,” Aaron said. “Off you go, now, Garbage.” 

Hunter didn’t even try to fight it as he felt himself lifted, upended, and shoved head-first into the trash can. 
Somebody had thrown away a tuna can, and it reeked. Who has tuna this early in the morning anyway? 
He held his breath and waited to a count of 10 before bending at the waist to move his center of gravity, 
tip the trash can over, and step out of it. He combed the trash off himself and made his way to the 
bathroom so he could wash up. 

He arrived in class just as the bell rang. Here he was safe; here, Aaron and Sean couldn't pick on him. 
Class started, and then class ended, and Hunter was again at the mercy of the bullies. Please, he prayed 
silently, just let me make it to class without being harassed. Just once! 

He did not get his wish, and when he finally extricated himself from his locker, he was 15 minutes late for 
class. 

"This tardiness just won't do," the teacher said reproachfully as Hunter tried to sneak in. 

"Yeah, Hunter, why can't you be on time like the rest of us?" Sean jeered. 

Hunter glared at him, but the look Sean gave him told him that he had better not say anything. 

"I'm sorry," he said instead, addressing the teacher. "I'll try to do better." 

Sitting in his chair, all eyes on him, his face burning, he put his head down on his desk; he just wanted it 
all to end, just wanted the bullying to stop, wanted a friend. 

Lunchtime came, and he hurried to explain to his history teacher that he'd been delayed and was very 
sorry for missing class the day before. The teacher didn't ask questions but told him that if he missed 
again, he'd get detention. 

Detention?! Hunter never got detention! He was a good kid, not one of those kids who got detention! He 
huffed dejectedly, said, "Yes, sir," and went to try to grab a bite to eat before the cafeteria closed. 

Glancing furtively around, Hunter made his way into the cafeteria, got his tray, and sat by himself as far 
away from the jock table as he could. He bolted his food down and quickly disposed of his tray, sighing in 
relief. At least he wouldn't be wearing his food today. 

He was making his way to class when he saw him: the new kid. He looked normal enough, about Hunter's 
build but just a tiny bit bigger. Poor guy, Hunter thought. Those jerks will probably pick on him, too. 

No sooner did he mentally utter the words than Aaron showed up on one side of the kid, Sean on the 
other side. 

"Well, well, well," Aaron began, his tone making the pit of Hunter's stomach turn. 

"If it isn't the new kid," Sean chimed in, slamming the kid's locker closed. "What's your name, new kid?" 

The new kid calmly looked from one to the other, and then said, "Median." 

"Wha—?" Sean asked, genuinely surprised. "What was that?" 

"Median," the kid replied simply, looking at them expectantly. 

"Like, the thing in the middle of the road?" Aaron asked, frowning and puzzled. 

"Yes," said the kid, blinking once and still fixing them with that same expectant look. 

"Well, new kid," Sean said, recovering, "I think your name is Dumpster." 

"That is not my name," Median replied just as calmly as ever. 

"Yeah, I think your name is Dumpster, too," Aaron chimed in, grabbing the kid by the collar. "Cum-
dumpster." 
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"Put me down," Median replied, his voice still just as cool and collected as it had ever been. 

Aaron stopped and blinked, then slowly lowered Median to the ground. 

"Now go away," Median instructed, and Aaron and Sean walked away.  

They didn't even notice Hunter as they walked past him, his jaw agape. But…how? he wondered. 
Summoning his courage—he had very little—he walked up to the new kid. 

"Um," he said awkwardly. 

The new kid turned and fixed him with the same expectant stare. 

"Hi?" Hunter managed. 

The new kid gave a faint, amused smile. "Hi," he said. His expression did not waver. 

"I, um, just, you—just now, those jerks…" Hunter stammered. 

Median offered no assistance; he just continued to look expectantly at Hunter. 

The bell rang. 

Damn! Think! "I, uh…welcome," Hunter finally managed, and then darted off to class. 

Median watched him go, his expression changing subtly from expectant to thoughtful. 

Stupid, stupid, stupid! Hunter chastised himself as he took his seat. You could have known how to beat 
them if you'd just asked! Hunter huffed. Maybe I can find him after class. What would I say? Hunter began 
going through ways to ask what he desperately wanted to know, completely missing the lesson. His mind 
completely focused on finding Median and asking him his question, he completely forgot about the bullies, 
too. 

Until they stopped him in the hall, that is. 

Hunter had just spotted Median and was making a beeline for him when two letter jackets appeared side-
by-side in front of him, blocking his path. He came to a screeching halt and looked up to see Aaron and 
Sean. He gasped. 

"Well, well, well," Aaron said like he always did, "It's time for your tribute." 

Hunter looked past him to see Median turning and walking their way. 

Please help me, he willed the strange new kid. 

"It's not Monday again," he said weakly, stalling for time. 

"Who said anything about it needing to be Monday?" Sean asked. "Your tribute is due when we say it's 
due. And it's due." 

"But you said next week!" Hunter protested. 

"Eh, it's next week somewhere," Aaron said. 

Hunter frowned but thought better of telling him that only worked for hours of the day, not days of the 
week. He didn't have time to anyway as the jocks stepped behind him and started marching him forward. 

Hunter saw Median. Their eyes met, Hunter gave a pleading expression that Median returned with that 
somewhat unnerving expectant gaze, and then Hunter walked past him. 

Damn it… Hunter thought dejectedly. I hoped he'd help me. 

Once again, Hunter found himself in the locker room. 

"Look, guys," Hunter pleaded, "I can't be late for class again, or I'm gonna get detention." 

"Sounds like a personal problem," Sean said flippantly, unzipping his fly and pulling out his cock. 

"Keep your personal problems to yourself, Shrimp," Aaron added as he likewise pulled his member out. 
"Nobody cares—and I mean nobody." 
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The bullies didn't even instruct Hunter to take his pants off; while Sean held Hunter still, Aaron deftly 
undid the kid's belt and dropped his pants and underwear. Then Sean shoved Hunter roughly over the 
changing bench. 

"Can I have his ass this time?" Aaron asked hopefully. 

"When I'm done with him," Sean said begrudgingly. 

A moment of desperation seized Hunter, and he decided to try something. "Let me go," he said, adopting 
as calm of an expression as he could muster. 

Aaron and Sean exchanged glances and then burst out laughing. "Looks like we're gonna fuck a robot 
today," Sean said.  

"Haha, yeah, you sound like a robot!" Aaron echoed. 

"But it worked for Median!" Hunter protested. 

"Median…" Aaron said, frowning. "Like the middle of a street?" 

"No, we're not gonna fuck in a median," Sean said with finality, shaking his head. "I'm not whipping my 
pride and joy out in traffic for just anybody to see; most people gotta pay admission!" 

What the hell? Hunter wondered. "Don't you remember the new kid?" 

"Oh, yeah, the new kid," Sean replied. "Nah, he's cool. Unlike you. You're just a cum depository." 

Hunter cried out as Sean thrust hard into him. 

"Whoa, man," Sean said nervously, "stick something in his mouth so he'll shut up." 

Aaron looked around, and spying Hunter's underwear, he grinned sadistically, rolled them into a ball, and 
shoved them into Hunter's mouth, muffling his cries. 

Tears streamed down Hunter's face as Sean thrust into him again and again, his cock roughly abusing 
the poor kid's ass until Sean came at last and pulled out roughly. 

"Don't be long," he said to Aaron. "Don’t want to be late, after all." 

"Wait, aren't you gonna—?" Aaron asked. 

"Nah, I got what I wanted. You're the one who said his mouth wasn't good enough for you." 

With that, Sean left, and Aaron scowled at Hunter, like it was somehow his fault. 

"When I get done with you," he growled, "you're gonna be so afraid of me fucking you that you're gonna 
suck my cock like your life depends on it!" 

Hunter's tear-streaked face looked at him in terror as Aaron took his place, lined up his cock, and began 
forcefully and violently shoving himself into Hunter's ass. Without Aaron holding them in place, Hunter 
spat his underwear out and let out a blood-curdling scream. 

"Shut the fuck up!" Aaron yelled, punching the back of Hunter's head. Hunter went out cold just as Aaron 
finished, quickly zipped up, and left before anybody could come and investigate, leaving Hunter there 
unconscious with cum and blood leaking out of his ass. 

It was dark by the time Hunter woke up. His ass ached, and it hurt to stand up as much as it hurt to sit 
down. How had nobody come to help him? How had the janitor not seen him? Helplessness 
overwhelmed Hunter, and he cried where he was, burying his face in his hands. 

This can't go on, he thought numbly. I can't live like this. 

That nagging voice was beginning to come back, the one Hunter hated. It made him feel worthless and 
like he deserved to be bullied. 

If you just off yourself, you'll be rid of them; they can't hurt you when you're dead. 

But what about my mom? 
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She won't miss you. One less mouth to feed. Maybe she can quit her third job. You might even do her a 
service! 

These thoughts consumed Hunter as he slowly got himself dressed. They would pass—he was pretty 
sure they would anyway—but in the meantime, he just had to keep moving, to press past them. 

Buck wouldn't succumb to these thoughts, and neither should I, Hunter reminded himself as he stood—
wincing as he did—and began to waddle out of the locker room. 

The library was already closed, which meant Hunter was going to be home late—not that his mom would 
ever know. He set off, and as he passed the field, he started: Median was standing in the field, halfway 
between the single-wide and the street, staring at him. 

Hunter swallowed nervously. If the new kid was "cool," did that mean he was going to hurt Hunter, too? 
He nervously waved, and Median waved back. Hunter stopped and faced him. 

"Um," he said, determined not to miss his chance again, "Earlier, how did you make the bullies leave you 
alone?" 

"I have ways," the kid replied simply. 

"Well, I don't, and they keep picking on me," Hunter replied. "Will you tell me?" 

"Yes," Median replied, "For a price." 

Hunter frowned. "A price?" he asked, suddenly remembering the conversation he'd overheard. 

The kid beckoned, and Hunter started walking slowly towards him. 

"Yes, Hunter, a price." 

Hunter paused. "How do you know my name?" he asked. 

"I have ways," Median replied again, beckoning again. 

Hunter resumed slowly walking towards the kid. 

"What ways?" Hunter asked. 

"Magical ones," Median said. 

Hunter stepped up to Median and stopped, hesitating uncertainly. 

"I just want them to stop picking on me," he said at last, staring at the ground. "I didn't do anything to 
deserve this." 

Median nodded slowly, scrutinizing his face. 

"I suppose you want to get back at them, don't you?" he asked. 

Hunter's eyes darted to Median, then darted away just as quickly. He sighed and nodded. 

Summoning his courage, Hunter swallowed again and looked suspiciously at Median. "I want it to stop," 
he said firmly. "I just want to be able to do my own thing without getting picked on all the time! Is that so 
much to ask?" 

Median shook his head. "All people want something," he said, shrugging. "I can help you get it." 

Hunter was at first elated but, but his posture sagged. "You mentioned a price," he said. "I haven't got 
much money." 

Median shook his head. "I don't want your money," he said, stepping right up to Hunter and peering into 
his eyes. "But I must ask you: how badly do you want this?" 

Hunter found himself drawn in by the strange kid's eyes.  

"More than anything," he replied, trance-like. 

"And what are you willing to give to have it?" Median asked. 
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"Anything," Hunter said. A voice in the back of his mind started asking him what he was doing, yet it 
seemed like the right answer. 

"Very good; I accept," Median said, the trance suddenly breaking. "Shall we shake on it?" 

He extended his hand for Hunter to shake and fixed Hunter with the same expectant gaze from before. 
Hunter felt his hand move towards the outstretched hand. That was what you did when someone 
extended his hand to shake, right? Shake his hand? 

Stop! the voice in his head cried. Hunter paused.  

What? he asked himself.  

Get out of there! the voice warned. 

Hunter began to back slowly away from Median. The boy followed Hunter with his eyes, his arm not 
moving, as Hunter turned and began to run away, looking over his shoulder at him. 

That kid is weird! Hunter thought to himself, shuddering at his close call. Still, he did want the bullies to 
stop picking on him.  

You idiot! You chickened out again! he berated himself. Weird or not, he was gonna help you! 

But at what cost? he reasoned with himself. You said you'd give anything. What would he take from you if 
you left it like that? What if he took Mom? 

Hunter hesitated. That was a good point. 

What if he took your literacy? No more reading. 

Hunter gasped. No! 

See? It's just two, maybe three more years. Sean graduates this summer, and Aaron graduates next 
year. Is it worth it to give everything up for a couple of years' protection? 

Hunter sighed. No… 

There you go, then. Now eat, shower, and go to bed. 

Thus consoled that he'd done the right thing, Hunter did as his inner voice bade him. 

************* 

Today is going to be better, Hunter decided. Surely Aaron and Sean won't pick on me three days in a row. 

It was true; they'd never picked on him more than two days in a row, and since they had been doing 
double-duty, he hoped that maybe they'd leave him alone for the rest of the week. 

Still, a little caution never hurt… 

He quickly ducked into his first classroom and sighed in relief. One down, three to go. His math class 
went by pretty quickly, though (it was his favorite subject), and all too soon, the bell was ringing. 

Gonna be a better day! he reassured himself and made quickly for his next class, arriving without 
incident. He breathed a sigh of relief. Yes, today is going to be better! 

The bell rang, signaling lunch, and Hunter furtively glanced around before striding quickly towards the 
lunch room. 

He felt a hand grab his shoulder. Damn. 

He turned slowly to find Aaron smiling cruelly at him. 

"Hey, Shrimp," he said. "We missed you before lunch." 

Hunter sighed. The feeling was not mutual. 

"So we're gonna have to get some extra tribute from you now," Aaron continued, "And, to make sure we 
don't miss you again, I'm gonna lay down the rules: you will be in the locker room fifteen minutes before 
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class every day from now on. If you aren't, I will find you, and I will beat the ever-living shit out of you. But 
wait, there's more!" he said, giving his best enthusiastic salesman impression, "Sean will also find you, 
and he will also beat the ever-living shit out of you." He dropped the enthusiastic tone, and his voice 
lowered to a growl. "Do I make myself clear?" 

Hunter blanched, and his eyes went wide as he listened to Aaron line out the penalties. His shoulders 
slumped, and he dropped his head. "Fine," he muttered. 

Aaron patted him roughly on the shoulder. "Good. Now, get your ass to class, Shrimp." 

Hunter blinked. He's gonna let me go? Wait, class? But it's lunchtime. His heart skipped a beat. 

"And by 'class,' I mean 'the locker room,'" Aaron growled. 

That took the wind out of Hunter's sails again. He didn't even bother to resist this time. Might as well get 
this over with…  

But even his "just do it" attitude couldn't prepare him for what was waiting for him in the locker room. 

He walked in ahead of Aaron and gasped. Sean was there, along with the rest of the football team. Sean 
grinned and strode forward as soon as Hunter stepped inside. Hunter started to back away, and backed 
right into Aaron. 

"Hey, Shrimp!" Sean said. "Coach called in sick today, so for third period, we're gonna give you a period!" 

"No!" Hunter yelled, beginning to struggle. Two guys was the limit of what he could take; there was no 
way he could take the whole football team. Aaron blinked in surprise at the protest Hunter was putting up 
and held him tighter. 

"Now, Shrimp, you're about to make me look bad in front of the whole team," Sean growled, stepping right 
up to Hunter. "You don't want to do that." 

"Fuck you, Sean!" Hunter yelled, breaking an arm free and punching the jock in the nose. 

Sean reeled, shocked, brought his hand to his face, and looked at the blood on his finger where Hunter 
had nailed him. 

"Why, you little!" Sean roared. 

As Aaron held Hunter's arms behind his back, Sean began to whale on him, hitting him in the face, the 
stomach, and even the groin, until Hunter vomited all over the floor, his face bleeding, his body bruised, 
and his balls aching. The rest of the team stood back, some aghast, some grinning, but none moving to 
join in or hold Sean back. 

When it was over, Aaron shoved Hunter forward, and he collapsed over the changing bench. 

"That's fucked up," one of the players said, turning to go. 

Sean stopped him, putting his hand on the guy's chest. 

"Got a problem?" he demanded. 

Although the kid outweighed Sean by a good 25 pounds, he wasn't a bully. He set his jaw, scowled, and 
said, "No." 

"Good," Sean said, turning around. 

"But I'm not gonna be part of it," the kid replied. 

"Is that so, now?" Sean asked, sizing him up and nodding to himself. "Ya know, as team captain, I can 
make your life awfully difficult. And if Aaron backs me up—which he will, of course—your football career is 
over. You can't win against the team captain and the quarterback." 

The kid hesitated. 

"Just think," Sean said, wrapping an arm around the would-be hero, "Imagine how disappointed your dad 
would be if you were suddenly ruled unfit to be on the team. It might just break his heart." 
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The kid swallowed hard. 

"And how disappointing it will be for you not to follow in your brother's footsteps? Who does he play for 
now, the Eagles?" Sean asked, shaking his head. Patting the kid's shoulder, "Listen, you do what you feel 
you need to do, but don't forget who's in charge up here. What you do has consequences." 

The kid sighed, avoiding eye contact with Hunter. 

Sean nodded and patted the guy's chest. "That's the spirit. You can go first." 

The kid gaped. "N—" he started to say. 

"Tut!" Sean said, giving him a warning look, "Think of the Eagles, man. Think of Daddy." 

The kid reluctantly went over to Hunter. "I'm so sorry," he whispered as he dropped trow. 

"Please…" Hunter whimpered, his body trembling as the kid pulled out the biggest dick he'd ever seen. 
"Please don’t…" 

"Aaron, shut him up, will ya?" Sean asked, gesturing with his head. 

Aaron hesitated. "I dunno…he might actually bite this time." 

"Then use his underwear again," Sean growled. 

Aaron shrugged and did as told, stuffing the white fabric into Hunter's bleeding mouth and holding it in 
with his hand. 

"Get to it," Sean barked at the kid. "You're holding up the whole team." 

The kid glanced over at the rest of the team. 

"Come on, Smith, just get it done so the rest of us can go!" someone said. 

"You guys are all sick fucks," the kid said.  

He shook his head, shaking off nausea, and put the tip of his dick against Hunter's ass. 

"Just relax," he whispered to Hunter. "It'll make it easier. I'm sorry, man…" 

As gently as he could, he pushed into Hunter, but his dick was so big that Hunter still screamed into the 
underwear. After a couple of strokes, the kid pulled out and pulled up his pants. 

"There!" he spat at Sean. "Now I'm outta here." 

"But you'll be back tomorrow," Sean said calmly as the kid pressed the door to open it. The tone of his 
voice made the kid stop. 

"What?" the kid asked. 

Sean held up his phone, playing back a video he'd just recorded of the kid fucking a very bloodied-up 
Hunter as Hunter cried out in pain. 

The kid's eyes went wide as his jaw dropped. 

"Unless you want this being posted online, you'll be here tomorrow," Sean said with a cold smile. 

"You son of a—" the kid snarled. "I'll get you fucking arrested!" 

Sean shrugged and chuckled. "It's not me in the video!" he said. "So go right ahead and tell anybody." 

Beaten—for now—the kid stormed out, slamming the door behind him. 

"Now, then," Sean said, turning and smiling at the team, "Who's next?" 

The next 45 minutes were the worst of Hunter's life as dick after dick shoved its way into his ass, spat its 
nasty load, and pulled out of him. His tear ducts were dry, and his voice was nothing but a whisper after 
they finished with him. Aaron was the last to go, and when he was done, he tossed a dirty towel on 
Hunter and told him to clean himself up. 
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Third period was nearly over by the time Hunter finally managed to make it out of the locker room. He'd 
cleaned up his face as best he could, washed his underwear in the sink to try to get the blood out of them, 
and borrowed some ice from the trainer's icebox to put on his aching balls. The walk back to the main 
school building was agonizing. 

As soon as he stepped inside, he saw Median at his locker. 

"I'll do it," Hunter said through gritted teeth. "Whatever the cost." 

Median closed his locker and looked at him curiously.  

"Do what?" he asked as he turned and left. 

Hunter gaped. Of course…why should things be any different? He sighed and let his head bang against 
the locker bank just as the bell rang. He banged his head a couple more times for good measure before 
trudging to fourth period. 

"Goodness, Hunter! What happened?" the teacher asked as soon as Hunter walked in. 

Warning glances from Aaron and Sean made Hunter swallow nervously, and he shook his head and sat 
down, saying nothing. The teacher frowned but didn't press the matter. Hunter didn't hear any of the 
lesson; he was too down and miserable-feeling to pay attention. 

"Hunter, please stay after," the teacher said as the bell rang. 

Hunter paled. "I—" he began. 

"We need to discuss your attendance," the teacher said firmly. "Stay put." 

The rest of the class filed out, with Aaron and Sean casting warning glances over their shoulders as they 
left. 

The teacher closed the door. 

"Hunter," he said, "I reviewed your permanent record, and this behavior is unlike you. You've missed 
classes, been late to classes, and your grades are suffering. Now you come into my classroom looking 
like you've been badly beaten up. What's going on?" 

Hunter shook his head violently. "I—I dunno," he stammered. 

The teacher looked at him sternly. "Are you doing drugs?" he asked. "Get behind on a payment? For 
gosh sakes, as badly as you've been beaten up, I'd believe it." 

"No!" Hunter replied emphatically. 

"Then what is it?" the teacher asked, unmoved. "Is someone bullying you?" 

Hunter's eyes darted to the door, then back to the teacher, then to his desk. He swallowed nervously. 

"They've got you mighty scared, haven't they?" the teacher asked, sighing and putting his glasses down 
on the desk. 

"W—who?" Hunter asked, not daring to hope the teacher already knew. 

"Sean and Aaron, of course," the teacher replied evenly. "Good." 

The door opened, and the two stepped inside. Hunter's eyes went wide. 

"It's too obvious," the teacher said, undoing his belt. "And for me, that's fortunate. My wife and I haven't 
slept together in eight years." 

Hunter banged his head on the desk. "No…" he whimpered as the two jocks hauled him up and pulled his 
pants down before throwing him over his desk. 

"It's not a nice pussy, but it'll have to do," the teacher said, stepping up behind Hunter and driving in. 
"Mmph! You're right—mmph!—Sean, he—mmph!—does have a—mmph!—nice ass—mmph!" 
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Just a few more strokes, and the teacher finished inside Hunter, letting his cum leak down Hunter's legs 
and dribble onto his blood-stained underwear, still damp from where Hunter tried to wash them. 

"If you want to pass this class," the teacher said, pulling up his pants and refastening his belt, "You'll be 
sure to see me after school. I know you don't go home until late anyway. You might as well spend your 
time here." 

Helpless tears streamed down Hunter's face. The one time I thought I might actually be able to get some 
help, the fucker ends up screwing me over! 

"Dry it up," the teacher said sternly. "No sense getting a referral for being a crybaby!" 

The jocks hauled Hunter up again, pulled his pants up, and patted him on the shoulders roughly before 
walking out. 

"Now get out of here," the teacher warned. "Before I give you detention." 

Hunter did his best to hurry out, and as soon as he got outside, the jocks put him in the trash, laughing, 
and left. 

Hunter didn't even bother to try to get out of the trash. He stayed there, upended in the trashcan, sobbing 
piteously. Was there nobody who would help him? Bitter tears ran up his face as he felt the weight of 
being so alone, so beset by cruelty. 

"Hey, what are you doing in there?" a voice asked. 

Hunter gasped and got out of the trashcan. He didn't know how much time had passed; he must have 
cried himself to sleep. He swallowed and faced the speaker, the janitor. 

"Did you lose something?" the kindly man asked. 

"N—no," Hunter said. "I just…it's nothing. Have a good night." 

The old man nodded and watched him go. 

Embarrassed and still terribly sore, Hunter made his way out into the night air and began the excruciating 
walk home. He looked hopefully at the field and once again saw Median standing there, watching him. He 
stopped and turned. 

"Don't you remember last night?" Hunter called. 

"Of course I do," Median replied. 

"Then why did you pretend not to remember?" Hunter demanded, beginning to walk towards him. 

"You were not specific," came the reply, accompanied by an expectant stare. "What do you want to do, 
and are you willing to pay the price?" 

Hunter sighed, considering it as he stepped up to Median. His jaw and fists clenched. "I want to be able to 
stop people from picking on me," he said. "I want to be able to teach them what it's like to be helpless!" 

"And the price?" the kid asked intently. 

"I'll pay it. Whatever it is," Hunter said firmly. It can't be as bad as today was." 

Median nodded and smiled faintly. "Good," he said, extending his hand. "Shall we shake on it?" 

Hunter took a deep breath. The voice that had warned him off the night before was silent tonight. He 
swallowed, set his jaw, and shook Median's hand. 

"Great!" Median said, brightening, turning, and beckoning for Hunter to follow him into the single-wide. 

Hunter swallowed hard. "So, uh, what did I just commit to pay you?" he asked as he hesitantly followed 
the kid. 

"You'll see!" Median replied, almost skipping up the stairs and opening the door. 
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Hunter blinked in surprise. While he thought the kid lived here, the place was completely packed with 
shelves and racks, each stuffed with strange and ominous things. One shelf, for instance, contained a 
variety of skulls of different animals, and—to Hunter's shock—several humans. Another contained what 
looked like pickled tongues—again, of many different species. Still another had various knives with 
jagged blades, mortars and pestles, and phials of different powders. One of the most disturbing had 
fetishes, voodoo dolls, and shrunken heads on it. The racks contained all manner of garb, from the 
coarsest of medieval peasant clothes to the finest of modern couture and literally everything in between. 
But Median led Hunter past these racks and stopped at yet another rack. This one contained animal pelts. 
Hunter gasped as the strange kid lifted a wolf skin off a heavy hanger and held it out in front of him, the 
snow-white fur facing himself and the tanned leather facing Hunter. 

"Turn around," Median said gently. 

Hunter frowned. "What is that?" he asked. 

"Do as I say, and I will tell you," Median replied with a faint smile. 

Hunter sighed. At least the kid wasn't making him strip… 

"Good," Median said as Hunter turned. "Now, take your clothes off." 

"Are you fucking kidding me?!" Hunter cried, whirling around. "I've been raped over a dozen times today! 
Not you, too!" 

The kid just smiled and fixed him with that same expectant stare. Hunter sighed. 

"You're not gonna rape me, too, are you?" Hunter asked hesitantly. 

"No," Median replied simply, still staring. 

Hunter took a deep breath. "Okay…" he said, taking off his shirt, folding it, and putting it down in front of 
him. He took his shoes off, put them down, and then picked his shirt up and put it back down on top of 
them before stripping off his socks and adding them to the pile. Taking another deep breath, he dropped 
his pants to expose his pink, blood-stained underwear, folded his pants, and put them down on the stack 
of his other clothes.  

Then he stood trembling in his underwear, his back still to Median. 

"All of your clothes," Median prompted. 

"Is this really necessary?" Hunter asked, glancing over his shoulder. 

"Yes," Median replied simply, gesturing for Hunter to face forward. 

Hunter shook his head slowly. "So help me, if you rape me, too…" he muttered as he stripped his 
underwear off and hastily added them to the pile. 

"Good!" came the bright voice of Median behind him. "Now, start backing up slowly." 

"Back…up?" Hunter said quizzically, taking a step backwards. "Like—like this?" 

"Yes, just like that," Median said encouragingly. 

Hunter took another step back. Surely he's not that far behind me? he wondered, starting to turn around. 

"Tut!" Median warned, "You must not look back. You must do exactly as I tell you. Just a few steps more." 

This unnerved Hunter something terrible, but exhaling sharply, he did as told, taking one, two, three steps 
back. 

He felt something coarse and rough against his back. 

"What the—?" he began. 

The coarse thing wrapped around him, draping over his shoulders and adhering to his skin instantly. 

"Whoa, shit, what the—?!" Hunter yelped, jumping forward and trying to peel the wolf-skin off. 
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But the wolf-skin seemed to be growing, spreading across his skin. Where it started at his shoulders, it 
was already moving down his arms. Where it started across his back, it was moving around his sides. 
Where it touched his buttocks, it was already spreading down his legs and around his groin. 

"What the hell is happening to me?!" Hunter cried, turning to face Median. The boy's eyes glowed red as 
he fixed Hunter with the most intent, expectant stare Hunter had ever seen. 

"You are transforming," Median replied, but his voice sounded demonic. "Soon you shall have your wish, 
to punish those who have mistreated you!" 

"But I'm a human!" Hunter protested. 

"That is the price you must pay," Median replied. "You will be a wolf from now on." 

Hunter frowned and quit fighting the advancing hair. "That's it?" he asked, cocking his head as his ears 
began to move up the sides of his head and grow pointy. "I get to be a wolf?" 

"Yes," Median replied, his voice still sounding possessed. 

"But I thought it was going to be something bad!" Hunter said curiously. 

"You have suffered enough," Median replied. "Consider it a discount." 

"Oh, thank you!" Hunter said, stepping awkwardly forward on half-human, half-wolf hind-legs and 
reaching forward with half-human, half-wolf forelegs to hug the boy. 

"You asked what this was," Median said as Hunter, no longer able to stand, slipped down his body to 
stand on all fours as his tail shot out between his buttocks. "This is the pelt of White Fang." 

Hunter gasped, his eyes wide. "Not the White Fang, from Jack London's story?" he asked. 

"The same," Median replied. 

"But—you killed him?" Hunter asked, suddenly feeling a great pang of sorrow in his chest. 

"He was old," Median replied. "I spared him the afterlife and kept him preserved in his hide. He will live on 
through you." 

"But—" 

Hunter's sentence stopped short as his mouth shot out to become a muzzle. No longer able to form 
sentences, he let out a series of yips, barks, growls, and confused whimpers. 

The red cooled in Median's eyes, and he knelt next to Hunter, who stood on four legs and looked very 
disconcerted to be doing so. 

"Can you hear me?" Median asked. "Bark once for yes, two for no." 

Hunter barked uncertainly. 

"Good. Now, your transformation is not yet complete. You have succeeded in adopting your new form, but 
you must still answer the call of the wild." 

Hunter's ears pricked up, his tongue lolled, and his tail wagged at recognizing the phrase. 

"You are still a sweet boy," Median said, petting him on the head. "For you to gain what you seek—the 
power to teach the bullies a lesson they will never forget—you must unleash the beast within you. You 
must put aside your human compunctions and let Nature have her way with you, let her climax give you 
the strength and resolve you need to mete out justice on those who have wronged you." 

Hunter frowned and cocked his head. Have her way with me? Climax? He huffed. I am going to get raped 
again, aren't I? 

Psychologically, yes, a voice in his head said. 

Hunter gasped and looked around. Median stared at him intently. Hunter peered back. 

Yes, it is I who speak to you. Say hello, Hunter. 
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Hunter rolled his eyes. He'd have grinned if he could as he thought, Hello, Hunter. 

Very funny, Median replied. 

Oh, shit! You heard that? Hunter asked in his head. 

Yes. You can project your thoughts to others, and in time, you will learn to keep them quiet from those of 
us who can hear you without you actively projecting to us. 

Median leaned forward and petted Hunter's chest with both hands. But for now, you must complete your 
transition. Time is running out. Are you ready? 

Hunter gulped. Will it hurt? he asked. 

Not as much as your gang-rape today, Median replied, but it will hurt some. 

You knew about that? Hunter asked. 

Yes. Your mind was very loud in its protests. 

Then why didn't you help me? Hunter asked, feeling hurt and peering at Median. 

I am helping you help yourself, Median replied, his mental voice firm. And we had better get started, or 
your transformation will be for nothing. 

Hunter took a deep breath and nodded. Okay, he said, I'm ready. 

"Good," Median replied, the red fire suddenly glowing in his eyes again. He reached under Hunter and 
grabbed his crotch. 

Whoa, hey! Hunter protested, taking a step awkwardly. 

But Median's grasp didn't waver. He began to rhythmically stroke Hunter's sheath backward and forward, 
making Hunter pant in ecstasy as his tongue lolled out. 

Mmm…if this is Nature having her way with me, chain me to the wall! Hunter chuckled mentally, his eyes 
glazing over. 

A sharp sensation suddenly coursed through his veins, a strange feeling, a wild feeling, but it was gone 
as fast as it arrived. It left Hunter a little bewildered, but he ignored it and went back to enjoying the heavy 
petting. 

Median continued to stroke him, and Hunter found his hips beginning to thrust on their own, impossibly 
fast, against Median's hand. The kid held his hand still, and Hunter began to fuck his hand roughly. He felt 
the first spurt of doggy precum shoot out of him. 

Another sharp sensation flashed through Hunter, momentarily blinding him like a lightning bolt on a pitch-
black night. He gasped and panted, completely forgetting that he was getting jacked off for the moment. 

Another spurt shot from him, accompanied by another sharp sensation. This one made Hunter's muscles 
all tense and relax abruptly. The sudden jerk of his body felt bad! 

Spurt, spurt, spurt. He began to spurt with each thrust, and each spurt came with another sharp mental 
blow. He began to whine and struggle to get away from Median's hand, hoping that doing so would make 
the sharp pains stop. But by now, his knot had formed, and Median had only to pull forward to keep 
Hunter aroused. 

The first spurt of real cum shot out of Hunter, eliciting a yelp of pain as his entire body felt torn with 
unbridled rage. Many more spurts followed. With each one, he saw himself in a different scenario where 
he'd been picked on, bullied, or raped. With each image, he felt pure, unadulterated fury coursing through 
his veins. He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to block the images and drown the horribly negative feelings 
out, but as Median pulled forward, Hunter's orgasms intensified, and so did the feelings and images. With 
a furious howl, Hunter's eyes snapped open, flaming with the same fire that burned in Median's. With a 
vicious snap at Median, he finally broke free, his cock still spurting on the ground, held in place by his 
sheath. 
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Whoa! Median warned. We must complete the process! 

He reached forward and grabbed Hunter's cock again, squeezing the knot in both hands as tightly as he 
could. 

Something exploded in Hunter's head. The intensity was too much. He saw a flash of bright lights, and he 
opened his mouth to howl in agony as his entire body felt consumed by flaming hatred. He writhed and 
jerked against Median's hands, but each movement only made the flames hotter. 

But after quite a while, the burn finally began to slowly recede, first from his forepaws, then from his 
muzzle, then from his head and shoulders. It began receding from his tail and hind-legs next, until it 
reached his groin. There it continued to burn, even as Hunter's mind slowly returned to him. 

He took several breaths and blew them out forcefully. 

That feels kinda bad, he said, meaning his crotch. 

It will, until you complete your task, Median replied. You have paid the price. Now go and reap the 
rewards. 

What do I do afterwards? Hunter asked. 

Median shrugged. Whatever you want to do—as a wolf. You will never be human again. 

Hunter mulled it over; he hadn't thought of that. Would his mom miss him? Would she even know he was 
gone? He certainly wouldn’t miss school and the bullies… Would he run off into the woods? 

The persistent burning in his crotch interrupted his thoughts. 

"Go," Median said knowingly, pointing to the door. 

Thank you, Hunter said as he walked out. 

Hunter looked over his shoulder as soon as he got down the stairs, but the building, stairs, and Median 
had all vanished. 

Whoa. 

Dawn was breaking as Hunter trotted back to the locker room. 

You wanted me to be there before class, he thought wickedly to himself. Be careful what you wish for, 
you assholes! 

Getting inside, however, was going to be more challenging than he thought. Having only been a wolf a 
few minutes, he hadn't considered his lack of opposable thumbs. Their absence became clear the 
moment he came to the door. 

Well, crap, he thought, sitting down, suddenly perplexed. His stubby paws weren't going to be much good 
at pressing down the latch and pulling the loop-shaped handle. Unless… 

He stood on his back legs, propping his front legs against the door. Leaning forward, he put his weight on 
his forehead, freeing both paws. With his left paw, he pressed down on the latch. With a little resistance, it 
gave. Yeah! Then he awkwardly slid his right paw sideways to hook behind the handle. Great! 

But now he was stuck: his weight still leaned against his forehead, pressing the door closed. If he leaned 
back, his paw would fall out of the handle, and he'd lose his grip on the door. Meanwhile, the sun was 
slowly but inexorably rising, which meant that time was running out if he wanted to get into the locker 
room unseen. 

Think, Hunter, think! he implored himself. An idea came to him suddenly. Shuffling his back legs 
sideways, he scooted his head from the left door to the right door. Pressing down on the handle again, he 
did his best to tug the door open, but dog legs aren't exactly the strongest for opening doors. He 
managed to crack it open just wide enough to slide a piece of paper through before the door closed itself 
again. 
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Hunter huffed. Okay, time to go for broke. He pushed down on the latch again and quickly bounced 
backwards on his hind legs, opening the door a good foot. He dropped to the ground and quickly stuck his 
head inside. He winced as the door closed rather forcefully against him, but with a snort, he pawed it 
open enough to get through and disappeared inside. Ha! 

It was dark with the lights off, but that wasn't a problem for Hunter and his wolf-vision. The smells were 
overwhelming, though; he could smell every person who had ever been in the room, and for a moment, 
he lost himself following this smell then that around, seeing where everybody had gone and what they'd 
been doing. 

And then he caught a whiff of something that made his hackles instantly rise: a drop of Sean's cum had 
missed his underwear and had landed on the floor some days prior. Hunter snarled as he smelled it. The 
burn in his crotch grew stronger as his thoughts focused single-mindedly on revenge. 

His sensitive hearing caught the sound of someone outside. Hide! 

He quickly ducked behind an island of lockers and listened. 

He heard the door open, and he heard two voices as the lights snapped on. 

"Man, Shrimp better hurry up and get here. I've been pent-up all morning," Aaron said. "You think he'll 
show up, or are we gonna have to hunt him down?" 

Hunter had to force himself not to growl aloud. 

"If I have to hunt him down, I'm gonna fuck him twice for good measure," Sean's voice answered. "I wish 
he'd hurry up and realize that it's pointless to fight back and that he might as well just give"—he stopped 
and sniffed—"You smell that?" he asked. 

Hunter heard Aaron and Sean sniffing. 

"Smells like…dog," Sean said, sniffing some more. 

"Ya got me," Aaron replied. "I don't smell anything." 

"That damn janitor needs to do a better job of cleaning this place up," Sean grumbled. "I did not become 
team captain to change in a locker room that smells like dog dick." 

"Dude, what the fuck does a dog dick smell like?" Aaron asked. "You sniffed one?" 

"Oh, shut up," Sean retorted, annoyed. 

You're about to find out, Hunter grinned inwardly. 

Hmm…how should I go about this? he thought. If he were human, he would have frowned. 

As it turns out, he didn't need to think too hard on it. Aaron rounded the corner, and Hunter puffed himself 
up to full size. 

"Oh, shit!" Aaron yelled, tripping over himself as he ran back into the main area of the locker room. 

"Aaron, what the hell?" Sean asked. 

Seeing the wolf, he gasped and turned almost as white as Hunter. The three of them now stood with 
Aaron on one side of Hunter and Sean on the other. Hunter was between Sean and the door, but Aaron 
could—if he darted quickly—escape. 

Stay right where you are! Hunter yelled mentally to Aaron. I'll deal with you next! 

"Oh, shit!" Aaron cried, pissing his pants. 

Stay put, Hunter growled. 

The quarterback passed out, collapsing in a heap and hitting his head on the edge of the changing bench, 
ensuring he'd be out for a good, long time. 

Good. Now… Hunter turned to face Sean, his hackles all the way up. 
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"N—nice doggy," Sean whispered, his eyes wide. 

Whatsamatter? Hunter asked mentally, growling and advancing on the jock. You told me to be here 
before class. 

Sean did a double-take. "Shrimp?" he asked, disbelieving. 

Hunter snapped at him. No! My name is Hunter. Got it? Hunter. Not Shrimp. Say my name, bitch! 

"H—Hunter? You're a—" Sean managed. 

Yeah. And I'm here to make sure you never hurt me again. 

"N—now, Hunter," Sean said, backing his way along the changing bench, "Th—there's no reason to get 
out of control here. This was all just a big, uh, misunderstanding, buddy." 

Oh, there's no misunderstanding, Sean. I can smell my own terror from yesterday as you forced the entire 
football team to fuck me, and I can smell your jizz on the floor where it dripped out of my ass. No, there's 
no misunderstanding any of that. I'm here for revenge, Sean, and I will have it. You can make it easy on 
yourself, or I can force you the way you forced me. 

Hunter was now just out of reach of Sean, and Sean was backed into the corner. Hunter could smell his 
sweat and fear. It gave him a rush and made his cock burn even more fiercely. 

"H—Hunter, please…" Sean begged. 

Things are a little different when you're the helpless one, aren't they, Sean? Hunter asked, his mental 
voice full of malice. You'll receive no pity from me. I'm going to tell you this one time, and then I'm going to 
give you to the count of three to comply, and if you don't, I'm going to encourage you. I'll warn you 
upfront: you won't like my encouragement, so I suggest that you do as I say. Strip and get on all fours in 
the middle of the floor. 

"Hunter, don't do this," Sean pleaded. "Please, I'll never fuck with you again. And Aaron won't either." 

One. 

"Hunter, man, I'm begging you! You gotta cut me some slack here!" Sean looked around for a way out, 
but Hunter completely blocked his egress. 

Two. 

"Okay, fine," Sean snarled. 

Hunter took a step back, and Sean got to his feet, eyeing the wolf warily as he put his hands to his belt. 

In a smooth motion, he pulled the belt out and whipped it towards Hunter. 

With lightning-fast reflexes, Hunter dodged and then lunged, grabbing Sean by the wrist and biting down 
forcefully. Sean cried out in pain as Hunter's momentum knocked them both to the floor, Hunter on top of 
Sean with the clear advantage as Sean struggled to fight off the enormous wolf. 

Be still, Hunter warned, or I'll break your arm. 

Breathing heavily from exertion and terror, Sean lay still, and Hunter let go of his arm and stepped back. 

I can do this all day, Hunter warned. I have no classes now. The next time I lunge for you, I'm going to 
break something or rip something off. Now I'll say it again: strip and get on all fours in the middle of the 
floor. 

Tears appeared in Sean's eyes as he began to realize how helpless he truly was. Aaron was out cold and 
would be of no help, and nobody ever came in here before class; it was why it was the perfect place for 
taking advantage of the Shrimp. But now, being the victim himself, he was beginning to see things very 
differently. 

"Somebody help!" Sean yelled, beginning to cry. "Please, help me!" 
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Oh! Oh, help me! Hunter mocked, snarling. Yes, yell and scream all you want. As you assholes assured 
me many times, there is nobody out there who can hear you. Nobody is gonna help you now. His tone 
changed. Now, what's it gonna be? Shall I break your wrist? Should I take a chunk out of your bicep? 
Maybe rip your fucking tool off? He snorted derisively. Because I assure you, whatever I want, I will have. 
Now, I said, GET IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM! 

He lunged, and before Sean could react, he had Sean's foot in his mouth and was dragging him, kicking 
and screaming, toward the middle of the room. 

Be still, Hunter warned as he got Sean where he wanted him. He began to slowly close his jaws on the 
jock's foot. Unless you want me to end your football career right here and now. 

Sean cried out in pain, fear, and frustrated helplessness as Hunter held tightly onto his foot, his jaws like 
a vice. 

Take your shirt off, Hunter ordered, and when Sean hesitated, he bit down harder. I said, 'take off your 
fucking shirt,' you dumb jock. 

Wincing and gritting his teeth, Sean hastily began taking his shirt off, fumbling with the buttons and 
yanking it off like it was on fire, throwing it behind him. 

Was that so damn hard? Hunter snarled. Now, your undershirt. 

The jock quickly complied. 

And now, Hunter continued, I'm going to let go of your foot, and you're going to take off everything else—
like I've told you twice already—and then you're going to get on your hands and knees. And if you try to 
do anything stupid, I'm going to sink my teeth into whatever's nearest and bite until my teeth meet. Do I 
make myself clear? 

Sean nodded, his face streaked with angry tears, and Hunter released his foot and took a step back, 
hackles still fully up. The jock's hands trembled in fear as he fumbled with the button on his jeans. 

Hurry up! Hunter barked. 

Sean jumped and redoubled his efforts to get his pants off, finally succeeding with the button, unzipping, 
and pulling his pants down. He wasn't wearing any underwear. 

Oh, that's just too perfect, Hunter gloated. Get your shoes and jeans off and get on the floor. 

His whole body now shaking to the point that he couldn't hold still, Sean pulled his shoes off with his feet 
and stepped out of his jeans, leaving them in a pile on top of his shoes. He turned to face Hunter, 
trembling. 

On your fours, Hunter growled, and turn around. You don't deserve to watch me as I get my revenge on 
you. 

"H—Hunter," Sean begged, "I know what I did was wrong. But…be the bigger man. Don't do this…" 

Hunter scoffed. Hello! I'm a wolf. There is no 'bigger man.' There is only my revenge. Now get on the 
floor! 

Hunter lunged again and nipped Sean in the hamstring, instantly dropping him to his knees. The wolf 
didn't even wait for him to bend over. With a forceful lunge, he was on Sean's back, shoving him forward 
and thrusting his hips violently.  

The first few thrusts didn't make his prick make contact, and Sean was beginning to rise back up to try to 
force him off when Hunter's sharp cock stabbed the jock just above his ass. Sean yelped and fell forward 
onto his hands, giving Hunter the perfect target. With another thrust, his prick stabbed into Sean's hole, 
and the jock cried out. The fire in Hunter's crotch ignited, driving him to thrust harder and faster, wrapping 
his paws possessively around Sean's hips and pulling himself in deeper still. The intensity of the wolf's 
cock slamming in and out of Sean's ass made the jock feel light-headed, and he quit struggling, focusing 
more on just gritting his teeth and enduring the onslaught. 
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But something else was happening, too. With each thrust, Hunter's cock got a little bigger, the base of it 
swelling like a hard balloon being inflated. Every time he thrust, he stretched Sean's hole a little wider, 
until suddenly, Hunter thrust in and couldn't get out. He felt himself cumming, and his eyes glazed over, 
his tongue lolling. 

Sean was having quite a different experience. Hunter's knot, now stuck inside of him, had not quit 
growing, and what started out painfully large was now excruciatingly huge and still getting bigger. The 
jock tried to take deep breaths to endure the pain, but it kept getting worse and worse until he was 
whimpering and crying, helpless to do anything to stop the throbbing, aching pain inside of him. 

But Hunter could not care any less than he did right then about Sean's agony. He felt himself throbbing 
inside of the jock who had raped him so many times, and it felt like some kind of divine justice. Suddenly 
overcome by an urge to flip around, he walked his front legs around and stepped over his dick with his 
back right leg to stand butt-to-butt with Sean. 

Only then did he realize his true calling. The effort to flip himself around had put strain on his cock, trying 
to pull it out of the helpless jock's ass. A wave of pleasure shot through the wolf, equally as strong as the 
wave of pain he'd experienced when Median had summoned the beast inside of him. He wanted that 
feeling again! He leaned forward, pulling hard against his cock and sending wave after wave of that 
intense pleasure coursing through his body. The feeling was transcendent, as if he could float away on a 
cloud of pleasure with each new tug. 

But each tug also sent a new wave of agony through Sean as the wolf's strength began to force his knot 
out of Sean's hole, stretching it mercilessly. He felt his ass tearing as sharp stings of pain joined the dull, 
throbbing ache of being filled too full. He could speak no more; he could only whimper and bawl as his 
body ached with a pain of unfathomable intensity and merciless persistence. 

Hunter tugged still harder and harder in his zest for more and more waves of pleasure, completely 
ignoring the jock's piteous cries, until Sean's ass abruptly gave way, suddenly freeing the wolf's knot. 
Hunter had to take a quick couple of steps to avoid falling forward as his cock snapped around between 
his legs and slapped against his belly. He shuddered in pleasure but was immediately filled with an empty 
feeling as his cock began to miss the warm, tight hole that tugged back on it so deliciously. Whirling 
around, he mounted Sean again. The jock was suffering, trembling uncontrollably, and offered no 
resistance as Hunter's cock easily found the gaping hole it had just left. 

To Hunter's frustration, though, his thrusting was not strong enough to force himself back inside. Pinning 
his ears in determination, he thrust harder and harder, each thrust eliciting an exhausted wail from the 
jock as his tender ass was pulverized by dog knot, until at last, Hunter was once again inside. The 
sudden feeling of going from outside to inside sent a pleasurable wave down him twice as strong as any 
he had felt before. More! he thought to himself. Pulling back hard, he forcibly yanked his knot from Sean 
and then slammed in again. Over and over again, Hunter yanked himself out and shoved himself back in. 

But Sean's weakening anal muscles were soon reduced to weak, bleeding flaps that gave little resistance, 
and when Hunter realized that knot-fucking the jock was no longer giving him any pleasure, he stepped 
off of him, licked his cock down, and turned his attention to Aaron. Sean, he knew, would never put up a 
fight again. If he survived—if Hunter let help get to him in time—the jock would almost certainly have to 
wear diapers for months. Maybe forever. 

Wake up, you worthless scumbag! Hunter barked, standing on top of Aaron and growling on his face, his 
drool slobbering down onto the unconscious quarterback. 

Aaron stirred and opened his eyes blearily. Staring into the face of an angry-looking wolf, he opened his 
mouth to scream, but nothing came out. 

Rise and shine, sleeping asshole, Hunter said to himself, his mind-voice grim. It's time for some payback. 

"Oh, shit!" Aaron yelped, his voice a high squeak. 

You look tense, Hunter said reassuringly. Take off your clothes and relax a bit. 

Aaron shook his head. "N—no, thanks. I'll keep them on." 
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Hunter cocked his head. Are you sure? I can't tempt you? he asked, bending his head down to nuzzle the 
jock's crotch. 

"Uh…" Aaron said uncertainly. "What's going on?" 

Oh, nothing, Hunter said, letting his tongue loll out to lick across Aaron's jeans a few times. I just…well, 
you know, I wanted to pay my tribute. 

Aaron exhaled sharply as Hunter's tongue grazed over his crotch, giving him a preview of things to come. 

"Mmm," he said. "Yeah, tribute." 

Want to stand up so you can receive it properly? Hunter suggested. I'm sure if you fucked my face, you 
could shoot all the way down my muzzle this way. 

"Fuck, Hunter, when'd you become such a fag?" Aaron asked, standing. "Just yesterday you were saying 
you weren't one." 

Well, I did take the whole team, Hunter replied smoothly. If that doesn't make me a fag, what does? 

Aaron frowned, shrugged and nodded. "Yeah, I guess it does. All right, Hunter," he said, stepping forward 
to Hunter's muzzle. "If you're so desperate to have a cock in your mouth, it might as well be mine. Open 
up, Shrimp." 

Hunter opened his mouth, and Aaron shoved inside. 

"Oh, fuck! Wow, you've got a really warm mouth! That's nice!" Aaron gasped, beginning to stroke in and 
out. 

Yeah, Aaron. Take me like the man you are! Put me in my place, like a dog at your feet! 

"Oh, fuck, yeah!" Aaron gasped, Hunter's words making his cock throb hornily. 

The jock reached around Hunter's head and pulled him tightly up against his body. Even Aaron's balls 
went into Hunter's mouth as the wolf continued to move his tongue all over and around the rod in his 
mouth. 

"Oh, damn!" Aaron gasped, panting as sweat formed all over his body. "Yeah, that's a good mouth. Fuck, 
I'm gonna—" 

Fuck you, asshole! Hunter roared, clamping his teeth down and ripping backwards. 

Aaron screamed as the wolf severed his cock from his body. The jock fell on the ground, grasping his 
crotch as blood spurted from between his fingers. 

Hey, Aaron! Hunter barked. Just as the bewildered and screaming jock looked at him, Hunter chewed up 
the cock and spat it out.  

Aaron's voice caught in his chest as he saw that all that remained of his manhood was an unrecognizable 
mangled mass of meat. 

Let's see you fuck anybody ever again, you assholes! FUCK YOU! 

With a savage lunge, Hunter knocked Aaron over. As the jock tried to get back up, Hunter leapt on his 
back and pinned him down on all fours. Within seconds, his cock was buried in the emasculated jock's 
ass. Aaron screamed as Hunter's knot grew inside of him, locking them together. 

But as Hunter flipped over to stand butt-to-butt with Aaron, the burn in his groin was growing stronger, 
and he needed to sate it. Throwing caution and any concern for his bitch to the wind—because the 
screaming human behind him was now nothing more than that—Hunter began walking forward, dragging 
Aaron behind him and giving the most wonderful tug to his knot. 

Aaron tried at first to keep up with him, to walk backwards on all fours in spite of the pain in his groin to 
avoid the pain in his ass, but as soon as Hunter caught him doing it, he just walked faster, until Aaron 
couldn’t keep up anymore and his legs dragged roughly on the ground. The jock cried helplessly as 
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Hunter continued to drag him relentlessly around and around, his knotted member spraying wolf juice into 
the captive ass. 

But all good things had to come to an end, and eventually Hunter felt his knot deflating. With a firm tug, 
he freed himself from Aaron, leaving him in a heap beside Sean, both of their asses in the air, both of 
them crying, humiliated, and in pain. 

His lust and thirst for vengeance slaked—for now—Hunter had only to wait for the rest of the football 
team. He took up his place behind the locker bank and waited. He wasn't sure, though, how he was going 
to take them all on at once. 

"Look, Sean, I'm not gonna—" Smith said, bursting in the door. 

He trailed off the second he saw Sean and Aaron. 

"Oh, shit!" he yelled. He turned to run to get the nurse, but Hunter appeared and blocked his path. 

Leave them there, he warned. 

"Holy—" Smith swallowed and took a step back, putting his hands up. 

That's right, Smith. Just take a step back. Stay, Hunter ordered calmly. It's me, Hunter. 

Smith's lips moved, but no words came out for some time before he finally managed, "You're a wolf?" 

Long story, but yeah, Hunter said. Gesturing to Sean's pants, he said, I'll bet Sean's phone is in those. 
Might try to see what you can do about getting it erased. 

Smith's eyes darted from the wolf to the jeans, back to the wolf, to the ravaged jocks on the floor, and 
back to the wolf. He swallowed hard. 

"You're not gonna rape me if I bend over to get them, are you?" he asked. 

No. I saw how you tried to stand up for me, and I appreciate it. Now I'm standing up for you. Hurry, 
though; I expect the others will be here soon. 

Keeping an eye on Hunter, Smith moved over to Sean's pants, dug through the pockets, and found the 
phone. 

"It's locked," he said. 

What's your password? Hunter demanded from Sean. 

"Fuck you," the jock muttered miserably. 

Hunter advanced on him. 

Unless you want to be as bald between the legs as that asshole, he said, gesturing to Aaron with his 
head, I suggest you tell Smith your password right now. 

The wolf stood behind Sean, stuck his tongue out, and tongued the jock's balls. 

It would be so easy for me to just snap them off, just like that, he warned. 

"Fine, fine!" Sean said hastily. "It's seanisthebest, all lowercase, all one word." 

Hunter rolled his eyes. Lame password, and I don't mean how hackable it is! 

"That was it," Smith said. "Here it is." 

With a few deft taps on the screen, the incriminating video was gone. 

Are there any other copies? Hunter demanded. 

"No," Sean replied. "I didn't count on getting raped by a wolf." 

If I find out you're lying— Hunter began. 

"I'm not!" Sean spat, huffing. "What good would it do anyway? Nobody's ever gonna take me seriously 
again!" 
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Not my problem, Hunter said dismissively. He turned his attention back to Smith. I plan to get revenge on 
all the others who fucked me yesterday, too, he said. I need your help to do that. 

Smith took a step back. "I, uh, I dunno…" he said hesitantly, putting his hands up. "What they did was 
wrong, and you have every right to be furious, but please don't make me help you rape my teammates. 
Don't put me in the same position Sean did with you." 

Hunter stared back at him, considering his words. 

"Please, Hunter," Smith pleaded. "Be the bigger man—er, wolf. Let them go, or at least don't make me be 
part of it." 

Hunter sighed and nodded. You're right, he said at last. With these two, it was super-personal. I am still 
furious at the others, but if for no other reason than I can't do it by myself, I'll agree. 

Smith looked relieved. 

However, Hunter said grimly, there is one more who is worthy of revenge: Mr. Johnson. 

Smith started, frowning. "Johnson?" he asked. "Why? What'd he do?" 

The same as these assholes, Hunter replied. He should have been there to help, but instead, he started 
working with them and then demanded to see me after school every day. 

Smith gaped. "Oh, shit…" he said. He swallowed. "Look, I—that's terrible, but—" 

Fine. I'll do it myself, Hunter snapped. Better go let the nurse know about these two before it looks like 
you did it. 

With that, he leaned against the door handle, let himself out, and disappeared. 

Fucking coward, Hunter snarled to himself. It was okay for him to give in to peer pressure from Sean, but 
when it's me, oh, no, suddenly he has qualms! 

His cock began to burn again.  

Fuck you! he growled at it. I'm working on it! 

With third period just now starting, Hunter had some time to kill. He found himself a secluded spot just 
inside the woods that grew next to the campus and settled down to wait. He found himself distracted by 
all the smells on the forest floor: there'd been a squirrel here earlier today, and before that, a couple of 
rabbits. But there was something that really piqued his curiosity: a wolf had urinated there a few days 
ago, a bitch by the smell of it. 

What wolf is crazy enough to get that close to a high school? he wondered. He snickered to himself. 
Present company excluded. 

The sound of the bell told him that third period was over. He didn't have long to wait now; Mr. Johnson 
always left class as soon as the fourth period ending bell rang. 

Yet the final hour and a half between the start and end of fourth period seemed to drag far worse than it 
ever had when Hunter was in class. He entertained himself with a passing butterfly for a few seconds, 
counted the leaves and then the blades of grass within his view, rolled in the dirt, and scared a cricket, 
but still the bell did not ring.  

He began imagining what the rest of his life would be like. Would he only live to 6 or 7 like a real wolf, or 
would he get to live out his human life? The thought made him nervous: had he sacrificed decades of life 
for a chance at getting back at those bullies? What if there were bully wolves he had to contend with? He 
snorted. After all this, I'm not the pushover I used to be, he thought to himself. If I find another wolf, I'll— 

The bell rang, and Hunter leapt to his feet, forgetting himself before crouching back down to watch the 
door unobserved. Students began streaming out, but Hunter didn't see Mr. Johnson. Crap, I hope I didn't 
just miss him, he thought. The student body began to dwindle as his former classmates got into cars and 
onto buses. The buses and most of the cars left, but Mr. Johnson still hadn't come out. 
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Hunter was almost certain he'd missed him. He huffed and stood to leave, but then he saw the teacher 
looking over his shoulder and then moving quickly towards his car. 

Hmm…I wonder if he knows, Hunter mused. His burning crotch interrupted his thoughts. No time to worry 
about it now! 

He silently padded down from his hiding spot, moving from cover to cover to avoid being detected. This is 
a lot harder with him constantly looking over his shoulder, Hunter grumbled. Nevertheless, he steadily 
closed the gap until he could smell the teacher a mere fifty feet from him. No time like the present! 

As quietly as he could, he bolted forward, closed the distance just as Mr. Johnson looked over his 
shoulder again, and before the teacher could react, Hunter had him by the ankle and was dragging him 
quickly back into the woods. 

"Oh, shit! Help! Somebody, help!" Mr. Johnson cried. 

Shut up, or I'll rip your throat out! Hunter growled. 

For just a moment, Mr. Johnson stopped and stared, the words "What the—?" on his lips. 

Let's get you back to the woods, Hunter said as they came within 100 feet of their destination, and then I'll 
give you an explanation. 

"Oh, fuck…it's true, isn't it?" Mr. Johnson whimpered. "Hunter?" 

You win the prize, Hunter said sardonically, and I'm guessing I don't need to tell you what it is? 

Mr. Johnson began struggling and yelling for help. 

By all means, sure, beg for help, now that we're out of earshot, Hunter said, grinning a toothy grin as he 
came to a stop and released the teacher's pant-leg. 

I will tell you the same thing I told Sean, Hunter said. You can either make this easy on yourself, or you 
can make it hard. He chose to make it hard, and you saw the result. Now take off your clothes and get on 
all fours. 

"Like hell I will!" Mr. Johnson cried, jumping to his feet and sprinting back towards the car, yelling for help. 

Your loss, Hunter said calmly as he took off in pursuit. Mr. Johnson didn't even make it 25 feet before 
Hunter caught him and bit hard into his ankle, the bones crunching between his teeth. Mr. Johnson cried 
out in agony and fell to the ground, catching himself and trying to drag himself away with his arms. Hunter 
walked easily up to him, grabbed him by his good foot, and dragged him back into the woods. 

That was a poor choice, Hunter said, and it's going to make doing what I told you to do so much harder. 
But that's not my problem, is it? Just like two students raping one of your students—someone you should 
have protected—was not your problem. In fact, instead of protecting him, you joined the predators, didn't 
you? Hunter scoffed. Not so fun being the prey, is it? he growled. Now, you can either do as I told you, or 
I can break your other ankle. Which is it going to be? 

"You're a monster!" Mr. Johnson cried, tears streaming down his face. 

You contributed to making me this way, Hunter retorted. I was a nice kid until I kept getting mercilessly 
bullied. Now take your clothes off! 

"No! You can just eat me!" the teacher said. 

That can be arranged, Hunter replied.  

He stepped forward and chomped into the teacher's other ankle. It shattered with a sickening crunch, and 
Mr. Johnson screamed. 

I can keep doing this all day, Hunter said. You've got, what, 300 bones in your body? How about I break 
them one-by-one? I'll tell you what: if you don't do as I tell you, I'm going to break your hand next. How's 
that sound? How'd you like to write at the chalkboard with a hook for a hand? Huh? 
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Mr. Johnson lay in fetal position, his hands clutched tightly to himself. Hunter stepped forward and 
breathed hot breath on the nearest one. It would be so easy, he said, opening his mouth and exposing his 
teeth. 

"No! Wait—" Mr. Johnson cried, beaten. "Fine." 

Hunter wagged his tail excitedly, his burning prick poking out in anticipation. Good! Take off your clothes! 

"I can't get my pants off with two broken ankles!" Mr. Johnson spat. 

Again, not my problem, Hunter replied. Let's start with your shoes. 

"I can't!" Mr. Johnson protested. "The bones are—" 

Fine, Hunter said. I'll do it myself. 

"No, no!" the teacher cried as Hunter leapt onto him, grabbed the fabric of his khakis, bit down, and began 
ripping.  

Seconds later, all that remained were shredded tatters around Mr. Johnson's legs. 

Now get on your fours before I make you do that, too, Hunter snarled. 

Lying on his back, Mr. Johnson shook his head. "I can't roll over with broken ankles!" he protested again. 

Then you're gonna have a bitch of a time getting back to your car, aren't you? Hunter snapped. How 
about I just bite your dick off and we call it done, hmm?  

He leaned over the teacher's crotch, letting some of his hot breath and saliva drool onto the teacher's 
turtled cock. Mr. Johnson instinctively coiled up and rolled onto his side to avoid Hunter's mouth. 

You lied to me, Hunter growled, and now I don't believe you can't get on your fours. Do it, or I bite 
something else. He nipped at Mr. Johnson's calf, which spurred the teacher into action. Digging his knees 
into the ground to avoid putting any weight on his ankles, Mr. Johnson got on all fours. 

Could have been easier, Hunter muttered. But he didn't care about that now. His burning cock poked itself 
fully out as he stepped up behind the miserable teacher and began thrusting in. Mr. Johnson cried out as 
Hunter's sharp prick missed and hit him in the perineum, feeling like a pencil stabbing him between his 
ass and balls. 

Lower your ass, Hunter instructed, and it will hurt less. 

"Stop fucking me—augh!—and it will hurt less!" Mr. Johnson retorted. 

Yeah, no. That's not gonna happen. 

Beaten, the teacher winced and hunched his ass down. Hunter hit home and plunged inside, thrusting 
twice as fast as before. 

Mmm, yeah! Nice, hot ass you have, Mr. Johnson, Hunter breathed. Sorry my ass wasn't a 'nice pussy,' 
but yours is just fine! 

Even as he said it, he felt his knot swelling. Grinning wickedly as he stood over Mr. Johnson, be began 
pulling back and thrusting forward harder, forcing his growing knot painfully through Mr. Johnson's 
already-sore anus over and over again. 

Ah, yes, Hunter said over the moaning teacher, this is the part where I make your life living hell. He 
shoved forward one last time, locking himself in place and savoring the tightness around his throbbing 
cock a few moments before swinging over his dick and taking a step forward to drag Mr. Johnson 
backwards. 

"Oh, fuck!" Mr. Johnson cried as he put his feet down to steady himself, eliciting searing pain in his 
ankles. "Please, Hunter, for mercy's sake, don't drag me!" 

Hunter scoffed. Mercy? he asked. Did you show me mercy? Did you protect me as you should have from 
bullies? Or did you take advantage of me when I was at my lowest for your own selfish aims? 
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"But—" the teacher began to protest. 

Don't answer that; it was a rhetorical question. The answer is, of course you took advantage! I owe you 
no mercy. With that, he stepped forward again and kept walking, dragging the defenseless teacher across 
the ground as Mr. Johnson's cries rose to a frantic shriek. 

The burn cooled from Hunter's loins.  

I'm bored, he said abruptly. It was as if a switch had been flipped in his mind. He'd gotten his revenge, 
and now he was stuck to this worthless human. He wanted to answer the call of the wild, to go sniffing 
around, maybe find that bitch-wolf. But again, he was stuck to this stupid human. 

Not for long, he smiled to himself. I'm done with you, he said to Mr. Johnson. Unlike you, I won't say 
something like, 'if you want to live, you'll come and see me here every day after class.' I'm not pathetic 
like that like you are. Besides, your ass is boring to me. I'm going to leave you here now. If you want to 
survive, I'd suggest you get back to your car. 

"But you're still—augh!" Mr. Johnson's protest became an anguished cry as Hunter lunged forward, 
ripping his knot out and taking off running. 

"Hunter, please…" Mr. Johnson trailed off as he blacked out from pain. 

The feel of the air through his fur as Hunter sprinted through the forest was amazing, and so many smells 
greeted him as he sprinted from that terrible place and deep into the woods where nobody would ever 
find him. 

"Hunter," a voice said. 

Hunter whirled to find Median standing behind him. The wolf blinked in surprise and approached him 
curiously. 

Median? Hunter asked. I thought you disappeared. 

"I did," the boy said, smiling. "My work was done, just as your work is now done." 

Hunter sat in front of him, looking perplexed. "So that's it? I go back to being a human now?" 

Median shook his head. "That wouldn't work out for you so well," he said. "The police will be investigating. 
No, Hunter, you must never go back. You must change your name and never even answer to the name 
'Hunter' again. You must forget that you were ever a human." 

Never a human… Hunter mused. But what would I be called? he asked. 

"Cudgel," Median replied, grinning. "Your cock beat your enemies savagely into submission, just like a 
big, wooden stick." 

Cudgel. Hunter rolled it around in his mind and finally nodded. Yes, Cudgel will work. 

"Good!" Median said, beaming. "Now, you must go," he said, turning to leave. 

But, wait, Hunter said. Am I gonna die in 5-6 years? 

"That depends on you," Median replied. "You're a wolf now, but you have some human in you. You could 
live to be many decades old, but you must take care of yourself. No getting shot or torn to pieces by other 
wolves." 

Hunter nodded. That makes sense, he thought. Thank you, he said to Median. Thank you for everything! 
He leapt up and licked the boy's face, and Median laughed and scratched him behind the ears. 

A whiff of something delicious caught Hunter's—er, Cudgel's—nose, and he found himself trotting 
towards it, leaving Median to disappear into the forest. It wasn't long before he spotted the source: a 
rabbit had strayed out of the thicket to nibble on some grass. Cudgel lunged, and before the rabbit even 
knew what hit it, Cudgel had it by the neck and ripped open. He devoured it, skin and all, and licked his 
lips contentedly. His belly full and his lust slaked for the time being, it was time to go scout out some 
territory. 
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No better place to start than right here! he thought, hiking his leg and marking the tree under which he 
found the rabbit. Having thus placed the first stake to his territory, he trotted off, eagerly marking 
everything at nose level.  

He smelled surprisingly few other wolves, but he did stumble across that bitch's scent a couple of times. 
From what he could tell from her scent, she'd fallen on hard times, and he could see why. He smelled 
very few elk nearby; the only droppings he encountered were months old, and the scent of the elk that left 
them had long since been rinsed away by the rain. Still, Cudgel refused to get discouraged. If there 
weren't good prey here, he'd expand until he found them. 

But suddenly his nose picked up on something that made him think he might not have to expand after all. 
It came at first as just a hint of a waft, and he dismissed it as wishful thinking. He shook his head and 
continued laying claim to everything within dick's reach when he caught the scent again. His ears pricked 
up, and his nose sniffed the air. The scent was faint, but it was definitely there: there was an elk 
somewhere nearby, and Cudgel was determined to find it. 

The wolf knew the elk would be somewhere upwind, and so he turned his nose into the light breeze and 
sniffed carefully, moving to his left and right to try to position the elk somewhere in front of him. He 
advanced slowly and carefully, not wanting to accidentally end up upwind of his quarry and give himself 
away, or worse, pop up suddenly and scare the elk off. 

As he came over a hill, he suddenly saw his prey: a large bull grazing in a clearing. Cudgel crouched 
down; the elk hadn't detected him yet, and the wolf used that to his advantage as he crept slowly up 
behind him. Okay, let's see: avoid hooves, inflict as much damage as possible. How hard could it be, 
right? Cudgel thought to himself, trying to steady his nerves. 

The elk raised his head abruptly. 

Shit! 

Cudgel charged and latched onto the elk's hamstring, ripping and biting as hard as he could before 
quickly retreating a few steps and going in for another charge. The elk tried to run, but already 
handicapped by Cudgel's first attack, he couldn't get up to full speed. He turned to face his attacker, but 
his movements were slowed. Cudgel whipped around him and got his other hamstring, biting savagely as 
the elk once again tried to run away. The elk tried to kick, but Cudgel quickly detached and backed off just 
in the nick of time as the flying elk hoof sailed just above his ear. 

Time to go in for the kill. 

Cudgel raced around the faltering elk and lunged for his face, praying the elk didn't react fast enough to 
turn his head down and make the wolf impale himself. He was in luck, and his jaws clamped down hard 
on the elk's nose, eliciting a bawl of pain. Cudgel clamped his jaws down and held on for dear life as the 
elk tried to throw him off. But Cudgel's powerful jaws held him fast, and the elk began to tire. Cudgel 
snarled and bit down even harder, letting his body go limp to drag the elk to the ground. 

Hunter let go and went for the elk's neck, crushing it and killing him. 

Panting with exertion but exhilarated, Cudgel couldn't help but let out a victorious howl before digging into 
his first big meal. He was so engrossed in what he was doing that he didn't notice the figure show up to 
his right. 

"Whoa, hey!" he yelped in surprise. "Who are you?" 

"I should ask you the same," the bitch snarled. "This is my territory!" 

Cudgel shrugged and took another bite of the elk's liver. "By my nose, it belongs to me now," he said 
calmly, discreetly sizing her up. 

Granted, he had just taken the elk down and had burnt a lot of energy doing so, but judging by her size 
and apparent malnutrition, Cudgel was pretty sure he could take her if she did something stupid like try to 
attack him. 

"Those are fighting words," the bitch growled. "I've been stalking that elk for three days!" 
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"Snooze you lose," Cudgel said defiantly, burying his nose in the elk's innards to fish out and eat his 
kidneys. 

"You've got some balls," rumbled the bitch. "I don't know who you are or where you came from, but if you 
don't get outta here right now—" 

"What?" Cudgel asked, rising, his own hackles now raised menacingly. "You'll do what?" He advanced on 
her. "You've been stalking this elk for three days, big deal. I took it down in a few minutes. Your markings 
are all old; you're not patrolling your territory. Everything about this situation says you're weak. This 
territory may once have been yours, but I'm the Big, Bad Wolf, and it's mine now. Buzz off while I finish 
my elk that I just killed in my territory." 

"Over my dead body!" the bitch yelled, lunging. 

Cudgel met her head-on, caught her by the throat, and latched himself on, pinning her to the ground. 

"Don't make me repeat myself," he growled into her throat. 

A roar suddenly startled them both. Cudgel let go and whirled to see a grizzly bear descending upon the 
elk. 

"Oh, hell, no!" Cudgel snarled, whipping around to confront the bear. 

"Are you out of your mind?!" the bitch cried, scrambling to her feet. "You can't take on a bear!" 

"Watch me!" Cudgel barked as he charged up behind the bear and bit it hard in the ass. 

The bear bellowed and whipped around. Cudgel's eyes went wide; this bear was fast! He backed off just 
as the bear charged him. Oh, shit! He dodged to the left and circled back up to the bear to bite it in the 
side before taking off sprinting. The bear charged after him, quickly gaining on him. What the hell? Since 
when do bears run this fast? Cudgel dodged past a tree and zig-zagged through the trees, momentarily 
slowing the bear, but then he came to another clearing, and the bear charged full-on after him. 

Shit, shit, shit! Cudgel wasn't used to running all-out like this, and after his recent half-meal, he was 
feeling winded and full. But the bear wasn't letting up. Cudgel began to tire. Man, one day as a wolf, and 
I'm already gonna die. Well, at least I got those fucking bullies back first. 

The bear suddenly whirled and began charging the other way. Cudgel whipped around and blinked 
curiously. What the—? 

The bitch had apparently pissed the bear off, and now the bear's attention was on her. 

"Thank you!" Cudgel yelled, giving chase and biting the bear in the ass again, pulling him off the bitch's 
tail. 

Back and forth, they harried the bear, keeping him from attacking either one, until he finally gave up in 
frustration and lumbered off. Cudgel and the bitch trotted back to the elk and scared off the ravens that 
had collected. Cudgel went back to eating while the bitch looked on. He tried to ignore her hungry, 
plaintive expression, but despite being heartless towards the bullies, he couldn’t bring himself to be cold 
to her after she'd helped him—saved him, even. He sat up. 

"So, uh, you hungry?" he asked. 

The bitch looked at him hopefully but said nothing. Her stomach growled. 

"There's uh, more here than I can eat myself," Cudgel said. "It'd be a shame for it to go to waste." He 
gestured to the elk. "Help yourself." 

The bitch didn't need to be told twice. She sank her teeth into the elk and began devouring mouthful after 
mouthful of muscly meat, fur, and sinew. Cudgel went back to eating at a much slower pace as he 
watched her. 

"So, uh, what's your name?" he asked at length. 

The bitch glared at him and continued eating. 
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"Well, fine, by all means, eat my kill and don't even tell me your name," Cudgel spat, a bit offended. 

The bitch huffed. "Maim," she said between mouthfuls. 

"Maim?" Cudgel asked, cocking his head. 

"Yeah, like I wanted to do to you," the bitch growled. 

"Well, we saw how that went," Cudgel replied wryly. "I'm Cudgel." 

The bitch stopped eating and peered at him. 

"Charmed," she said at last, and then went back to devouring the elk. 

Sensing that he wasn't going to get much more out of her, Cudgel shrugged and continued feasting on 
the kill himself. 

"You know," he said thoughtfully between mouthfuls, "We make a pretty good team. I mean, two wolves 
taking on a bear?" 

"I should've let him eat you; then I'd have the whole elk to myself," Maim retorted. 

Cudgel scoffed. "No, he would have killed me, and then he would have taken the elk, and you wouldn't be 
feasting on him. You'd only have me to eat." 

"Not a terrible outcome," Maim spat. 

"Well, if that's the way you feel about it," Cudgel laughed, "I've got a cock that could use some eating 
about now." 

The bitch stopped eating, her mouth slack, and stared at him. 

"And by my nose, I think there's a part of you that would enjoy doing just that," Cudgel added, smirking. 

He stood and went around to her side of the elk, sitting next to her, his cock peeking out just a little. 

"What do you think?" he said, "Mate with me, make big, strong, smart puppies, have our own pack. 
Between the two of us, I'm pretty sure we can take on just about anything." 

Maim flattened her ears a bit but couldn’t help sizing him up, thinking through the options in her head. 
She had to admit, there weren't any other eligible bachelors around, and as wolves went, this one 
definitely wasn't scrawny or lacking in machismo. Maybe a little crazy, but she could probably temper 
that… 

What finally convinced her, though, was the smell of the wolf's cock, intoxicating with its virility even as he 
sat there so casually, so carelessly letting it hang out. She felt herself getting aroused. 

"Okay," she said at last. "I'll do it." 

What happened next was that Maim lost her maidenhood and learned that breeding with Cudgel was 
about the best thing that had ever happened to her. Cudgel learned that a bitch clamped down on him far 
more tightly than his victims had, and she really got into it. They both decided that this was an activity 
they wanted to do again, over and over, as often as they could. 

For now, though, they had the rest of the elk to contend with. At roughly 600 pounds, even half of it was 
five times more than they could eat combined if they gorged themselves. It would be a worthy meal for 
many days to come if they could get it someplace safe. 

Leaving the elk where he lay for the time being, they began scouting for a place that would make a 
suitable den. It didn't take long before they found a couple of big rocks leaning against each other with a 
little opening between them. Maim set to work digging out a den while Cudgel went back to the elk and 
began dragging it bit by bit back towards their new home, leaving it just outside the entrance where they 
could keep an eye on it. They ate again, bred, and lay down for a good nap. 

Over the next few months, their puppies grew inside of Maim, and more and more of the hunting fell to 
Cudgel so that he could provide for his mate. One day, he returned to find her in the back of the den. 
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"It's time," she said, lying on her side and panting. 

"Can I get you anything?" Cudgel asked attentively. 

"No," Maim chuckled. "But you can stay and name them as they come out. Oh!" she cried. "Here comes 
the first one." 

As the blind pup emerged, Cudgel cocked his head. "That one looks like a little Killer to me," he said. 

"Killer," Maim breathed, "such a good name." 

 


