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Hunter smirked and held up his hands, beckoning for more cheering. The team had just won the game 
that would send them to the championships, and as quarterback, he was eating up the roar of the 
audience's approval. There'd be plenty of chicks to bang tonight. 

"Hunter, let's go celebrate bro-style!" Johnny called. 

"Just wait!" Hunter yelled over his shoulder. "Gotta give the fans what they need," he added, seemingly 
basking in the accolades. 

A good ten minutes later, the audience was through cheering, and Hunter trotted off the field, taking off 
his helmet and letting his sweat-saturated hair finally breathe. He kissed his helmet, looking around to 
make sure nobody saw, and then stepped into the locker room. 

"Hey, there he is!" Rico said, and the guys all gave a howl, raising their fists in the air. "Way to go, Wolf-
Man!" 

"That's how it's done!" Hunter said to them. "You guys have stuck by me this whole season, and now, 
gents, there's just one thing left to do: beat the snot out of Hillman High!" 

The guys howled again, and Hunter began his ritual of disrobing. He stood with his back to the others; his 
ritual demanded attention, and he couldn't be distracted by the other guys clumsily and disrespectfully 
doffing their uniforms.  

He was fond of saying, "My uniform is my everything," and he meant it; it was the only thing he took more 
seriously than himself. Some of the guys rolled their eyes and got up to leave while others watched in 
reverent silence.  

He started with his jersey, lovingly detaching the Velcro that held it in place and pulling it off, draping it 
across the bench. Next came his shoulder-pads, his mind fully focused as he unbuckled the strap on 
each side, lifted the pads over his head, and gently laid them down on the bench, but not on his jersey. 

His shoes came next. He took a knee, untied the bow, and loosened the laces on one shoe, then stood, 
bent over, and removed it, placing it on the bench next to his shoulder-pads. He repeated the steps for 
the other shoe. 

Then came his pants. In a smooth motion, he peeled them down, turning them inside-out as he did so 
that he could remove the thigh and knee pads—these he also placed on the bench—before the garment 
was ever off his body. Then, just as smoothly as before, he peeled them the rest of the way down and 
stepped out, careful never to let the fabric touch the ground. His girdle experienced much the same 
treatment. 

Last but certainly not least was his jockstrap. Even the most irreverent of the guys who were still left 
stopped to watch as Hunter slowly pulled the waistband down around his muscular ass and let the straps 
themselves follow, grazing over the contours of his hips, calves, and finally his heels as he stepped from 
them, letting the jock strap turn itself inside-out as it went. He sighed in almost spiritual peace and turned 
to face the room, completely unabashed as his thick manhood swayed with its new freedom. He placed 
his jock inside-out on the bench alongside all the rest of his uniform, sprayed everything down thoroughly 
with disinfectant and a drying agent, and then went to the showers. When he returned, everything was 
ready for him to turn right-side-out and put away; his uniform would never see the inside of a washing 
machine or a dryer; such things were not worthy of his precious gear. 

An hour after the game, his buddies milled around outside. As soon as he stepped out, they all jerked to 
attention. 

"So somebody suggested that we go celebrate," Hunter said with a grin, slipping his hands in the pockets 
of his leather jacket. 

"Hell, yeah!" Johnny yelled, and Rico echoed. 

"Let's get it," Hunter replied with a wink. The three piled into his F-450 Platinum, he roared the engine, 
and they screeched off, windows down, music blaring, and howling the whole way to their secret stash—
Hunter's parents' beer fridge. 

They were about halfway through their third 12-pack when Hunter got an idea. 
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"Guys," he said drunkenly, "we gotta go." 

"Go?" Johnny slurred. "Go…where?" 

"Let's go," Hunter said, beer in hand as he hopped in the truck. The other two glanced at each other and 
quickly hopped in, taking the other 12-packs with them and leaving the bottles on the ground behind the 
gas station. 

They roared down the highway, music blaring and howling all the more. Hunter weaved a little bit but kept 
it mostly in the lane. As the clock on the dash ticked toward 11:30, they turned onto the interstate and 
sped north. 

"Man, bro, wha—what're we doing, man?" Rico asked, snickering. 

"Dude, just shut up!" Hunter said, his mind set on where they were going. He found his exit, and they 
roared down it at 80 MPH, turned down a side-road, hardly slowing at the corner, and came to a skidding 
halt in the middle of a field. 

Johnny looked out the window. "Dude," he whispered, his eyes glazed. "What are we doing?" 

"Come on," Hunter said, turning off the truck and stepping out into the cool night air. 

"Whoa," Rico said, looking up. The sky was filled with stars. "That's cool, bro." 

But Hunter didn't care about all that. He began making straight for a wooden building set far off the field, 
not much bigger than a toolshed. 

Rico and Johnny exchanged drunken glances, grabbed another beer each and one for Hunter, and 
scurried to stumble after him. 

The door to the building opened with a quiet creak. It was dusty and dark inside. 

"Yo, Hunter!" Johnny hissed. "Where'd you go?" 

The room was silent. Rico swallowed hard and fumbled with his phone to turn on the flashlight. 

A wolf appeared out of nowhere, and before anyone could react, it leapt and landed on Rico. 

"Augh! Get it off!" he screamed, falling over backwards and crashing into something behind him, 
struggling with the beast. "Get it off!" 

Suddenly he heard laughing. He paused, realized the wolf wasn't actually fighting him, and threw it aside, 
shuddering and scrambling to his feet. 

"Hoo, ha, ha! You totally fell for it!" Hunter laughed. "That old wolf-skin just about had you peeing your 
pants!" 

"What do you mean, 'just about'?" Johnny grinned. 

"Aww, shit, man!" Rico groaned, looking down. "Why'd you do that?" 

Hunter picked up the wolf-skin and draped it over his head. "In ancient times," he said, lowering the pitch 
of his voice to sound like a documentary voice-over, "the wolf-man was a terrifying sight to behold!"  

He held hands up over his head in front of him, almost zombie-like, as he advanced towards Rico. Johnny 
roared with laughter.  

"Dude, fuck you, man!" Rico retorted. 

Johnny laughed and pulled the wolf-skin off, tossing it on the floor. 

"Man, how'd you find this place?" Johnny asked, picking up various arrowheads, beads, and other 
artifacts. 

Hunter shrugged. "Got drunk one day and went driving around. Found this place and thought it'd be a 
great place to drink. Looks like nobody's been here in years. 

"Ya got that right," Johnny agreed, blowing a cloud of dust off a wooden shelf. 
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"Oh!" Hunter said, reaching in his pocket, "also, these!" 

He held out a couple of tabs of acid. 

"Whoa!" Johnny gasped. "Man, where'd you get that?" 

"I've got my sources," Hunter smirked. "It pays to be QB, you know."  

He glanced down at Rico, still sulking after pissing his pants. 

"Aww, come on, Rico, have a square, and you'll feel better," Hunter said, tearing off a tab and handing it 
to him. 

Rico huffed but took the square as Johnny and Hunter each took theirs. It wasn't long before the rest of 
the 12-packs were strewn about inside and outside the shed and the guys were beginning to see things. 
They sat outside with their backs against the building, looking up at the moon and the stars, which 
seemed to be doing kaleidoscopic dances. 

"This was a good idea," Hunter said, nodding. He grinned suddenly and jumped to his feet. 

"Hey, Rico, go long!" he said, running away from the building. "We're gonna win the championships!" 

"Aww, man, come on! Game's over!" Rico protested, but the quarterback's enthusiasm was infectious, 
and he was on his feet in no time—wobbly, but on his feet. "Whoa," he said, "when did my legs get so 
long…and wavy?" 

He completely missed it as a beer bottle came flying through the air, sailed through the open door, and 
clattered into the shed. 

"Aww, lame!" Hunter said, running back and shaking his head. 

"Whaddya want, I've had like 12 beers and acid!" Rico grumbled, poking his head into the shed and 
looking for the bottle as Hunter stepped past him. 

Rico wandered around on hands and knees, looking for the stupid bottle. He spied the wolf skin and eyed 
it warily. 

Its eyes suddenly came alight and glowed with red embers, and its lips pulled back into a toothy growl. 
The hair on its back bristled, and it lunged at him. Rico leapt backwards, falling on his ass and scurrying 
backwards out the door, screaming in terror. 

Hunter roared with laughter again, tossing the wolf-skin aside. "Damn, man, that never gets old!" 

"Man, what is it with you and that thing?" Rico grumbled, his heart still racing. "It's like you're in love with it 
or something." 

"Uh, oh," Johnny said, poking his head in the door. "If he's in love with it, he's gotta fuck it!" 

"Dude, shut up!" Hunter spat. "What does that even mean?" 

"Hey, yeah!" Rico chimed in, "You oughtta love on that wolf-skin, Wolf-Man, make her your bitch, you 
know? I bet she gives you all kinds of wolf-like powers!" 

"Dude, that'd be awesome!" Johnny gloated. "You could like, shoot webs out of your hands and stuff!" His 
eyes glazed over as he actually saw spider webs shooting out of his wrists and sticking to the ground and 
the side of the building. 

"Man, are you stupid?" Rico asked quizzically. "That's Spiderman, fool!" 

"Oh, whatever!" Johnny retorted, unmoved. "Just mmph!"—he made a thrusting motion—"fill that bitch up 
with your man-jizz, show her who's boss!" 

"Dude, you are stupid!" Hunter said, shaking his head. "What the hell's wrong with you?" 

Johnny shrugged and grinned. "I dunno. I was raised on a farm, so that could be it."  

His eyes narrowed.  
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"You're scared!" he said, pointing an intoxicated finger at Hunter. "What, afraid an old, dead wolf-skin is 
gonna bite your dick off?" 

"No, it's just—" Hunter began. 

"Nah, man, he's not scared," Rico chimed in. "He's just a"—he lowered his voice to a loud whisper—"a 
pussy!" 

Johnny gasped and looked at Hunter. "You gonna take that, man?" he asked. 

Hunter set his jaw. "I am not a pussy," he said with finality. 

"Nah, I think you're a homo," Rico said. "That's why you make all the nerds suck your cock, man." 

"Got to keep them in line," Hunter said dismissively. 

"Yeah, by shoving them in a locker, not making them blow you!" Rico retorted. "I think you're a pussy and 
a homo, and that's why you won't fuck the wolf." 

Hunter stood over him, and he looked defiantly up into his eyes.  

"I dare you. Prove me wrong," Rico said. "Pussy." 

Hunter glowered but then turned abruptly. "Gimme that thing!" he snarled, grabbing the wolf-skin off the 
ground with one hand and unzipping his fly with the other. 

"Oh, yeah!" Johnny cheered, spilling his beer as Hunter whipped his cock out and began stroking himself. 

"Oh," Rico scoffed distastefully, "No, man, you're supposed to fuck her, not jack yourself off onto her! 
Come on, man, wrap her skin around your dick and fuck her like a good bitch!" 

Hunter glared over his shoulder but did as told, turning the skin inside-out to rub the fur up against his 
throbbing cock. The drugs really made him sensitive, and the feeling was getting him close. 

"Now that's more like it!" Rico crowed. 

"Stop!" an elderly man's voice cried. 

The three whirled to see a heavy-set man with weathered skin and piercing black eyes wearing traditional 
Native American garb.  

"Oh, shit!" Johnny gasped, spilling his beer on himself as he fell backwards. 

"You disgrace this place!" the old man rebuked them. "Get out!" His voice was full of fire, yet he spoke 
softly and with a bit of an accent. 

"Dude, are you seeing this?" Rico asked, peering at the old man in wonder. "Wow, that's a really good 
costume! I didn't know the drugs could be so specific!" 

"Whoa, you're seeing it, too?" Johnny asked, sitting back up. "Awesome, man! We're like, mind-melded, 
man." 

"Will you idiots shut the fuck up?!" Hunter yelled. He saw the guy, too, but he was about ten strokes away 
from proving them both wrong. 

"You!" the old man bellowed, pointing at Hunter. "You defile our sacred Mother! Stop this instant, or—" 

"Man, that is a wicked hallucination," Rico said, interrupting and shaking his head. "I hope this doesn't 
turn bad trip on me." 

"You've already had a bad trip!" Johnny laughed. "I'm never gonna let you live down the fact that you 
pissed yourself over a wolf-skin!" 

"Enough!" the old man bellowed. He reached into a pouch on his waist, took out a handful of some kind of 
powder, and flung it at them. 

Their eyes immediately burned, and they coughed and shook their head. Hunter dropped the wolf-skin 
where he stood as he tried to see and breathe again. 
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When the dust settled, the old man was still there, but none of them were drunk or hallucinating anymore. 

"Oh, shit! That dude's real!" Johnny gasped, scrambling to his feet. "Dude, let's get the hell outta here!" 

"No," Hunter said flatly, deliberately bending over to pick up the wolf-skin. "I'm no pussy!" he said, looking 
the old man in the eye as he stroked ten more times, slowly and deliberately, grunted, and shot his cum 
all over the wolf-skin's forehead. 

Then he dropped the wolf-skin, pearls of his cum shining on the fur as the skin landed on the ground at 
his feet, zipped up, and turned and walked out. 

"Apologize!" the old man called after him. "Apologize, or meet your fate!" 

"Fuck you, old man," Hunter said over his shoulder, not turning around. 

"By the light of the next full moon," the old man warned, "you will get what's coming to you!" 

Hunter paused and turned, smirking. "By the light of the next full moon, old man," he said, "I'll be 
swimming in pussy as I lead my team to win the championships. And you," he added, kicking a bottle 
dismissively with his foot, "might have this mess cleaned up. I said it before, and I'll say it again: fuck you, 
old man." 

Without another word, Hunter and his friends got into his truck, spun a donut, and roared back home. 
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Hunter was in a bad mood. The night at the shed had left him feeling…off. He couldn't place exactly how 
he felt off, but something felt not-quite-right.  He figured he just needed to let off a bit of aggression. 

"Ahh, Clayton," he said, appearing from behind a corner as his studious, bespectacled, and unfortunately-
dressed classmate walked past. 

The young man gasped and dropped his books as Hunter picked him up by the collar.  

"Oh, geez!" he cried, impotently putting his hands around Hunter's wrists in an attempt to get him to let 
go. 

"Whatsamatter?" Hunter asked, "Don’t want to pay your tribute for the day?" 

Clayton looked nauseous. "Look, Hunter, I'm not gay!" he hissed. 

"All you nerds are fags," Hunter said. "And fags suck my cock. Now march, fag!" he said, pointing. 

"I'm gonna be late for class!" Clayton protested. 

"Aww, I'm sure the teacher will wait for his teacher's pet, Clayey-Wayey," Hunter said, pinching his cheek. 
His voice turned serious. "Get going." 

Beaten, Clayton's face burned in embarrassment as the jock marched him to the locker room. They got 
inside, and Hunter unzipped his pants and let himself hang out. 

"Get to it, fag," he ordered. 

Clayton grimaced and hesitated, but Hunter grabbed him by the hair on the back of his head and forced 
his dick into the guy's mouth, thrusting hard and making him gag. 

"Use that mouth!" Hunter ordered as tears streamed down Clayton's cheeks. 

Hunter bucked a few more times, then pulled out and came all over Clayton's face. "Ugh, fuck," he said, 
letting out a short sigh, "I needed that." 

But having just gotten off, he realized there was something else he needed to take care of. 

"Open up," he ordered. 

Clayton shook his head, panting and his eyes wide, pleading Hunter not to do what he was about to do. 

"I said, 'open,'" Hunter snarled, grabbing Clayton's jaw and squeezing his cheeks to force his mouth open. 

"You make a mess on my jeans," he growled, "and I will beat you black and blue. These jeans cost more 
than you're worth." 

He shoved his dick down Clayton's throat and pulled the nerd's head to his crotch, then let loose a stream 
of piss down the kid's throat while Clayton struggled, panicking as he suffocated on Hunter's cock. 

"Drink up, nerd." 

Hunter threw his head back and sighed in relief as his full bladder emptied itself, then yanked Clayton 
back by the hair. The kid dropped to all fours, drooling and gasping for air. 

Hunter tossed a dirty towel at him as he left. "Clean yourself up," he said. 

"You're gonna get in big trouble one of these days!" Clayton yelled after him. 

"Not likely," Hunter said over his shoulder. "I'm the fucking quarterback. I'm practically God." 

The door slammed behind him. 

Hunter sighed. Yes, he did feel better now. Feeling downright chipper, he winked at a couple of hot 
sophomores as they passed, slapping one on the ass and groping the other on the chest.  

"Easy, ladies," he said in response to their shocked and offended looks, "there's plenty of me to go 
around." 

He kept walking and sauntered into history class a good half-hour late. 
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The teacher sighed. "Good of you to join us, Mr. Wolfe," he muttered as he continued writing notes on the 
blackboard. 

Hunter ignored him and set to work hitting on the girl next to him for the hundredth time. He would have 
her one day—he was determined of that—and after he fucked her and added her as a notch to his belt, 
he'd dump her. 

After class, he went to the library to wait on Johnny. Poor kid got detention for cussing at a teacher. He'd 
asked Hunter to pull some strings with the assistant principal—Hunter was fucking her on the side and 
could probably have asked for anything—but he was tired of bailing Johnny out. 

Now he felt a little sorry he hadn't: the library was lame, and being seen there while waiting around for his 
wingman to get out was even lamer. At least he found a few fresh nerds to put in their place: he dunked a 
freshman's blond head in the toilet and gave a wedgie to a sophomore who'd been avoiding him. Now he 
knew where to look… 

Finally Johnny got out, and they walked up to the locker room. Johnny was going off about some librarian 
who kept shushing him. Hunter mostly ignored him, giving the occasional "uh, huh" so he didn't have to 
listen.  

The week dragged on. Practices came and went, and classes were boring and mostly a waste of his 
time—he was practically guaranteed to get into any college with a football program he wanted—and 
between his football skills keeping the school in the news and the stadium filled with fans and his parents' 
money keeping the school board well-oiled, he had the administration wrapped around his finger. Nobody 
wanted to admit it, but Hunter Wolfe owned the school, and it was good to be king. Still, he did have to 
show up for class every day and at least give the appearance that the whole system wasn't completely 
rigged. 

About the highlight of the week before Friday was Thursday at lunch. He and Johnny went to the cafeteria 
to grab their food, and just as they sat down, Swirly-Head walked in. Hunter put down his roll and stepped 
up from his tray. Johnny looked up and was about to follow when he saw where Hunter was going. He 
shook his head and rolled his eyes. The quarterback walked up silently behind the blonde kid. Swirly-
Head didn't see it coming as Hunter shoved his head forward into his banana pudding. The kid picked his 
head back up, too shocked to say anything. 

Hunter stepped around the table, leaned and put his hands on it, and said, "Better wash your hair. You 
got some yellow stuff in it." 

Then he winked and left, leaving the kid to wipe the dessert off his face and burst into tears. 

But finally Friday came. The school was all in an uproar. They'd never even been to the championship 
game before, and prognosticators were already saying that it was likely they could actually win it. The pep 
rally was insane; the drill team outdid themselves with a new number to get everybody psyched up—not 
that anybody but the good-for-nothing nerds needed psyching up—the band did that thing with the 
instruments that looked all flashy (Hunter always kinda hoped they'd smash an instrument—that'd be 
sweet), and the cheerleaders looked gorgeous, as usual. Hunter made sure to compliment each of them 
with a grope on the butt, crotch, or breast—subtly, of course—as he stepped up to give the rallying 
speech. 

"Shut up, all you lowlifes," he said, taking the microphone from the principal, "Your hero, the Wolf-Man, is 
about to speak." 

The crowd quieted down, half aghast, the other half assuming he was joking and waiting for the punch 
line. 

"You guys know I'm just kidding, right?" Hunter asked, flashing his signature grin.  

The rally roared with applause again, and he held his hands out. 

"But seriously, shut up," he said, deadpan. 

There were snickers from the audience as it quieted again. 
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"Last week, we made history by making it to the championship game," he said, "But today, we say, 'nah, 
screw that history! We're gonna make new history!' Today, we're gonna clobber Hillman High—those 
guys have already lost, and they don't even know it, yet! Why? Because the Richland Raiders are the 
best!" 

The crowd cheered again and began punctuating each of his sentences with additional cheers. 

"We've got the best students! The best teachers! The best drill team! The best cheerleaders"—he put his 
hand to his face as if telling a secret—"oh, boy, let me tell ya!" The audience laughed. "The best fine arts! 
And most importantly, the best football team!" 

The crowd went wild, screaming, whistling, clapping, and stomping their feet on the basketball court floor. 

"And tonight, we're gonna show those Muskrats who's boss!" he yelled. "Tonight, we rule!" 

He handed the microphone to the principal and stepped outside. He loved being cheered, but he hated 
having to call out all those worthless groups—the fine arts, the teachers—who needed them? If it didn't 
support football, what was the point? 

Class got out early, and he got to the locker room early. It took extra time to put his uniform on, but it was 
worth it. When he stepped into his uniform, it was like he stepped into himself. 

He opened his locker, took everything out, and laid it all in a row on the changing bench, then doffed his 
school clothes and stood there, naked, admiring himself in the mirror. His body was toned and muscular 
all over. He looked like Adonis and knew it. The only thing that could make him look any better was his 
uniform. 

He put on a compression shirt first, slowly and methodically working all the wrinkles and ripples out of it to 
get a perfect fit on his muscular torso, loving the way it sculpted itself around him and showed off every 
ripple of his abs and pecs. 

He picked up his jock and brought it to his face, inhaling deeply. Fuck, I smell good, he thought to himself 
as he lowered the jock to just above the floor, stepped into it, and pulled it up his calves, sighing 
contentedly as it snugged up against his sack and cock, holding them where they needed to go. 

He took up his girdle in his hands next, kissed the crotch of it reverently, and then stepped carefully into it, 
keeping it off the ground and appreciating the way it showed off his quads and hamstrings.  

Next, he picked up his pants and methodically pushed his knee and thigh pads into their respective 
places. He turned it right-side out, letting the yellow fabric with blue and white stripes shine in all its glory. 
Once again, he kissed the crotch reverently before stepping into it. He left the crotch laces untied, 
however. 

Then came his shoes, which he kissed where his big toes would go and then stepped into them one-by-
one, took a knee, and methodically bowed and double-tied the laces, making sure to get them just the 
right amount of snug on his feet.  

His shoulder-pads followed. These he kissed in the center of the right shoulder before lifting them over his 
head and lowering them like a king being crowned onto his shoulders. He cinched up each strap as if the 
fate of the world depended upon his getting them exactly right, taking a good minute to do each one. 

Last—and most—his jersey. If there was any part of the uniform that mattered most to him, this was it. He 
picked up the jersey in both hands, centered the blue fabric over his left palm, and brought his right palm 
down onto the middle of his number, 5, effectively becoming one with the yellow silkscreen as he closed 
his eyes and reflected on the importance of the moment. After a moment, he again took the jersey in both 
hands, ran his arms through the sleeves, and pulled it over his head. As soon as his head was through, 
he began lowering it down his body evenly all the way around, letting it drape perfectly smoothly as it 
stretched down his body. He had special-ordered it with crotch extensions, and screw anybody who said 
they were old-fashioned; he was the sharpest-dressed on the field at every game! These he passed 
between his legs, buttoned them, and then laced his pants with the same reverence and attention that he 
did his shoes. 
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Picking up his helmet, he took a microfiber cloth and buffed it to a high shine, lowered it slowly onto his 
head, and strapped it in place. He sighed, satisfied, and turned around. 

His timing was perfect; the team was assembled, dressed, and watching him. 

"Let's kill 'em," he growled. 

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

They all lined up, and as the band started playing the fight song, Hunter led the charge onto the field, 
racing by the dancers and cheerleaders as he ran out. The roar of the crowd was almost louder than the 
band, and Hunter ate it all up, waving to the crowd and milking it for all it was worth. 

The fight song was over all too quickly, and Hunter and the team retreated to the sideline for the national 
anthem. 

The second the last note played, they rushed out onto the field. They lost the toss—damn!—and lined up 
to deliver the kickoff. The energy in the crowd was palpable as the Raiders started the game. 

The Muskrats caught the ball, and their returner caught the ball and sped towards the Raiders. 

"Holy shit! Johnny! Get him!" Hunter yelled from the sidelines. But the kick returner was impossibly fast 
and nimbly zigzagged through the entire Raiders defensive line and scored a touchdown within just a few 
seconds. 

Feeling a little cocky, the Muskrats lined up for a two-point conversion. 

"Get it together, Defense! Don't you dare let them through!" Hunter yelled. 

The Muskrats snapped the ball, and the defense stopped them in their tracks. 

Hunter breathed a sigh of relief as Rico took the field to catch the ball. The guy might be easily spooked 
and superstitious, but he could catch a ball…when he wasn't on acid. 

The Muskrats kicked the ball, and it went sailing right towards him. 

Get it! Hunter thought with satisfaction. 

The ball sailed through Rico's fingers and landed on the ground. Pandemonium erupted as he hurried to 
pick the ball up, losing precious time as the Muskrat defensive line closed in on him. 

He got the ball just as they creamed him on the 10-yard line. 

Fuck!  

Rico was pale as Hunter rushed past him. "I dunno what happened!" he cried. 

Hunter just exhaled sharply; there'd be hell to pay once they got to halftime! Looks like I'm gonna have to 
do this myself, he thought. 

They got lined up, and Hunter glanced over the field. They were supposed to run a 7-2-1, but looking at 
the defensive lineup, he yelled, "Set! Blue 513! Blue 513! Hut-Hut!" 

The play was actually a 624, but the defense didn't know that "blue" meant to add one to each number. 
Rico took off running, and Hunter took a few steps back. As soon as Rico headed for the middle of the 
field, Hunter hurled the ball at him. 

Rico caught the ball and took the opportunity to make up for his blunder, sprinting 60 yards before getting 
tackled two yards from the end-zone. 

As they lined up, Hunter gave a faint nod; there'd still be hell to pay, but at least Rico was trying to 
redeem himself. 

The team knew what to do for this one; it was one of Hunter's favorites on the rare occasion he could 
actually use it. One of the defensive linemen—Joe—traded places with Rico, and before the Muskrats 
could get set, Hunter called for the ball. He quickly handed it off to Joe—a massive guy at almost 300 
pounds, who despite only being a junior had once shoved his three-quarter-ton pickup out of a ditch when 
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it got stuck in the mud—and the tank of a kid just walked the ball into the end-zone, shoving the 
disorganized Muskrats out of his way. 

They got the one-point conversion, and Hunter was relieved; two minutes into the game, they were where 
they should be: winning. Not by much, but winning. 

The Muskrats, however, were not having it. Their returner again skirted around the defense, much to 
Hunter's dismay, and scored another touchdown. 

"Damn it!" Hunter yelled, kicking the grass. "Johnny, you guys better get your asses in gear! If we lose 
this because of you…" He let the threat hang in the air. 

But even worse was when the Muskrats succeeded in doing a 2-point conversion, ensuring that the 
Raiders would have to do the same if they wanted to get their winning spot back. By the end of the first 
half, the score was 36 to 35, with the Muskrats winning.  

Hunter stormed off the field and blew into the locker room ranting and raving. 

"You fucking idiots!" he yelled at Johnny and the defensive line. "Are you asleep out there? I cannot 
believe that that fucking prick got past you five times! When are you going to wake up and—you know—
tackle the sonofabitch?" He got right up in Johnny's face. "Don't tell me you drank too hard last weekend 
and forgot how!" 

Johnny swallowed and shrank back. Despite Johnny having a good 50 pounds on Hunter, the 
quarterback had a way of making him feel like he was six inches tall. 

"What? Nothing to say?" Hunter prodded. He scoffed and shook his head. "Yeah, that's what I thought. 
You’ve got nothing. Prove me wrong in the second half. Geez!" 

"Hey, Hunter, back off him!" Rico said, jumping to Johnny's defense. 

"Oh, don't even get me started on you!" Hunter yelled, striding towards him. "Did that acid make your 
arms permanently stupid?" he hissed in Rico's ear. Stepping back, he continued loudly, "The first catch of 
the game—oh, wait, first miss and scramble of the championship game, you suddenly forget how to catch 
a fucking ball! No, you don't get to say anything to me! No shower for you; I want you to go practice 
catching balls until the next half starts. Fuck! You idiots all need to quit fucking each other in the ass, pull 
your heads out of your own asses, and turn this thing around!"  

He sat down, took his helmet off, and began polishing it obsessively. Surrounded by idiots on the biggest 
fucking day of my life! That's just perfect! 

He found his calm before the second half when he took his sweat-soaked jersey off and substituted it for 
a clean one, calming himself with his ritual of putting it on and shutting out the incompetence around him. 
He sat on the bench, his eyes closed, and it was just him and his uniform, becoming one, things 
becoming right with the world. 

The buzzer sounded, signaling the end of halftime, and he opened his eyes. Show time. 

"All right, guys," he said, lining up, "that was a rough start, but let's get out there and rub those Muskrats' 
faces in the dirt!" He howled, and the team joined in as they charged out onto the field. 

If the first half was a series of exchanging touchdowns, the second half was a stalemate. The third quarter 
passed without a single touchdown or field goal, and with only 2 minutes left in the 4th quarter, things were 
beginning to look pretty desperate. But things were in Hunter's hands now, and things were about to start 
going right—he knew it. 

Second and goal. Hunter glanced to his left and right, nodded in satisfaction, and called for the snap. 

The second the first "hut" escaped his lips, he was suddenly back at the shed from last weekend, and his 
legs were about six times too long. His mouth said the second "hut" involuntarily, and the center launched 
the ball at him. 

It hit him in the face, and he was instantly back in the game, reeling.  



Wolf-Man 
© 2018 Jack Doe. Hunter belongs to his creator. Do not distribute without all headers and footers intact. 

Page 11 of 29 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

Oh! He gasped. Fucking shit! He dove for the ball and downed it as his teammates stared at him in shock 
and the Muskrats quickly advanced. No sooner did he grab the ball than they were on him—literally. 
Fortunately, the ball was clearly in his possession, and the Raiders kept control. But still, it brought them 
to third down. 

"What the fuck, Wolfe!" Rico yelled. 

Hunter's face burned in embarrassment, but he quickly recovered. 

"Sucks feeling helpless against incompetence, doesn’t it?" he fired back. "That's my impression of you 
idiots the whole game!" 

"Hunter, that's not funny, man," Joe said over his shoulder. "Let's just win this, huh? Then we can pick on 
each other." 

Hunter nodded with a sneer. "Yeah, no more fooling around; just couldn't help myself," he growled. 

The last part wasn't a complete lie—he couldn't help himself. He swallowed and shook it off. Just a weird 
fluke, that's all. 

Third and goal. Unnerved but feeling better, Hunter called for the hike. 

Hunter was suddenly drunk. The ball flew towards him, and he clumsily reached to catch it, but it bounced 
off his hands and onto the turf. 

"What the fuck?!" Hunter yelled aloud, again jumping on the ball just in time to get piled on. 

"That's some play you've got, QB," one of the Muskrat defenders jeered. "How about you play it again, 
just one more time?" 

The coach called a time-out. 

"Wolfe, what in tarnation are you doing?" the coach yelled. "We're six yards away from making history, 
and you're out trying to prove a point? Get it together, Wolfe. Quit screwing around, play the play, and 
let's win this thing!" 

Hunter conceded with a nod, now feeling really worried. This was his last chance. Should he have 
someone else take over? Maybe try for a field goal instead? The options ran through his head. He 
glanced up to see the clouds separating. The full moon shone down eerily, and the events of the past 
weekend all came flooding back to him. 

Oh, shit… "Fuck you, old man!" he snarled. 

"Excuse me?" the coach roared. 

"Uh, not you, sir," Hunter said quickly. "Just…something I was thinking of." 

"Get your head in the game, Wolfe," the coach growled. 

The buzzer sounded; timeout was over, and the team quickly got lined back up. 

Fourth and goal. The moon sat centered between the goalposts, and Hunter sneered at it. "You think you 
can scare me, old man?" he murmured. "I'm not superstitious, and I'm about to prove that you're full of 
shit!" 

"Wolfe, start the play already!" the center yelled as the play clock ticked down 4…3…2… 

Shit! "Green 402! Hut! Hut!" Hunter yelled hastily. 

The image of the shaman's face flashed into his mind; he couldn’t see anything but the shaman looking at 
him accusingly, judgingly. He jumped backwards, and the image was gone.  

The ball snapped and went outside his leg. Rico scrambled to pick it up, but it was over: 4th down and a 
fumble? They couldn't run it, even if he managed to make it around the Muskrats.  

Rico glared at Hunter and took a knee, holding the ball to the ground.  
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The timer buzzed; the game was over. They had lost, and Hunter was to blame. The Muskrats fans 
cheered their victory, but the Raiders' side was completely silent. They couldn't believe it. It was too 
terrible, too implausible to be true. 

Hunter slowly turned, dumbfounded, to face his fans. 

He didn't know who started it, but the fans began booing. The team got off the field and retreated to the 
locker room in shame, leaving Hunter to face the boos alone. At first he couldn't comprehend them, but as 
it slowly dawned on him that it was not only possible but happening that he was suddenly the most-hated 
person in school, an impending sense of dread seized him by the throat, and panic wrapped itself around 
his mind. He turned away from the locker room, towards the other side of the field and began running, 
desperately fleeing the boos. He couldn’t run back to the locker room. Not after the way he'd chewed the 
team out, and not after he'd—what the fuck had he done?! 

He came to a chain link fence and leapt over it, running all-out until he was out of sight behind a hill. He 
stopped and caught his breath, still unable to comprehend what had just happened. 

"It was…there!" he gasped, holding his hands up as if holding the championship trophy. "It was right 
there, and I—no!—it—it can't be! This is a dream! This is a terrible, terrible dream! Wake up!" he urged 
himself, slapping his face-mask. "Wake up, damn it!" 

He dropped to his knees and grabbed his face-mask in his hands, squeezing his eyes closed and crying 
out, "Augh!" in agonized frustration. 

"Last chance, Wolf-Man," a voice said. "Apologize for defiling our sacred relic." 

Hunter gasped and opened his eyes. In front of him on the ground were two moccasins. As he lifted his 
head, he looked up to see the shaman from the weekend before standing in front of him. 

Hunter's lip curled in a snarl, and he jumped to his feet. "You!" he roared, reaching for the shaman. "You 
made me lose the game!" 

The shaman slipped through his fingers like smoke. "Apologize," he said simply, "or losing a dumb game 
will be the least of your worries, Wolf-Man." 

"Dumb game?!" Hunter shrieked. "What the fuck do you know, old man? Fuck your wolf-skin, and fuck 
you! If I see that piece of shit again, I'm gonna take a crap right in the middle of it and then rub your face 
in it!" 

He lunged again at the shaman, but the shaman again evaded his grasp. 

"You brought this on yourself, Wolf-Man," the shaman said, calmly reaching into his pouch, taking a 
handful of sand, and letting it fall through his fingers into his other hand. When the right amount had been 
measured, he flung it at Hunter and murmured some strange words. 

All of a sudden, Hunter's balance was off. His legs suddenly seemed too long—no, his feet seemed too 
long! He felt his shoes getting tight very fast, and he let out a confused whimper as they squeezed tighter 
and tighter on his feet. 

But that wasn't the only thing happening. He felt his chest growing bigger, and his shoulder-pads 
suddenly seemed tight, too. Panic set in, and the first thing that came to mind was, save the jersey! 
Forgetting his crotch extensions, he began scrambling to untuck it, but to no avail. His body meanwhile 
began getting longer, and his arms and legs suddenly sprouted coarse hair. 

Finally remembering, he began fumbling with the laces on his pants, but his fingers were being stupid; 
they seemed stubby, clumsy…not able to grab things properly. He began pawing at his crotch 
desperately, feeling his chest and neck continuing to grow. 

He heard a sickening rip as his back bowed and split the back of his jersey. 

"No!" he screamed, "Not my jersey! No!" 

With a crack, his shoulder-pads broke in two right down the neck. Still held on by their straps, the sharp, 
broken pieces dug into his jersey, creating new tears in it as his body kept changing. 
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There was another sickening ripping sound as the seat of his pants ripped to make room for his tail. His 
shoes, meanwhile, had been shredded by his growing feet as his heels became backwards knees, and 
now his redistributed mass forced him to all fours. His body began shrinking, until his uniform fell off him. 

The changes stopped, and Hunter closed his eyes, afraid to look at the remains of his beloved uniform. 
Swallowing hard, he took several deep breaths before opening them. His pants and girdle were ripped in 
two, and his shoes were flat, frayed pieces of leather. His shoulder-pads lay at his feet in two halves.  

But the thing that hit him the worst, the thing he'd dreaded, was his jersey. It lay in shredded tatters, his 
number no longer even distinguishable from the way the fabric had torn.  

He looked at his uniform, jaw trembling as the emotion of unimaginable loss washed over him. He tilted 
his head back and bawled—but the sound that escaped his lips was no human cry. 

Suddenly livid, he whirled around to find the shaman, but the old man was gone. He heard a shout and 
saw Johnny coming towards him. 

Oh, thank goodness! "Johnny!" he cried, running towards him. "My uniform! My—my uniform! The 
shaman ruined it!" he babbled. 

But as soon as Johnny saw him, he froze, his eyes wide. 

"Don't just stand there, Johnny!" Hunter rebuked him, "Say something to make me feel better!" 

But Johnny had turned white, and he swallowed slowly. "G—guys?" he called, hardly daring to move. 
"Help!" 

Rico and Joe appeared over the hill. Rico froze, too.  

"Oh, shit," he said. "Joe, stop!" 

The big guy halted and gasped. 

"Back away very slowly, Joe, and go get the cops. Run as soon as you've over the hill. Hurry," Rico said, 
keeping his voice as soft as he could. 

"Guys, what the hell?" Hunter demanded, taking another step forward. 

"Shit!" Johnny gasped, swallowing again, sweat breaking out on his brow. 

"Hurry, Joe!" Rico yelled. 

"Dude, what the fuck is wrong with you guys?" Hunter asked, turning and looking behind him.  

There was nothing there. He turned back around and saw Johnny and Rico running back towards the 
field as fast as they could. 

"Guys!" Hunter protested, giving chase. 

His legs took off running, and he gasped as the ground flew by under him twice as fast as it ever had 
before. Whoa! He skidded to a stop, unsure of himself. What the fuck?! 

"There!" he heard Joe's voice yell.  

He looked up in time to see two cops and the entire team running towards him. He cocked his head, 
confused. A shot rang out as one of the cops fired at him. 

"Oh, shit!" he yelled, turning tail and sprinting back the way he came. "Guys, I know I fucked up the game, 
but shooting me?!" 

He sprinted past his uniform, broke stride thinking that he was going to pick it up, and then thought better 
of it and sprinted into the woods, crouching down and hiding in the dark. 

He heard the shouts get nearer and held his breath—why wasn't he winded?—until they went away. Yet 
somehow he could still hear them clearly, even though they were beyond his sight as he peered out from 
the underbrush. 

"Shit," Johnny said. "Sure looks like the wolf got him." 
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"His mom's gonna totally flip out," Rico said. 

The voices got quieter as they presumably walked away. 

"But nobody got me; you guys tried to shoot me!" Hunter grumbled after they were out of earshot.  

The sound of a wolf growling very close to him made him gasp. 

Shit. Maybe there is a wolf! 

Suddenly very scared, he looked out to the left and right but saw nothing. He began to creep around the 
tree he'd been hiding behind and suddenly slipped and went tumbling down a steep hill, landing in the 
river below. 

His head broke the water, and he gasped and swam to shore and got out. For late November, the water 
was surprisingly not too cold, but he had this sudden urge to shake. It seemed an odd urge to have, but 
he went with it and felt better after flinging the water off him. Suddenly worrying that his hair might be full 
of mud, he turned to look at his reflection—and saw the wolf. 

He dropped to the ground and whirled to look behind him, but there was nothing there. Heart pounding 
and panting, he cautiously rolled back over on his hands and knees to look in the water again. The wolf 
stared back at him, looking terrified. 

Something grazed his stomach, and he jumped and looked; it was a tail.  

He did a double-take. A tail?!  

And then it dawned on him: it was his tail, tucked between his legs in terror at seeing the wolf. 

Turning slowly back to his reflection, he swallowed, and so did the wolf. He cocked his head to the left, 
and so did the wolf. He blinked, and so did the wolf. He shook his head in disbelief. The wolf did, too. 

"But I'm not a—a wolf!" he protested. "I'm a man! I'm a—" He stopped, the words on his lips, "A wolf-
man." 

That explained why his friends were scared of him and why the cops had shot at him. 

"No!" he yelled. "I can't be a wolf! I'm a football player—a damn good one—and I've got to get into college 
so I can go pro, make the big bucks, and rub it in all the nerds' faces! What about Swirly? I've got to dunk 
his head! And Clayton! Who's gonna put him in his place like the fag he is and make him suck my dick?! 
No!" 

The sound of a wolf howling startled him, and the howling abruptly stopped. He cried out again, and the 
howling resumed. 

"No! I've got to fix this!" he said, his ears suddenly pinned and his teeth bared. "Got to get through to 
Johnny and Rico. They were there; they can help me get out of this!" 

His stomach growled. 

That'll have to wait, he mused. I can eat a burger and drink a beer when I'm human again. 

He began sprinting towards Johnny's house. 

It was almost 3:00 AM by the time Hunter made it to Johnny's, but Johnny had done like he usually did 
and left the window open. Hunter climbed in and heard Johnny snoring soundly.  

Don't miss me too much, Hunter grumbled. Look at you, snoring! I've only been gone for like 3 hours! 

The smell in the room was distracting. Geez, Hunter, go find yourself a girl and quit jacking off! It smells 
like gay nerd breath in here! 

He reached to turn on the lights, but he realized that his paws were not up to the task. Standing on his 
back feet and putting his front paws on the wall, he used his nose to flip the switch. 

Johnny awoke with a start. "It's not morning, yet!" he said reflexively, his eyes bleary. 

He stopped and stared. 
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"Johnny, we gotta talk," Hunter said, stepping forward. 

"Shit!" Johnny screamed, reaching behind his headboard. 

Oh. Fuck. 

Johnny pulled out a shotgun and pointed it at Hunter. 

"Okay, uh, good talk," Hunter said, glancing toward the window. "Let's, uh, continue this, uh…never!" 

He leapt for the window. The gun went off but missed, and he went tearing down the street towards 
Rico's. 

Fuck! Shit! My wingman has turned on me! Hunter grumbled as he rounded the corner into Rico's 
neighborhood. He slowed to a walk and got into the shadows to avoid being seen as he came to Rico's 
backyard fence. Normally he'd just go through the gate, but lacking hands… 

That thing is tall…how am I supposed to jump over that without hands? he mused.  

He got an idea. Well, if I have to be a wolf… 

He sat back on his haunches and jumped. Whoa, shit! He landed on the same side of the fence, but he 
had cleared it by nearly double. He jumped again and went over it. His paws didn't even touch it. 

Okay, that was pretty cool. Now to get into Rico's room. 

Rico didn’t normally leave his window open, but he did leave it unlocked. Hunter padded silently around 
the side of the house and reached to open it. 

He sighed. Damn. No hands. He leapt up, leaned his weight gently against the window, and pushed up, 
hoping his paws were sticky enough to move it. 

Success! All right! 

With the window up enough for him to get his nose under it, he dropped to the ground, pushed his head 
forward and lifted the window further, then leaned against the wall and pushed it the rest of the way open. 
Then, with a careful leap, he cleared the opening and was inside.  

Now how do I get Rico up without him going after me like Johnny did? 

He thought about it a minute and then did the least-threatening thing he could think of: he went up to 
Rico's bed, stuck his nose against Rico's hand, and blew air through his nostrils a few times. 

Rico stirred and moved his hands out of reach but didn't wake up. 

Damn it, Rico… 

He tried to groan, but what came out was more of a whimpering growl. 

Rico stirred, and Hunter started hopefully, taking a step back. In his excitement, his tail began wagging, 
and it brushed up against some pictures Rico had on a low table, knocking them to the floor. 

Fuck. 

Rico was up in an instant, threw the light on, and grabbed a baseball bat from beside his bed.  

Why do all my friends have weapons beside their beds? 

Hunter didn't have time to ponder it. As soon as Rico saw him, Rico froze, his eyes wide. Even before he 
saw it, Hunter caught an acrid whiff of Rico's bladder emptying itself. 

"Es el Diablo," Rico whispered, his lip trembling. "That medicine man…" 

Hunter whined and panted, trying to look friendly as Rico reached for his phone. Keeping one eye on 
Hunter, he dialed 911. 

"Police," he said softly, "There's a wolf in my room. Please, get here right away!"  
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He gave them the address and hung up, then put his phone down slowly, still watching Hunter fearfully. 
Hunter sat and put his paw up to shake, but Rico wasn't having any of it. 

Come on, Rico! Hunter sighed in frustration, but what came out was a growl, and Rico took the bat in both 
hands. 

"Stay back!" Rico said. "You killed my friend, and I would kill you now if I weren't so damn afraid!" 

"But I didn't kill your friend!" Hunter tried to say, "I'm your friend!"  

All that came out was a collection of barks, growls, and even a howl. He took a step forward earnestly, 
and Rico swung the bat hard. 

Oh, shit! Hunter jerked back, and the bat sailed by, just above his ears. He was about to lie down to see if 
he could get Rico to realize he wasn't a threat, but then he heard the most awful sound: the sound of 
sirens far in the distance. 

Fuck. Damn it, Rico! He hesitated. If he could convince Rico he wasn't a threat before the cops arrived, 
maybe they'd call off the chase, but if he couldn't… 

The memory of being shot at flashed into his mind, and he bolted out the window, running all-out away 
from the sirens. 

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! His fear turned to anger as he thought about how his friends' cowardice had just cost 
him any chance of getting himself back to normal. He found a place out of sight and stopped to catch his 
breath. 

Now what?!  

He barked in frustration, pacing impatiently as he tried to figure out what to do. He could not stay as a 
wolf; he had college to go to, chicks to bang, nerds to put in their place…no, he had to find a way to get 
back to normal. 

The shaman… 

Hunter growled at the thought of him, his lips curling back into a savage snarl. 

He'll turn me back, Hunter thought grimly to himself, or I'll tear his throat out! 

He set off on the long journey to the shed, traveling cross-country as much as he could to shorten the 
distance. Still, trotting at five miles an hour was a helluva lot slower than traveling at 80, and it took hours 
to get there. The sun was up by the time he spied the shed. He was tired, and his paws hurt, but he was 
determined to get changed back, one way or another. 

"Old man!" he yelled, his canine voice barking demandingly. "Old man, get your ass out here!" 

"Wolf-Man," a voice said behind him. 

Hunter whirled to face the speaker. 

"You son of a bitch! Turn me back into a human!" Hunter demanded.  

"Correction: you are the son of a bitch now," the shaman retorted, deadpan. 

"Oh, funny guy, huh?" Hunter snarled. "How about I rip your throat out?" 

The old man shrugged. "You had your chance, Wolf-Man. I warned you. You behaved like an animal, now 
live the rest of your days as a man-wolf. I hope your new brothers can teach you some humility and 
respect."  

He pointed forcefully away.  

"Now go! Do not disgrace this place with your presence again." 

"Fuck you!" Hunter barked, lunging for the shaman's neck. 

He bit nothing but air and whirled around. The shaman and the shed were gone. He was standing alone 
in an empty field. 
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He heard tires crunching on gravel and whirled to see three cop cars pulling up and making a U-shape 
around him. 

Shit! How did they find me?! 

He started to run, wincing at his sore paws but quickly making for the woods. He heard shouts and people 
chasing him on foot. He pushed his burning lungs to keep up as he pushed forward the 300 yards to the 
forest's edge. 

200 yards. 

100 yards. 

He felt a burning sensation in his left flank and lost his stride, tumbling head-over-heels and scrambling to 
get back up. His body suddenly felt very heavy, and his mind felt foggy. 

Shit. 

He shook his head, trying to clear it as he plodded the rest of the way into the woods and collapsed in the 
underbrush. He lay very still, trying to get the world to stop spinning while he caught his breath. The 
voices caught up to him, and he held his breath, willing them to go away. 

"What are you doing here?" a voice demanded. 

Hunter turned and looked stupidly at the speaker. His vision was blurry, and he hoped he wouldn't have to 
run again because he didn't think he could get up. 

"Ungh, wha—?" he asked. 

"I said," a feminine voice growled, "What are you doing here?" 

A wolf stepped from the shadows, her hackles up, tail raised, and lips pulled back in a snarl. 

Hunter blinked, his head rolling, and tried to collect his thoughts. Is that a wolf? Is she talking to me? 

He rolled his head back to look at her again. Sure looks like a wolf. Man, did those guys shoot me up with 
acid? This is a mighty weird trip. His eyes narrowed, and a smile crept across his face as he clumsily got 
to a sitting position. 

"I'm just out looking for a sweet piece of wolf-ass," he said, winking at her. 

In less than a second, she had her jaws around his neck and flung him to the ground, growling 
menacingly.  

"Then leave," she snarled. "You are not welcome here." 

The ferocity of her rejection shocked Hunter, and he gasped up at her in actual fear, swallowing 
nervously. 

"B—but," he pleaded, "Those guys out there—they're trying to shoot me!" 

The wolf's eyes narrowed. "Those humans left hours ago, yet here you still are. This is my turf, and I am 
not looking for some stupid male to come hit on me! Go someplace else!" 

Things slowly began to sink in for Hunter. He was a wolf, and wolves had territory. This was not his 
territory. 

"But—where am I supposed to go?" he asked, suddenly feeling desperate. "I've never been a wolf before! 
This is all new!" 

"Never been a wolf before?" the she-wolf asked. "What a stupid thing to say!" 

"But it's true!" Hunter cried, "I was a human yesterday, and then I got turned into a wolf." 

His stomach growled. "Please," he said, "I haven't eaten, I've run about 100 miles, my paws are all but 
bleeding, and I just—I just need to rest!" 

"None of that is my concern," the wolf spat dismissively. "Get out, or I will feed you to my pack!" 
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If he were human, Hunter would have cried. But he wasn't—as he was painfully aware—so he got to his 
feet, still wobbling from the tranquilizer. He took a few steps to turn around and fell over, the ground 
spinning again. 

The she-wolf started. Hunter pawed at the ground, trying to get back upright, but the world was spinning 
out of control. Exhausted, he lay there panting helplessly. 

She frowned and sat down, watching him. "What are you called?" she asked finally. 

"H—Hunter," he replied. 

"Is that an ironic name?" she asked. 

Hunter blinked, not understanding. 

The she-wolf sighed and spelled it out for him. "You're supposed to be the one doing the hunting, yet you 
got shot by the humans. Are you stupid?" She frowned. "Or do you only hunt females and expect them to 
bring your food to you?" 

Despite his being out-of-sorts, Hunter bristled. "Hey, now!" he slurred. "I told you, I've only been a wolf a 
few hours!" 

"Yes, I believe you are stupid," the she-wolf replied, ignoring him. "I'll bet you don't even hunt!" 

"Look, no dumb bitch is gonna talk to me that way!" Hunter snapped. 

The she-wolf bristled and almost went for his neck again, but she stopped herself. Instead, she sat back 
and smiled condescendingly at him. "I didn't get shot by the humans," she scoffed. "As dumb bitches go, 
that makes me one helluva lot smarter than you are. Your name should be hunted! Do you even hunt?" 

"Well, of course I hunt!" Hunter retorted. 

"Oh, really? What was the last meal you had that you killed yourself, hmm?" 

Hunter hesitated. "I—it was a—" 

The she-wolf raised her eyebrows and shook her head.  

"Pathetic," she said, "I'll let you live. You're no threat to my pack." Leaning forward in his face, she added, 
"But if you ever approach me again, I'll pull your throat out."  

She turned and walked away. 

"W—wait!" Hunter called. 

"What?" she asked flatly over her shoulder, still walking. 

Hunter struggled to his feet and wobbled towards her, falling over again after a few steps. 

"Y—you're right," Hunter managed, lying there and watching as she walked away. "I'm"—it hurt his pride, 
even his very core, to say it—"pathetic. I don't know what I'm doing, and it looks like I'm stuck like this. I—
I need help." 

The she-wolf stopped, her back still turned to Hunter. She rolled her eyes in exasperation and sighed. 

"Stay there," she said, her voice a bit gentler. "I will consult with my pack." 

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

Hunter breathed a sigh of hopeful relief. He hated how the world kept spinning, how he couldn’t seem to 
get up to follow her. 

He heard her howl. At least a dozen other wolves answered, and Hunter realized that he was surrounded 
by her pack. He swallowed hard, hoping they didn't decide to eat him after all.  

He suddenly heard footsteps behind him, and he scrambled to his feet—the least he could do was meet 
his death standing up—to find the biggest wolf he'd ever seen standing right next to him. 

"Get back on the ground, where you belong," the wolf growled. 
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Hunter's eyes went wide, and his tail instantly tucked as he shrank down. This wolf was huge. Had Hunter 
been all with it, he might have challenged him, but there was no way now, and his ego was still bruised 
from the encounter with the she-wolf. 

"Is this the guy?" the wolf asked. 

The she-wolf appeared beside the bigger wolf and nuzzled him. 

"That’s him, all right," she said. 

Hunter heard a noise and turned his head to look. A dozen other wolves appeared all around him. 

"Get on your back! Show some respect to the alpha!" one barked. 

"Easy, Killer," the she-wolf said. "He's clearly retarded." 

"Retarded or not, Maim, he can show some respect," Killer snapped. 

"And how about you show some respect to your alpha-bitch?" the big wolf growled, "unless you'd like to 
take this one's place?" he asked, gesturing with his head to Hunter. 

A few of the other wolves chuckled. 

"N—no, Cudgel," Killer replied, swallowing. "S—sorry, Maim," he said, "for speaking out of turn." 

"Killer's right, though," Maim said to Hunter, "get on your back—now." 

Looking fearfully at the tightening circle of wolves advancing on him, some with teeth bared, others 
growling, and all of them with their hackles up—save for Cudgel, whose appearance was enough to terrify 
even without his hackles up—Hunter decided it was best to do as told. He nervously rolled over on his 
back, his tail tucked up tightly against his stomach. 

"That's better," Cudgel said evenly. "Now, Maim here tells me that you're asking for help." 

Hunter glanced over at the she-wolf, then back at Cudgel, and nodded. "Y—yes?" he squeaked. 

"Yeah, uh, ha-ha, but what about the part where he can't hunt?" another wolf asked, laughing erratically. 

The others rolled their eyes. 

"I was getting to that, Cosmo," Cudgel said with a sigh. He turned his attention back to Hunter. "What 
about it, weakling? Is it true you can't hunt?" 

Hunter swallowed. "Well, I, um, I've only been a wolf for a day, so I haven't, but I'm sure I could…" 

Cudgel cocked his head. "What's this guy saying, 'only been a wolf for a day?'" He turned to Maim 
questioningly. 

Maim shrugged. "He keeps saying that. I think he might have something in common with Cosmo." 

Cudgel shook his head. "Maim, you're killing me. You brought us a wolf that can't hunt and is messed up 
in the head? What good is he going to be to us?" He shook his head. "No. The woods are overpopulated 
as it is. The only useful thing he can do is feed our pups with his carcass." 

"Ha-ha, uh, he's kinda scrawny, isn't he?" Cosmo asked. 

The others sighed and rolled their eyes again. 

"Better than nothing," Killer said, taking a step forward. A glance from Cudgel made him step back. 

"There's more to life than eating," Maim replied, looking craftily at Hunter; he didn't like the look she gave 
him. 

Cudgel raised an eyebrow and cracked a wry smile. "What did you have in mind?" 

"Oh," Maim replied, rubbing against the alpha male, her tail in the air as she brushed her sex past his 
nose, "you know…" 
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Cudgel bristled. "You cannot be serious?! Why would you want to breed this pathetic weakling? What 
kind of pups would you expect to have? Runts at best, and unable to do anything but suck your teat?!" 

Maim rolled her eyes. "No, dear," she said, gesturing subtly to the rest of the pack. "You may get to breed 
this fine pussy anytime you want, but the others…" she trailed off and let it sink in. 

Cudgel frowned and looked at her skeptically. Hunter did the same. She couldn't possibly mean… 

Maim sighed and shook her head. "It must be stupid male day," she said. "This," she said, wiggling her 
ass, "only gets used by you. But you have 10 other males who look a little"—she fished for a word—
"pent-up. I'm certainly not going to stoop for that, but…"  

She walked past Hunter's face, dragging her tail across his muzzle. Hunter gasped. The smell of her was 
overpowering, and he felt his cock poking out of his sheath. If he hadn't been so distracted, he would 
have found his sheath very unusual. 

"Maybe this one could let them burn off some steam, hmm?" she asked, smiling at Cudgel.  

Hunter gasped, his cock instantly slurping back into his sheath as he started to roll over in protest. 

"Nuh!" Maim warned him, glaring. 

Hunter swallowed nervously and got back into position. 

"And when I'm not in heat," Maim continued smoothly, "you could use him, too." She stood beside her 
mate and whispered in his ear. "Just think, year-round mating." 

Cudgel's eyes went wide, his jaw dropped, and his cock poked out as the idea suddenly became clear. 
He looked from Maim to Hunter, who had begun to squirm uncomfortably, and a wicked smile crept 
across his face. 

"Oh, Maim," he said huskily, "you are too good to me." He glanced at her. "Was this what you had in mind 
when you called us?" 

The she-wolf smirked. "I want all my guys to be happy, but I'm not about to let my pups breed me, and I 
won't abide another bitch. So when I saw a pathetic male who couldn't possibly challenge anyone for 
position, I thought he'd make the perfect omega." 

Hunter swallowed, looking from wolf to wolf as they all exchanged lascivious smirks. Now I know what 
that cheerleader felt like when I told Johnny and Rico they could have sloppy seconds… That girl was 
wrecked afterwards. Who knew Rico was so big? He shuddered. Oh, shit! Is that what they're gonna do to 
me?! 

Cudgel watched him thoughtfully and glanced at his sons. "Yes," he said slowly, "I think that would be all 
right. Weakling!" he barked, addressing Hunter. 

Hunter's eyes darted to the alpha, and he gulped. 

"I have decided to heed my mate's suggestion," the huge wolf said, "and I have decided that you will be 
useful to my pack. How you choose to make yourself useful," he snorted, "is up to you. You can either join 
us as the omega and serve every male anytime he wishes, however he wishes, without argument"—he 
let the option hang in the air—"or you can offer yourself to us as a meal. Pickings have been slim of late, 
and we could all use a bite to eat." 

He smiled, satisfied with himself. "The choice is yours, weakling," he said, "but you'd better make it quick." 

"Come on," Maim taunted her nose scrunching in mocking irony, "Give the boys all a 'nice piece of wolf-
ass.'" 

"But," Hunter said weakly, "I'm not gay!" 

"You're an omega!" Cudgel snarled. "All omegas like it up the ass!" 

Hunter bristled, and his lips curled into a snarl. He glanced at the wolves around him as he felt the last of 
the tranquilizer wearing off. If I can just get his neck…then I'm the alpha! 
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"Time's up!" Cudgel barked, startling Hunter out of his half-baked plan for saving himself. 

Hunter gasped as Cudgel lowered his teeth over Hunter's neck, pinning him down. 

"Any last words?" the big wolf asked. 

Hunter squeezed his eyes shut. Better dead than a fag. But the wolf's hot breath on his neck sent chills of 
terror down his spine, and he realized he didn't want to die. 

"W—wait!" he gasped. 

Cudgel let go of Hunter's neck and looked at him expectantly. "Yes?" he demanded. 

Hunter took a few deep breaths and squeezed his eyes shut.  

"Okay," he whispered, his tail tucked and shaking, "I'll do it." 

"Yeah-ha-ha!" Cosmo laughed, exchanging glances with Killer and the others, who for once agreed with 
him. 

"How's it gonna go, boss?" Killer asked eagerly. 

"The way it should go, Son," Cudgel replied. "I'm going to fuck him first, as is my right, and then you guys 
can have what's left of him when I'm done. But first," he said, stepping over Hunter, his back legs 
straddling Hunter's body and his front legs past his head, "We're all going to mark him ours. I don't want 
some other pack getting hold of him and ruining him. Is that understood?" 

"Yeah, boss!" the others chorused, tails wagging excitedly. 

"Welcome to the pack, Omega," Cudgel growled to Hunter.  

Abruptly, the big wolf's cock began spewing hot, smelly piss all over the supine wolf, making sure to coat 
his groin, chest, and neck. Hunter winced and looked away, trying to avoid getting the stream on his face, 
but Cudgel's powerful stream splattered off his legs and got him when it bounced off. 

Cudgel grunted as he finished and stepped off. Maim stepped up next. 

"Not you, too?" Hunter whimpered. 

Maim said nothing; she just smiled cruelly and began pissing, coating Hunter's crotch and ass. 

When she finished, she leaned down next to his ear and said, "Now you smell like the pathetic wimp you 
are." She flicked her tail and followed her mate as they began heading back to the den. 

"Cosmo," Cudgel barked over his shoulder, "when you're done with him, bring him back to the den." 

"Uh, ha-ha, okay, Dad!" the spastic wolf replied. "Uh, ha-ha, is that before I fuck him, uh, ha-ha, or after?" 

"Before, Son," Cudgel said with a sigh. "Nobody is to fuck him until I take my turn. Is that clear?" 

"Sure thing, boss…ha-ha!" 

One-by-one, the wolves lined up to take their turns pissing on Hunter. By the time Cosmo finally got to go, 
Hunter was drenched and dripping. Cosmo walked as spastically as he talked, jerking forward irregularly, 
dancing around a bit before stepping over Hunter, and then, his tail wagging so furiously that it made his 
hips move, he began to spray stuttering jets of piss all over him. 

At last, Cosmo was done. Hunter started to roll over. 

Cosmo began pissing again, his tongue lolling in ecstasy, without a care in the world. Hunter groaned. 

Cosmo quit pissing, and Hunter again started to roll over, but no sooner was he on his stomach again 
than Cosmo started up again, covering his back and shoulders. 

For fuck's sake! Hunter growled to himself. I wonder if I can just walk off? He stood up and took a step 
forward. 

"Hey, uh, wait! Ha-ha, I'm not done!" Cosmo protested, twitching, his tail wagging furiously. 
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"Yeah, you are," Hunter growled and took another step. 

He winced and yelped as searing pain shot through his tail. He whirled. 

Cosmo twitched, but now his teeth were bared. "I said, 'I'm not done!' Now get back on your back, 
Omega, unless you want Cudgel to hear how you tried to sneak off." He twitched again, but Hunter knew 
he meant it. 

Whimpering in frustration and embarrassment, Hunter again lay on his back. 

"Open your mouth, ha-ha," Cosmo said, "and if you bite me, I will howl. Ha-ha, and when I howl, the 
whole pack will see what you've done. Ha-ha, and then I wouldn't want to be you…ha-ha." 

Hunter shook his head. "You're not putting anything in my mouth," he growled. 

"Ha-ha," Cosmo laughed ."Is that so? How about I howl right now? Ha-ha."  

He angled his head up and took a deep, stuttering breath. For a moment, Hunter wondered if he laughed 
when he howled, but he didn't have time to ponder it. 

"Wait, wait!" he said hastily. He sighed, defeated. "Look, fine." His tail curled up again as he looked up at 
the spastic wolf. 

"Ha-ha, that's what I thought." 

Hunter opened his mouth, and Cosmo hunched over him, poking his cock out of his sheath straight into 
the warmth of Hunter's maw. 

"Ha-ha, mmm, yeah!" Cosmo exulted, excitedly letting a stream of piss out. 

Hunter recoiled, but Cosmo used a paw to hold him in place. 

"You just stay right there, ha-ha," he said. "Don't make me knot you…ha-ha." 

Hunter didn't know what it was to "knot" someone, but he didn't want to find out. Nearly retching, he 
swallowed Cosmo's piss as it went down his throat. 

At last the strange wolf finally finished and let Hunter up. 

"You've got a pretty mouth, ha-ha. I might have to use it again," Cosmo said, beginning to trot away. "But 
first, ha-ha, we got to get to the den so Daddy can fuck you! Ha-ha, then my brothers will fuck you, and 
then"—his tongue lolled out and his eyes glazed over at the thought—"I get to fuck you. Ha-ha, it's gonna 
be great! Come on!" 

Hunter stayed where he was. He wondered if he could sneak away. 

"Come on, Omega!" Cosmo said over his shoulder. "Ha-ha, no sense trying to escape; we'll be able to 
smell you 10 miles from now! Ha-ha!" 

Fuck. That screwy wolf is right. Damn, I stink! After Cosmo drew his attention to it, Hunter couldn't ignore 
the reeking odor that seemed to ooze out of his pores. In fact, he could smell nothing else. Beaten yet 
again, he sighed and followed the twitching wolf. 

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

They came presently to the den, little more than an opening through some rocks into a dug-out hole. 
Cudgel sat in front of it next to Maim, and the others sprawled about nearby, waiting for the runt and the 
new omega. As Cosmo and Hunter approached, they got to their feet and looked eagerly at Cudgel. 

"I smelled you coming a mile away," Cudgel scoffed. "Did he behave?" he asked Cosmo. 

"We had a little misunderstanding, ha-ha, but I took care of it," Cosmo replied, glaring at Hunter, who 
instinctively tucked his tail. 

"Well, let's make sure that doesn't happen again," Maim growled. "Cosmo may have been the last one in 
the litter and suffered a bit of brain injury, but he still outranks you, Omega! You had better treat him as 
well as you treat everyone else!" 
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There were nasty chuckles all around as the wolves grinned to each other. The tension was palpable as 
everybody waited for Cudgel to get things started. 

"Omega," he said, "I shouldn't have to ask you to present yourself. Now get up here." 

Hunter shivered, his tail tucked between his legs, and crawled on his belly up to the big wolf, licking his 
lips in fear. 

"Now turn around," the alpha instructed, sighing impatiently. 

His whole body shaking now, Hunter turned around. He'd never had anything up his ass as a human. This 
was terrifying and humiliating! 

"That won't do, Omega," Cudgel rumbled, annoyed. "Be a good bitch, and move your tail aside!" 

But Hunter was too scared to comply. He tried to move his tail, but fear paralyzed it and made it stay 
tightly between his legs. 

He yelped and whined as another sharp pain ripped through it. 

"He said, 'move your tail aside!'" Killer snarled. 

Hunter looked around to find Maim holding his tail in her mouth. He whimpered as her teeth bit him and 
forcibly pulled his tail out of the way. 

"Good, Omega," Cudgel growled. "Now be still." 

Before Hunter could react, he felt the massive wolf's weight on him. His legs almost gave out as the wolf 
leaned on him, thrusting hard. The wolf's sharp prick suddenly struck him between the ass and balls, and 
Hunter yelped and tried to get away. 

Cudgel's teeth on the nape of his neck made him freeze. 

"Be. Still!" the big wolf snarled. 

Hunter braced himself, whimpering in pain as the wolf's prick stabbed him over and over again, looking 
for his hole. 

"Spread your legs!" Maim barked, Hunter's tail still in her mouth. 

Not knowing anything better to do, Hunter did as told, and as he spread his legs, his body dropped a little 
lower, and he felt Cudgel's cock plunge into his ass. He gasped and surged forward, trying to escape the 
intense thrusting he instantly felt inside of him.  

Cudgel kept thrusting harder and harder, slamming his balls against Hunter's with each stroke. Between 
that and the overwhelming feeling in his sensitive ass, he felt himself on the verge of passing out.  

Yet something was wrong; Cudgel's dick seemed to be getting bigger, and every time he thrust in, it 
stretched Hunter's ass open more and more, making him whine in pain. 

And then Cudgel pulled back and couldn’t get out; something had happened that Hunter didn't 
understand, and now they were locked together. 

"Fuck, that's a nice, hot ass," Cudgel said, his tongue lolling out as he swung to the side and stepped 
over his dick with one leg to stand butt-to-butt with Hunter. 

Hunter shuddered, thinking it was over, and tried to step forward, but Cudgel's knot was firmly lodged in 
his ass and would not come out. 

"You're not going anywhere," Cudgel said dreamily, "not until I finish pumping you full of alpha puppies. 
Shame to waste my seed on such a pathetic creature, but at least your ass feels good around my cock." 

The thought made Hunter cringe, and as soon as the bigger wolf said it, Hunter could feel spurt after 
spurt of cum shoot into him. It seemed to go on forever, and the harder he pulled to get away, the harder 
the spurts seemed to get. 
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"Ohh, yeah," Cudgel panted, "You just keep tugging on it, Omega; milk it for all it's worth. I think you're a 
natural." 

"But I'm not gay!" Hunter protested. "And why can't I get you out?" 

"Boy, you really are stupid," Killer said. "His knot's in you, bitch." 

"His knot?" 

"Ha-ha, yeah, ha-ha, his knot's in you good," Cosmo chimed in, much to the annoyance of the others. 

"The base of my superior prick has swollen and gotten many times bigger than normal," Cudgel said, 
sighing in pleasure, "And it will stay that way until I'm done cumming in you." 

"How long will that take?" Hunter groaned. 

"Maybe five minutes," Maim said. 

Hunter sighed, frustrated. 

"Or maybe 30," the she-wolf added, grinning as she let Hunter's tail go. 

Hunter started. "30?!" 

"Depends on how turned on he is," Killer said. 

"And judging by your ass, it's gonna be closer to 30," Cudgel said, grinning. "Might as well get 
comfortable; you're gonna be here awhile." 

The big wolf continued pumping into Hunter without a care in the world while the other wolves watched 
and jeered at the new bitch. 

But Cosmo was getting bored. 

"Ha-ha, hey, um, Dad?" 

"What, Son?" Cudgel asked, less annoyed than usual—he was in the middle of a nice, long cum, after all. 

"Ha-ha, can I fuck his face while I wait my turn? Ha-ha, it's gonna be a really long time at this rate." 

"No, Son," Maim replied sternly. "You don't want to go sticking your dick where the omega can bite it." 

"Ha-ha, um, okay, Mom, but ha-ha, I already did." 

Cudgel's ears flattened. "Did you disobey me, boy?!" he demanded, stepping forward and making 
Hunter's eyes bulge as he was dragged backwards by the bigger wolf's dick in his ass. 

"Ha-ha, no, Dad, I just peed in his mouth." 

"Whoa, you peed in his mouth?" Killer gasped. "Aww! I wanna fuck his mouth now, too!" 

"You're gonna be up as soon as your dad's finished," Maim told Killer. "You can fuck his ass. Cosmo," 
she said, sighing, "I guess it's all right if your father says so." 

Cudgel grunted assent; what did he care if his loony boy wanted to stick his dick in a place that wasn't 
safe? At least it might eliminate the chance of any more of Cosmo being around… 

"Ha-ha," Cosmo said, excitedly moving up to Hunter's head, "No teeth! Ha-ha, or I'll rip your dick off." 

Hunter squeezed his lips shut and grimaced. 

"Either you put him in your mouth," Cudgel growled, "or I will rip you limb from limb with my dick still inside 
of you." 

Hunter whimpered and loosened his lips. 

Cosmo reared up and put his paws on Hunter's shoulders, then slipped off. He tried again, wiggling his 
hips to move him further up Hunter's body while his dick inched its way closer and closer to Hunter's 
unenthusiastic mouth. The tip poked out and touched Hunter's lips, eliciting a soft whine. 
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And then Cosmo began thrusting. 

Hunter gasped as the sharp dick stabbed him in the lip, butting against his teeth and making him grimace 
in pain. In that instant, Cosmo thrust again, and his prick poked into Hunter's mouth, spurting the saltiest 
liquid Hunter had ever tasted.  

"Ugh!" Hunter groaned, trying to back away from the foul taste, forgetting that he was still tied to Cudgel. 

The big wolf was having none of it and shoved back hard, forcing Hunter's mouth further around Cosmo's 
cock. To Hunter's disgust, his tongue pressed against the fleshy member, and he could feel it growing 
against his tongue. 

"Ooh, ha-ha, do it again, Dad!" Cosmo said, still thrusting for all he was worth. "I'm about to knot him, ha-
ha!" 

Cudgel shrugged and shoved backwards again. With nowhere else to go, Hunter's mouth pushed 
completely over Cosmo's cock, and in that instant, he felt the strange wolf's knot inflate too big for him to 
get his mouth off. 

"Ah!" Cosmo cried, "I said no teeth! Ha-ha!" 

"Get your lips between your teeth and my boy's cock right now," Cudgel growled, "before I show you a 
new meaning of pain!" 

Hunter's mouth was already painfully stretched open, but he worked hard to pull his lips down over his 
teeth, cushioning Cosmo's knot from their sharp edges. Instead, they cut into his own lips, making them 
tender. 

"Ohh, ha-ha," Cosmo said breathily, "That's good. Be still, ha-ha. I'm gonna flip over." 

He slid down Hunter's side and used his front legs to walk himself in a circle, flipping his back leg over his 
dick. 

"Mmph!" Hunter groaned as Cosmo's asshole aligned itself right in front of his nose, twitching with each 
spurt of the wolf's cock. 

Cosmo shot spurt after spurt into Hunter's mouth as the erratic wolf settled in, his tongue lolling and his 
eyes even more glazed-over than usual. Each spurt was incredibly salty and burned Hunter's mouth and 
throat, bringing tears to his eyes. But he was completely trapped between the two wolves, with nothing to 
do but just endure it. 

How could this possibly get any worse? he lamented. He was about to find out. 

"Be still, Son," Cudgel barked. "He's about to pull back on you, but you just stand your ground. It'll be 
good for both of us." 

"Ha-ha, okay, Dad! Ha-ha," came the reply. 

Hunter suddenly felt his ass dragged backwards and his body with it as Cudgel took a few steps forward, 
making Hunter instinctively clamp down with his teeth, biting into his lips painfully. Meanwhile, being 
dragged backwards pulled his mouth tightly against Cosmo's knot. Cosmo did as told and didn't budge, 
which effectively pulled Hunter's body taut, suspended between his mouth and ass. His eyes bulged in 
discomfort as he felt his front legs leave the ground, leaving him to dance around on only his back legs. 

"Oh! Ha-ha, that's amazing!" Cosmo exulted, feeling the harder tug against his cock. "My turn!" 

He leaned forward for traction and took a couple of small steps. 

"Mmph!" Hunter whined as one of his back legs came off the ground. 

He frantically used the other foot to keep him right-side up, his ass and lips feeling like they would be 
ripped in two. 

"Fuck, Son, that feels good!" Cudgel said with a shudder, his cock throbbing hard and spurting even more 
cum into Hunter. "I'm almost done, but let's give it one more! On the count of three, we both pull!" 
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Hunter tried to shake his head and mumbled frantically around Cosmo's cock, begging them not to do it. 

"One!" 

No, please, for the love of— 

"Two!" 

I'm gonna die; death by drawing and quartering with wolf cocks. 

"Three!" 

Hunter felt searing pain in his ass as Cudgel's cock began to pull itself out of his anus, overcoming not 
only the tightness of his clenched ass but also his anatomy. He felt himself lifted off the ground and 
whined piteously over and over around Cosmo's cock as his final back leg lost contact with the ground. 
He held desperately still, afraid that the slightest movement would imbalance him and make him flip 
upside-down. 

The pain in his ass got worse as Cudgel's knot began to deflate, making it easier to yank itself back 
through Hunter's ass. 

Hunter screamed around Cosmo's cock as Cudgel dragged himself out, his knot still half-formed when it 
broke free. Hunter's backside, no longer suspended by dog cock, fell to the ground, and he landed hard 
on his now-bleeding ass, wincing and whining. 

Cosmo, meanwhile was loving the feeling of tightness in Hunter's mouth as the omega squeezed his lips 
tightly around the wolf's cock and pulled back hard against his knot. 

"That's a fine ass, Maim," Cosmo said. "He'll keep our pups plenty happy." 

"As much of a pussy as he was, I figured he must be," the she-wolf replied. "Killer, your turn." 

"Oh, boy!" the eager wolf said, tail wagging furiously as he trotted up behind Hunter and stuck his nose in 
his ass. "Boy, Dad, you filled him up!" 

"That's how we do things, Son," Cudgel said, beaming with pride. "Now you use your old man's spunk as 
a nice lube and have yourself some nice sloppy seconds." 

"Stand up!" Killer barked at Hunter. 

But Hunter wasn't all with it. His ears slowly swiveled in Killer's direction, but the pain and intensity of 
being fucked so hard and pulled out of so roughly made him dizzy. 

"He said, stand up!" Maim yelled, nipping at Hunter's balls. 

Hunter yelped around Cosmo's cock and leapt to his feet, his tail tucked protectively over his ruined ass. 

"Get that tail out of the way, or I'll break it off this time," the protective mother-wolf growled. 

Exhaling hard, already in pain and fearing more of the same, Hunter gritted his teeth, driving them further 
into his lips as he forced his tail to move. He did not want to add Maim's teeth on his tail again to his list of 
miseries. 

"He can be taught!" Maim scoffed. 

Killer wasted no time, immediately mounting Hunter's behind and thrusting hard. Though hazy, Hunter 
remembered that it hurt less if he moved his legs to put his ass in the line of fire for the painfully stabbing 
cock behind him. He moved his legs out just a little bit, and Killer plunged into him, making Hunter gasp 
around Cosmo's still-cumming cock. 

But as Killer kept thrusting, Hunter knew what was coming and instinctively moved his hips to prevent 
Killer's knot from forming inside of him. The wolf continued thrusting as his knot grew too large to go 
inside. 

"Hey, wait…" Killer said, confused. "Dad, didn't you get stuck?" 

Cudgel stepped over and examined the coupling, then snarled at Hunter. 
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"You think you're pretty clever, don’t you?" he snapped. "Well, for that, Killer's gonna get to go again! 
Next time, you push back into him and you make his knot go into you. Bad Omega!" he barked. 

Hunter's jaw would have dropped if it weren't already stuck around Cosmo's cock. He didn't know if it was 
Cudgel's tone of voice or the fact that he'd called him "bad," but Hunter was suddenly filled with the most 
horrible remorse, as if he had just done the worst possible thing you could do to anybody. He whimpered 
submissively, his tail tucking again as Killer dismounted, still spraying cum on the ground, perplexed. 

"Lick yourself down, Son," Cudgel said. "And then when you're back in your sheath, go again." 

Killer reached around and began licking his dick, and sure enough, it only spurted maybe three times 
more before it completely deflated and disappeared back into his sheath. 

"Ready to go again?" Cudgel asked. 

Killer nodded, tail wagging. 

"Now, when he gets inside you, you push back like your life depends on it!" Cudgel warned Hunter again, 
"Because it does." 

Hunter closed his eyes and huffed, wishing desperately that this nightmare would hurry up and end as 
Killer mounted him again. Everything in Hunter's body told him to pull away, to clamp his tail down, to try 
to avoid the pain that kept stabbing him in the ass, but he braced himself mentally and spread his legs 
again. Killer's cock found home and plunged in, his knot quickly beginning to form again. 

Hunter tried to press back, but he couldn't move; Cosmo's cock held him too far forward! Knowing time 
was of the essence, Hunter began frantically mumbling around Cosmo's cock. 

"Give him some slack, Son," Cudgel said. "Just for this, and once your brother's in, you can step forward 
again." 

Cosmo reluctantly took a step back, and Hunter squeezed his eyes shut and shoved his ass back against 
Killer's quickly-swelling knot. It didn't go in, and with a yell around Cosmo's cock, he stepped forward and 
slammed himself back, seeing stars as Killer lodged inside of him. 

"Ohh," Killer gasped. "Fuuuck!" 

"Language, young man!" Maim barked. 

"But Dad does it!" Killer protested. 

"When you're alpha, you can say what you want," Maim retorted, "but while you live here, you're under 
our rules." 

Killer slumped. "Okay, Mom," he said, but it was hard to stay feeling too badly about it with his cock 
lodged inside of the omega and spurting ecstatically. He let his eyes glaze over and his tongue loll in 
bliss. 

Cosmo abruptly began pulling forward, making Hunter whine uncomfortably as his teeth dug into his 
sensitive lips and his ass tugged against the new knot inside of him. Cosmo freed himself with an abrupt 
give of Hunter's jaw, and he stood as his cock spurted a few times, its knot quickly deflating and 
disappearing inside of his sheath. 

"Ha-haa!" Cosmo grinned. He took a couple of steps and then flopped on the ground, passed out asleep. 

"Finally!" the other wolves said collectively. 

"You'd better get used to him using you a lot," Cudgel said to Hunter, chuckling. "If that's what it takes to 
get him to go to sleep and quit his damn 'ha-ha'ing, I'll tie his ass to yours, and he can just live in there!" 

Hunter hoped it wouldn't come to that as he worked his exhausted jaw and did his best to keep his tender 
lips away from his teeth. As he stood recuperating with Killer deep in his ass, Hunter saw Maim begin 
walking slyly towards him. 

 "What are you doing?" Cudgel asked, his ears pricked up curiously. 



Wolf-Man 
© 2018 Jack Doe. Hunter belongs to his creator. Do not distribute without all headers and footers intact. 

Page 28 of 29 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

"Making things a little more fun for our son," Maim said with a wink. "Just watch." 

Hunter turned to look at her, but another wolf mounting him from the front told him that he was not free, 
yet. He didn't see as she grazed the tip of his sheath with her tongue. 

He gasped suddenly and tensed, his ass and lips tightening around respective cocks. 

"Ohh!" Killer cried, "That feels good!" 

"See?" Maim asked, winking at Cudgel. 

Being impaled on both ends by wolf cocks, Hunter couldn't see her, and she used the element of surprise 
to tongue the tip of his prick over and over—always when he least expected it—and every time, he tensed 
and made the wolves in his holes shudder in delight. 

But as she kept doing it, Hunter felt himself growing hornier and hornier, in spite of his predicament. Soon 
he could feel his own knot growing in his sheath, and he shuddered  in ecstasy as he felt his balls about 
to contract. 

Maim stopped abruptly, got up, and walked away, being careful to flick her tail across his nose. Hunter 
whimpered, desperately horny, but completely unable to do anything to help himself. He couldn't even lick 
himself down in his present state, and as he watched Maim looking at him with a smug smirk, he began to 
feel like it was too much. The rapes, the degradation, and now this? He—he couldn't take it, couldn't take 
how desperately he wanted to breed her. His vision grew blurry and then dark. 

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

He awoke to find himself lying alone in front of the den. He looked around nervously, but there was 
nobody to be seen. Miraculously, his stench was gone. 

"Well, hello," a husky voice said. 

Hunter turned to see Maim looking seductively at him.  

"You sure took a lot of cocks," she said. 

She stood in front of him with her back to him, her tail flagging a little bit. Hunter could smell how aroused 
she was, and his prick poked out in response. 

"Mmm, I'd like to give you a cock," he replied, taking a step towards her. 

"It takes a real wolf to be able to take cock like that," she said, holding her stance and letting her tail list 
even more. "I bet if you can take cocks like that, you must be able to really please a dumb bitch like me." 

"I'll bet I do way better than that excuse of a wolf you have for a mate," Hunter said, shuddering and 
grinning excitedly as he stuck his nose under her tail. 

"Oh? You think so?" she asked. 

"I know so!" Hunter replied, jumping up onto her hips, thrusting hard. 

"Well, you know what I think?" Maim asked. 

"Oh, baby, I don't care!" Hunter replied as he tried to hit the mark. 

"Well, you should," Maim said evenly, "because if you EVER fantasize about me again, I will castrate you 
like the humans do!" 

Hunter gasped and opened his eyes. Maim's face was mere inches from his nose, her teeth bared, 
hackles raised, and ears pinned. Hunter's eyes went wide, and he turned to run. But with Killer's knot still 
lodged deep inside of him, he wasn't going anywhere. 

"You are worthless," Maim growled. "I would let my own pups mount me before I would ever degrade 
myself by breeding with such an inferior excuse for a wolf as you!" She shook her head, teeth still pulled 
back in a snarl. "No, you are unfit even to utter my name." Her voice calmed, and she said evenly, "You 
are the omega bitch now; your holes belong to the pack. I am the alpha bitch, and you will never, ever 
mount me." 
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With that, she whirled and slapped his face with her tail before going back to the entrance of the den to 
glower at him from a distance. 

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

Day in and day out, wolves came and wolves went. They used his ass; they used his face. Some would 
tease him up to the point of orgasm for the amusement of watching him squirm in horny agony. But he 
never once got to cum, never once got to experience the joy of breeding another.  

He tried to escape only once, but the others tracked him down within an hour. They quadruple-teamed 
him that day, two cocks in his mouth and two in his ass. It took him three days to stop bleeding, but he 
never tried to run away again.  

It took a year before it was no longer a degrading thing for him. At last he settled into the routine. The 
pack would hunt, would eat, would give him a chance at the scraps, and then would fuck him. He allowed 
them to because that was his role. The others hunted, but he, Omega, did not. When the alpha-bitch—he 
dared not use her name—gave birth to puppies, Omega played baby-sitter to them, until they, too, 
learned to use him the way the others did.  

Such was his life, just as it was supposed to be. 


