
Hero of the People 
© 2022 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 1 of 10 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

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

“Here, kitty, kitty…” 

Thad stood precariously high on the ladder, his digitigrade paws stretched up to the tiptoes as he grabbed 
a branch with one arm while reaching the other clawed hand out towards the object of his attention.  

The terrified feline had squeezed itself as far against the trunk as it could go and stared, wide-eyed, at his 
wolfish face and those much-nearer grasping claws. It let out a piteous mew and glanced down at the 
ground far below. 

“Come on, you’re scaring her!” cried a woman from down below. “The fire department will be here any 
minute.” 

“You don’t need the fire department,” Thad grunted, taking a swipe towards the frightened cat. “I’ve got 
this!” Grunting in frustration, he glared at the cat. “All right, kitty, you’re coming with me, whether you like it 
or not!” 

He lunged forward, grabbed the cat by the chest, and unbalanced his ladder, which began to fall. With a 
yell, he felt himself going down. 

Cue “The Thieving Magpie” as time slows. The ladder starts falling away from the tree. Thad’s arm 
scrabbles helplessly for the branch he was holding to, but it’s already just out of his reach. His other hand, 
tensing in fear, clamps down onto the cat, and the cat, her terror level now at one hundred percent, 
begins to pin her ears, a frightful look coming over her face. Time advances, and Thad’s completely lost 
his grip on the branch. He’s in free-fall now, and the hapless cat, pulled down by Thad’s full weight, has 
just lost her grip on the tree. Her mouth opens, fangs bared. She chomps most ferociously into Thad’s 
hand, but he hasn’t quite realized it, yet. A split-second passes, and Thad’s face registers the pain of the 
bite. He squeezes harder, and the claws on the cat’s front and back legs all glint in the evening sunlight. 
A few seconds more pass, and all of the cat’s sharp bits are embedded in Thad’s hand and forearm.  

The orchestra swells as Thad’s other hand comes forward to wring the cat’s neck, but he’s already lost 
his grip with the other hand, and the cat is already kicking off his forearm in a desperate bid to get away 
from this terrifying monster.  

Enter the ground, which up until this point has been quietly minding its own business. At this moment, it is 
bracing for impact, which will occur in a few more seconds. 

Thad misses the cat, and the new scratch marks on his forearm register in his half-canine-half-human 
brain as the cat’s tail begins to swivel. The cat’s owner begins to shriek, having only just now noticed that 
Thad and her precious pussy are now airborne. 

Thad glances at the ground and suddenly realizes that impact is inevitable. His face scrunches up into a 
grimace, and his breath catches in his throat. The cat pivots backward slightly, her hind legs bracing for 
impact. The cat’s owner’s hands go to the sides of her head as her mouth emits shrill, hysterical noises. 

Thad’s shoulder hits the ground, the shockwave rippling through his shaggy black fur, diagonally across 
his muscular pecs and down his six-pack abs, eventually losing most of its energy by the time it reaches 
his furry sheath and lanky legs. A second later, the side of his pit bull-shaped head hits the grass, and his 
cropped ears pull back as he winces. His hips hit just as the cat’s feet touch down and begin coiling up 
like a spring. Thad’s legs crumple and flop down like rags. 

The orchestra plays a triumphant final note as time resumes its normal pace. The cat streaks off down the 
sidewalk, her owner goes running after her, and Thad lets out a groan. 

As the woman vanishes into the distance, Thad winces, feeling the wind knocked out of him. He gasps on 
his side for a moment and then painfully gets to his feet. 

“Y–you’re welcome!” he yells after her, long-gone by now. “Damn,” he mutters, kicking a rock with his 
bare foot, “Looks like no pussy tonight.” 

A woman out for an evening walk with her young children overhears him and gasps, covering her 
children’s ears and hurrying them past. 

Thad sees her, and his face lights up. “Oh, hey!” he grins. “You look like your pussy works! You want to–” 
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“Get lost, creep!” the woman cries, picking her children up and running away. 

Thad watches her a moment, then sighs and kicks another rock. 

“People these days! Not grateful for anything! I get a cat out of a tree, and not so much as a ‘thank you’. I 
compliment a woman on her fertility and get called a creep. Psh. I need a drink.” 

He shuffled down the street, wishing he had pockets as he tried to make eye contact with and smile at 
passersby, most of whom did an impressive job of avoiding his gaze, and the few souls who didn’t usually 
went wide-eyed and hurried past. 

Thad huffed. It wasn’t his fault that his eyebrows had a bit of a malevolent curve to them, that his golden 
eyes glinted just a bit too sinisterly, or that his smile invoked the words “I’m going to eat you” rather than 
“Hey, nice day, isn’t it?” 

He made it to the bar and sat at his usual spot. The bartender glared at him, sighed, and then poured a 
bottle of whiskey into a soup bowl and put it down in front of him. 

“Thanks, Dave,” Thad said, then leaned down and began noisily lapping at the cheap booze, getting as 
much of it on the bar as he did in his mouth. 

His spirits didn’t stay down long. A trio of attractive women walked in, and Thad’s whole head and body 
turned away from the booze to point like a weathervane at them.  

“Ow, ow, awoo!” he yelled, slamming his fist on the bar. “That’s what I’m talking about!” he cried, thrusting 
out his hips and lewdly grabbing his sheath and squeezing his large, fuzzy balls. 

“Thad!” the bartender warned, rushing over and leaning over the bar. “Do not make me kick you out of 
here again!” he hissed. 

“Aww, come on, Dave! The chicks like a little cat-call now and again, don’t they?” Thad asked, grinning 
lasciviously at the first and very clearly checking her out. 

The woman’s jaw dropped in outrage, and without missing a beat, she walked right up to him and slapped 
the hell out of his face. A yelp escaped his lips, but then his lip pulled back to reveal bared teeth. 

“Thad!” the bartender barked, pointing. “Out.” 

“Aww, but—” 

“OUT!” 

Thad’s lip curled up in a sneer, but after a tense moment, he obeyed. Crestfallen and slouching, he made 
his way to the door and stepped out into the night air. 

“So damn unfair,” he muttered, his paws scuffing on the pavement. “I do all these good deeds—a 
modern-day superhero of the people, if you ask me!—and people look at me like I’m scum. Is it my 
breath?” he wondered aloud. 

Passing into an industrial district, he glanced around blandly, half-heartedly hoping to find something 
amiss. What he needed was a chance to prove himself really heroic, but nothing interesting ever 
happened in the warehouse district. 

The light through the doorway of one of the buildings caught his eye. He frowned and cocked his head. 

“There’s never been a light on in there before,” he murmured, glancing both ways before crossing the 
street towards it.  

His curiosity piqued, he strode up to the door and peered through the window. It seemed like a normal 
enough warehouse, complete with roller conveyors and a table, probably for taping up boxes. There was 
someone inside at that very moment, very intent on taping up a large package.  

Thad did a double-take. That wasn’t a package; that was a person, so completely wrapped up that only 
the eyes were visible. It also wasn’t tape; it was rope, and that was no person doing the tying. Thad had 
never seen a vampire before, but he was absolutely certain that’s what the creature was so busily 
applying the ropes. He gasped, and without thinking, flung the door open. 
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“You! Uh…Nosferatu!” he bellowed, blurting out the first vampire name that came to mind, “What are you 
doing to that man? Let him go!” 

The bat-like creature froze, and then with a very slow and deliberate turn of his head, said, “You know, I 
didn’t call you ‘Rover’. Down, boy; go away.” 

The wrapped-up package-person struggled and spat. “Let me go, Claud!” a gravely woman’s voice 
snapped. 

“That’s a woman?” Thad asked, his face lighting up, his chest puffing out, and his voice noticeably 
deepening. “I’m sorry, my good, um, Edward Cullen—” 

“Ugh.” 

“—But I am here to rescue the damsel in distress.” 

There was a moment of silence as Thad cocked his head back proudly, his arms akimbo. 

The bat-vampire—and possibly his captive, too—burst out laughing. 

“My gosh, man! You’ve gone and deluded yourself,” the bat laughed, his massive canines making his lips 
bulge out to the sides. “You think you’re the good guy here?” He laughed again and shook his head. “Go 
away, doggo,” he said dismissively, returning his attention to his prisoner. “I have work to do here, and 
this is no damsel. Run along and play before you get hurt.” 

Thad’s teeth bared instantly. He lunged forward and shoved the bat away from the table and the human. 
Only then did he realize his mistake as the bad straightened himself out and revealed himself to be taller 
than Thad by about a foot.  

He lacked Thad’s power in the back and shoulders—his winged, medium-brown arms actually looked 
kinda puny as far as Thad was concerned—but his height was of concern. Like Thad, he wore no clothes, 
his light-colored chest tapering downward into a slender waist, and—Thad thought with pride—a smaller 
sheath and balls. His chest was fairly large, though as narrow as it was, Thad didn’t think there could be 
much strength there. The bat’s legs were scrawny, but like Thad’s, were tipped with sharp claws on the 
toes. His wings looked flimsy and tattered, but the long claws on his hands seemed worth watching out 
for. His gold-and-red eyes looked down on Thad from beneath a scruffy, dark brown mane resembling a 
horse’s, not with anger so much as indignation. 

“Look, you buffoon,” the vampire snapped, “I have work to do, and you are interfering. If you will not leave 
me alone, I shall have to call for reinforcements!” 

“Oh, a likely story!” Thad spat, advancing on him. “You can pick on a helpless chick but can’t fight a real 
man, huh?” Pausing a moment, he put his hand to the side of his face and whispered loudly to the woman 
on the table, “Watch this; I’m gonna knock the shit out of this guy!” 

“Enough!” the vampire snapped. 

With a wave of his hand, two roll-up doors opened next to the door from which Thad had entered, and a 
dozen men dressed as bikers strode in, looking for trouble and carrying chains, crowbars, and wrenches. 

Cue “By the Beautiful Blue Danube” as time slows. A biker’s chain swings through the air. Thad catches it 
around his forearm, yanks upward, and flings the biker out the door. Another biker rushes forward, his 
crowbar cocked back behind his head. Thad punches low. The man crumples around Thad’s fist, and the 
crowbar momentarily hesitates in the air, not sure what to do before falling to the ground. Thad grabs it, 
swings in a circle, and bashes it into the temple of another biker. Blood flies through the air. 

The enthralled biker gang does a collective double-take, sizing up the werewolf as Claud yells at them in 
frustration. Regrouping, they rush him at once, and Thad’s eyes widen in uncertainty. Yet the group is 
disorganized, and as two bikers rush forward, yelling—one with a crowbar and the other with a chain—
they swing their weapons and knock each other out. Thad grins, but then yelps and ducks in the nick of 
time as a biker wielding a bowie knife barely misses him, charges past, and stabs his compatriot in the 
chest. The two men fall over, and the other biker’s butcher knife erupts through the bowie-knife-biker’s 
back. 
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“You imbeciles!” Claud screams. “Use your heads!” 

The bikers glance at each other, then charge head-first at Thad, who dodges just in the nick of time as 
two of them run head-first into each other, knocking each other out, while a third gets on his motorcycle 
and rides at full throttle towards Thad. The werewolf’s arm shoots out, sweeping the rider off the 
motorcycle. The motorcycle itself crashes into another biker as Thad winds up and drives the rider into 
the ground. 

As the orchestra plays its final notes and time resumes, the final biker looks around, wide-eyed, and then 
turns and runs off, tripping over himself. 

“Ha! And stay out!” Thad yelled after him, eliciting an eye-roll from the tied-up human. 

Claud did a face-palm, and when he removed his hand, his eyes were blazing. 

“Fine! I’ll do it myself!” he yelled, lunging for Thad. 

The werewolf leapt out of the way just in time, and Claud’s momentum carried him into one of the 
conveyors. Its anchors groaned, and then it and Claud fell in a heap.  

“Do it yourself, huh? I gotta admit, I didn’t think you had it in you to fight me one-on-one,” Thad smirked.  
I’ll give you this, though: you’re stronger than you look.” 

Advancing, Thad kicked the bat hard and ripped his wing with a clawed foot. Claud screeched in pain, but 
then kicked out with his own clawed feet, leaving streaks of blood on Thad’s thigh. 

“Bats have lean muscle,” the bat snapped. “How would I fly if I had bulging muscles, hmm? I’d like to see 
you fly!” His eyes narrowed. “I recognize you now,” he said evenly, wincing as he disentangled himself 
from the conveyor and got to his feet. “There’s only one person with your level of dumb luck!” 

“Luck?!” Thad huffed indignantly as he threw a crowbar at the bat, who dodged. “I’m a freaking hero!” 

“Oh, some hero,” Claud scoffed, looking at his ripped wing, then making fists of his hands. “I heard how 
you heroically picked up trash off the street…then threw it over a fence into some hapless person’s yard.” 

As he spoke, the rip in his wing began to fuse together, filled in, and healed as if nothing had happened. 

“Hey!” Thad protested, reaching down and grabbing the broken conveyor, “Maybe that person liked 
having trash in his yard! And no fair healing yourself.” 

“What, is this a game to you?” the vampire snapped. “I’ll heal myself if I like!” 

He feigned a lunge at Thad, trying to lure him in close, but he didn’t count on Thad not taking the bait. 
The conveyor swung like a baseball bat, whooshing as it did, and caught the bat in the neck and back, 
sending him flying. 

“Home run!” Thad grinned, dropping the conveyor and advancing on the fallen bat, who’d hit the wall, 
fallen to the ground, and crumpled.  

The vampire’s broken clavicle, having pierced the skin, was jutting out from his body at an odd angle. He 
groaned and began flailing his legs as Thad approached, carrying a wrench. 

“Like I said,” the werewolf announced triumphantly, cocking the wrench back, “I’m a hero.” 

“Not today,” Claud retorted, telekinetically lifting a crowbar behind Thad’s head. 

The crowbar launched forward, swinging in an arc and hitting the werewolf in the temple with enough 
force to knock him over. 

“Augh!” Thad cried, sprawling on the ground, his hand clutching his head.  

The wrench clattered to the floor. For a moment, the two combatants both lay on the ground, reeling from 
their injuries. Claud shut his eyes and squeezed his fists together. After a few seconds, the bone jutting 
out of him sucked back into his body and straightened, and then the laceration where it had pierced the 
skin grew together and healed. After a moment, the vampire stood up, popped his neck, and glared at 
Thad. 
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“For a hero, you sure don’t do any lasting damage,” he remarked, rolling his shoulder and grinning as he 
stood over the werewolf.  

“You know,” Thad replied, “You’re really starting to piss me off.” 

He kicked upward, slamming his foot into the bat’s groin. 

Cue “Also Sprach Zarathustra” as time slows. Two of the werewolf’s claws graze over the underside of 
the bat’s scrotum. The third one strikes it on the lower back side. The flesh flinches out of the way, 
indents, and then, unable to move fast enough, splits open. The claw continues forward, piercing one of 
the bat’s orbs, knocking it forward and upward, but the front of the vampire’s sack arrests its movement, 
trapping it as the claw bears down on it. The sharp appendage contacts again, squeezing the testicle and 
then puncturing the tough outer fascia. Its momentum unrelenting, the claw digs its way through a forest 
of tubules, slicing, snagging, and unraveling them as it goes, before moving into the epididymis. The claw 
continues on, snagging the coiled structure as well and dragging it along as claw, tubules, and epididymis 
erupt out the front of the rapidly deflating sphere, stringing bits of the gonad’s contents as they go.  

As the brass swells in the orchestra, a sharp protrusion appears on the front of the bat’s groin, and as the 
cymbals crash, the werewolf’s claw bursts through the thin, furry skin, and bits of bat ball fly into the air 
like party streamers. The wolf’s claw, its momentum arrested at last, stops abruptly, bends backwards, 
hooks into the vampire’s delicate flesh, and flicks backwards as the werewolf’s foot makes a big 
downward arc. 

The song ends; time resumes.  

Thad’s leg came back down as the vampire’s eyes went wide in anguish, his hands clutching at his ruined 
groin. The force of the werewolf’s kick had launched him forward and into the air, and he came crashing 
down beside his foe, who rolled out of the way and got to his feet. 

“Let’s see you heal that, fucker!” Thad crowed. “And, by the way, you’re not the only one who can heal 
himself!” 

Still clutching his head, Thad concentrated a moment, and then the blood under his hand dried and began 
to vanish. The broken bone fragments in the indentation in his skull caused by the crowbar moved 
outwards and fused together, the skin covered over it and healed, and the hair grew back. A moment 
later, not even the splitting headache was left to trouble him. 

Claud, on the other hand, was lying on his side, curled up in fetal position, clutching his punctured sack. 
Tears of intractable pain streamed silently down his vespertilionine cheeks; the pain was too great for him 
to breathe. 

“Not so tough now, are you?” Thad growled, standing over the vampire.  

He picked up the crowbar that had crashed into his skull, tossed it in the air, and dropped it on the 
ground. Bending down quickly, he recovered it and glanced over to make sure the tied-up human hadn’t 
seen him drop it. She had, but in his mind, he’d had such quick reflexes that she hadn’t seen him do it. 

“Open your legs,” he ordered the vampire. “Time to die.” 

Claud glared up at him, his breathing now coming in ragged, shuddering gasps as he defiantly kept his 
legs closed, his arms protectively covering his gonads. 

“All right,” Thad said, shrugging. 

He cocked the crowbar back over his head and brought it down on the vampire’s back. The vampire 
yelped in pain, his back bending backward around the crowbar. In an instant, Thad was on him, kicking 
his legs open and then standing on them. Before the vampire could get any ideas about kicking him, Thad 
slammed the crowbar down onto Claude’s good testicle. It held up for a split-second and then collapsed 
from the monstrous blow, its insides practically liquefying under the tough exterior. A piercing, 
otherworldly shriek exploded from the vampire’s mouth as his legs shot straight out, unbalancing Thad. 
The werewolf tripped, stepping on Claud’s crotch and breaking the vampire’s pelvis before landing on 
solid ground and regaining his balance. 
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Cue “Air on the G String” as time slows. Claud wheezes, lying helplessly on his back. The skin on his 
scrotum, turned black and blue from the horrendous treatment it has received, peeks out between the 
blood-soaked, matted fur. Blood seeps out the hole the werewolf’s claw made, slowly wicking up the 
vampire’s sheath. Yet even in this anguished state, his destruction is not yet complete. 

The strings rise, the violin’s plaintive suspended-fourth resolves, and Thad puts his foot down firmly on 
the vampire’s groin, preventing the bat’s legs from closing and holding him down for what comes next. 
With a savage snarl, he plunges his hand down, claws extended, digs them into the flesh on the backside 
of the vampire’s sheath, and yanks upward. His eyes widen in surprise as he feels a lot more girth and 
length than the sheath hints at, but he continues yanking nonetheless. The holes created in the bat’s flesh 
stretch, the skin between them tearing as the wolf’s superhuman strength outmatches the skin’s breaking 
strength. Blood pours into the openings, and there’s a wet tearing sound. The vampire’s eyes bulge, his 
mouth opening wide in a tormented, voiceless scream as his sheath and its contents are pulled forcibly 
away from his body. 

The werewolf’s muscles ripple, his chest and biceps bulging from exertion. A manic hatred flashes in his 
eyes, and his lips pull back to reveal bared teeth. The tendons in his neck bulge as he lets out a ferocious 
roar. A shockwave of strength shoots down his arm, and as his foot drives into the vampire’s ruined 
pelvis, the shockwave reaches his hand. Amid a slow-motion shower of blood, the vampire’s malehood 
separates from his body, over a foot of cock and sheath, bone, skin, nerves, and sinew ripping and 
tearing. As Claud’s sheath begins to pull away from his body, it tugs on his ruined scrotum, dragging it 
and its damaged contents along for the ride. But before the nerves have fully separated—in that last 
instant where Claud can still feel what’s happening to him—Thad’s hand squeezes tightly around the 
sheath in his hand, crushing the flesh around the os penis. There’s a moment of resistance, and then the 
bat’s baculum shatters into fragments in Thad’s hand, cutting into and shredding the bat’s phallus into 
pieces. Only then does Thad give a final yank, severing the mangled malehood from its owner entirely. 

The music ends, and time returns to normal. 

Splat. 

The vampire’s cock fell to the ground, shattering the deathly silence. His visage was etched indelibly with 
a fearsome, wide-eyed grimace that merely hinted at the agony that ended his life, yet no breath stirred 
from his lips. All of a sudden, his body spontaneously burst into flames, startling Thad, yet as rapidly as 
his conflagration had begun, the vampire’s body was consumed nearly instantly and vanished, leaving 
nothing but two charred spots on the floor where his body and severed cock had been. 

Thad stood a moment, contemplating what had just happened. All at once, a massive grin spread across 
his face. 

“Did you see that?!” he cried, practically dancing over to the tied-up human. “I won! I totally kicked his 
ass!” Strutting back to the larger char-mark, he poked at the ground and said, “Kicked your ass, 
motherfucker! Ow, ow, awoo! Fuck, yeah!” 

“Ahem.” 

Thad looked around, doing a double-take on seeing the tied-up woman with her head craned to look at 
him, giving him a dirty look. 

“Oh, heh, sorry,” he said, moving back over to her, leaning down, and fumbling with one of the myriad 
knots the vampire had used to fasten the insane number of ropes that bound her. “You gotta admit, that 
was pretty impressive,” he said. “And, no need to thank me; it’s all in a day’s work,” he hinted. “Though, if 
you wanted to make it up to me, it has been a, um, kind of a dry spell, if you catch my drift,” he added, 
glancing down at his sheath. “I bet you’ve never seen such a big cock before. Don’t worry; I can be 
gentle, just as sweet as you please.” 

Not having any luck with undoing the knot, he stopped trying and straightened up as he continued talking. 

“You know, you’re lucky I stopped by. If I hadn’t, he might have, I dunno, drunk your blood or something! 
I’m not saying—” 

“You have claws,” the woman snapped. “Would you mind using them and letting me out of here, please?” 
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Thad grimaced, taken aback. “Well, excuse me!” he retorted, rolling his eyes as he slipped the claw of his 
index finger under one of the ropes, pulled it upward, and cut through the rope like butter. “Awfully handy 
to have a werewolf here to save you, though, isn’t it?” he asked, pausing as he started to cut another 
rope. “Now, you might be wondering if the saying about us werewolves is true, and the answer is a 
resounding yes: we do get bigger and have more stamina on full moons.” 

“Look, I’ve had to scratch my nose for over an hour now; would you please shut up and let me out?” 

“Oh, right,” Thad said, cutting another one of the ropes. “So anyway, the effect isn’t quite as strong this 
time of year since I’m already so horny—you have no idea how many times I’ve been turned down—” 

He carried on, and eventually enough ropes had finally fallen away for the woman to get herself free. She 
was a stocky, heavy-set woman wearing cargo shorts, hiking boots, and a flannel shirt. As Thad 
continued talking, she sat up, scratched her nose with a look of ecstasy, and then fumbled in her shirt 
pocket, pulled out a cigar, and lit it, her eyes rolling back in her head slightly as she puffed on it. She ran 
a hand through her blonde-white, crew-cut hair, then slipped down off the table. 

“—So, like I said, it can be bigger, but I think it’s atrophied with the lack of attention,” Thad was saying, 
turning to keep talking at the woman as she strode over to a metal cabinet standing against a wall, 
opened it, and took out a double-barreled shotgun. “You know, you could offer to, ah, help with that,” he 
suggested, cocking his head and smiling hopefully. 

“Uh, huh,” the woman replied, hinging open the shotgun and looking down the empty barrels. 

Fishing around in her cargo pocket, she pulled out a couple of shells, inserted them into the barrels, and 
closed the breech. 

Something tinged in the back of Thad’s mind, and he abruptly stopped talking. Cocking his head, he 
frowned curiously. “Say, that’s quite the gun you’ve got there. What, um, what’s it for?” 

“Shooting things, usually,” the woman replied, pulling the butt of the gun into her shoulder and taking aim 
at Thad. 

The werewolf’s frown intensified, the gears in his head sluggish and not churning very fast. “Hey, wait,” he 
said, still not fully grasping what was going on. “You know I’m the good—” 

BANG-BANG! 

The barrels went off in quick succession, and Thad screamed in pain, collapsing to the ground as his legs 
went out from under him. A moment later, both legs from the knees down, severed from his body, fell 
outwards and thudded on the ground. 

“You bitch!” Thad roared as the woman calmly opened the breech of her gun again, pulled out the spent 
cartridges, and replaced them with new ones, “As soon as I heal myself, I’m gonna tear you a new 
asshole and then fuck it!” 

“I wouldn’t count on that, sugar,” the woman replied, her gun already reloaded. “Those are silver bullets, 
which means you’re not healing anything.” 

The werewolf’s eyes bulged. “Silver?! Who the hell are you, lady?!” 

“Nevla Singh”, the woman replied, “Hunter of supernatural monsters like your friend here,” she said, 
nudging the vampire’s ash-spot with her boot. That was Claud Darval; I’ve been hunting him for months, 
but thanks to your intrusion, I’m not gonna kill him now.” She shrugged. “Ah, well, werewolf’s good 
enough.” 

“W-w-wait!” Thad cried, putting his paws up defensively. “Can’t we talk this over? I’m sure there’s an 
arrangement we could come to?” 

Nevla laughed. “Nope, I don’t like the sound of your arrangements. But, since I’m feeling nice, I will give 
you a bit of a lift first.” 

Feeling nice…give you…lift… The words didn’t all register in Thad’s half-canine brain, but what he heard 
sounded much better than her shooting him. 
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“Thanks!” he said eagerly as the woman reached down, grabbed him by the chest fur, and hauled 
upward. 

“Ow! Hey, that’s my hair!” Thad protested. 

“Shit, you’re heavy,” Nevla grunted. 

Putting her gun out of reach, she grabbed him under the arms and hauled him up onto the table. 
Grumbling, she had to shove him a few times to get him into position: lying on his back with his legs 
spread, his groin facing the edge of the table.  

Thad was of little help; the silver in the bullets had not only prevented him from healing himself but had 
also acted as a paralytic, quickly rendering him immobile. To Nevla’s chagrin, though, his motor functions 
from the neck up still worked just fine. 

“Ooh, this is pretty kinky,” Thad said, waggling his eyebrows. “Never done it with an older biddy like 
yourself. Do you use lube to keep it wet down there, or are you still producing fine on your own?” 

Nevla ignored him, felt of her pockets, and took out something that she held in one hand while reaching 
over to grasp the werewolf’s dick with the other. 

Thad gasped at the contact. “Ooh, yes,” he murmured, feeling the tip of his dick poke out of his sheath. 
“It’s been way too long.” 

“Hm.” 

Nevla grasped his sheath roughly and pulled downward, exposing more of his flaccid cock, shiny and red. 

“Ooh! A little rough,” Thad winced. “You, uh, you’re not into gentle lovemaking? You should be gentle with 
me; I’ve been injured,” he pouted. 

The woman ignored him and revealed what looked like a phial in her other hand. Bringing it to her mouth, 
she pulled off a cover with her teeth. 

“So, you do need lube,” said Thad. “Well, there’s no shame in that; we all have to get old someday.” 

Something metal glinted in Nevla’s hand. Thad did a double-take, and then his eyes widened on realizing 
that the phial was, in fact, a syringe. 

“Whoa, hey!” Thad gasped, “Wh–what are you gonna do with that?” 

His head jerked and rolled side-to-side, as if trying to pull his limp torso away from the woman who had 
him by the dick. 

“It’s nothing personal,” Nevla replied as she held the syringe up to the light, squeezing the air out of it until 
a drop of liquid emerged from the tip. 

“Well, it is for me!” Thad yelped as Nevla moved the syringe over his dick, lining up with his urethra. “No, 
no, no! What is this even for?!” he protested, his voice sounding shrill. 

“Just making sure that stays right where I want it,” Nevla replied, eyeing his cock. 

Thad let out a yelp as the blunted needle made contact with his flesh, and then he sucked in a breath as 
Nevla shoved it down his urethra. Blunted or not, the metal dug and scraped its way down the long, thin 
orifice, lightly gouging this side then that as it forced its way down the narrow tube. The whole motion took 
only a half-second, but for Thad, it felt like eternity. 

Thad’s eyes bulged and stared wildly at the human. His mouth opened, but at first, no sound came out. 

“O–ow,” he squeaked at last. 

“Psh, that was nothing compared to this,” Nevla replied, depressing the plunger. 

Liquid fire shot down Thad’s malehood, burning like acid. With the distal parts of his prick protected by the 
syringe needle, the acid-like burning started somewhere between the base of Thad’s cock and his 
bladder, feeling a cross between a burning and gut-punching sensation. Thad blinked in surprise for half a 
moment before unleashing a blood-curdling howl. 



Hero of the People 
© 2022 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 9 of 10 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

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

“Oh, shit! It hurts! It hurts! Get it out! G–get it out!” he screamed. 

Nevla shrugged and gave a bit of a sadistic smirk as she slowly started pulling the syringe out, continuing 
to squeeze the plunger. The burning sensation followed the syringe up and out of Thad’s cock. The 
moment the needle left, frothy liquid started spewing out and dribbling down the side. Yet as Thad gritted 
his teeth, squeezing his eyes closed, slamming his head against the table, and moaning incoherently, his 
cock began to swell in Nevla’s hand. She let go of it, letting it flop down onto the werewolf’s groin. The 
base had already swelled just enough to prevent it from slipping back into his sheath, and as Nevla 
watched, the knot bulged outward, stretching and hardening far harder than it ever had done before. As 
the blood rushed in, Thad’s malehood lengthened, throbbing sharply and growing longer with each beat 
of his heart. The red skin stretched tightly, painfully as his member continued to grow to half again its 
normal size. The wolf winced, panting and grunting as outright pain subsided to substantial discomfort. 
After a few deep breaths, he opened his eyes, glanced downward, and gasped at the monster of a cock 
he saw between his legs. 

“H–hoo, you like ‘em big, huh?” he managed. He swallowed hard and gasped a couple of times. “I–I gotta 
admit, it was a little rough to endure, but if this is what makes you happy, I’m, uh, happy to assist.” He 
cocked his head. “But, uh, how are you gonna take this beast with your clothes on? Come on; show us a 
little skin.” 

“Ugh.” 

Nevla pinched the bridge of her nose and shook her head. Retrieving her gun, she came to stand a ways 
from the table, lined up between Thad’s spread legs. 

“Any last words?” 

“Wait, last words?!” Thad protested, lifting his head to look at her. “I thought you were gonna give me a lift 
or something?” 

“I did,” Nevla replied, taking aim and sighting down the barrel. “I lifted you up onto the table.” 

“But, I thought you were gonna reward me for killing the vampire! I’m the good guy!” 

“You’ve verbally sexually harassed me the entire time you’ve been here,” Nevla replied blandly. “You’ve 
talked endlessly about how great you are and propositioned me over and over for sex. That’s not what 
heroes do. You are not a hero; you’re a werewolf with an inflated sense of ego and a pig. The world will 
be better with fewer of you in it.” 

“But, wait, I—” 

Cue “Lacrimosa” as time slows. The monster hunter’s finger pulls backward, releasing the spring-loaded 
hammer, which goes flying forwards to strike the primer at the back of the shotgun cartridge. The primer 
ignites, and within a split-second, the gunpowder in front of it ignites, releasing gas at a phenomenal rate. 
The gases shove in all directions, but blocked from going to the sides by the barrel and backward by the 
action, they concentrate against the silver pellets at the front of the cartridge. The pressure continues to 
grow as more gunpowder ignites, soon overwhelming the little bit of plastic keeping the pellets contained 
within the cartridge. The first pellet bursts forth, followed rapidly by the others as they launch forward 
through the smooth shotgun bore, erupting from the muzzle at incredible velocity. 

The pellets sail through the air, and someone riding one of them could just make out Thad’s lips moving 
as he continues saying whatever it was he was going to say in protest. In less than the blink of an eye, 
the tightly clustered pellets have crossed the space between gun and werewolf, and Thad’s underside is 
looming large.  

The first pellet grazes the hair on his scrotum but misses the mark, sailing over him and skittering 
harmlessly across the concrete floor. The next several pellets find their marks, their kinetic energy driving 
them into his scrotum. Like hailstones striking water, each one makes his skin ripple, and then, having 
overcome the surface tension, pierces through the furry layer. The first few pellets stop there, their energy 
spent in breaching his flesh, but immediately afterward comes the next set of pellets, flying unhindered 
through the holes their predecessors left and slamming with full energy into his testes. The tunica ripples 
just as his scrotum did, but slammed far too many times with too much energy, too fast, it tears open, and 
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the pellets cut through his delicate tubules like air. A few of them strike the tunica on the far side, stopping 
and momentarily packing his orbs with silver before a lucky hit pierces the far side and lets them all out. 
They topple down, landing on the floor of his scrotum and packing it full of mangled pellets. 

The force of the combined pellets momentarily shoves Thad forward, but as the pellets lodge in his 
scrotum and begin to fall, his sack falls downward, pulled down by the weight of so much silver. Only just 
now is pain beginning to register on his face. His head leans backward and begins to slam into the table 
as Nevla’s finger moves to the other trigger. 

The sopranos’ voices soar above the somber choir and sorrowful orchestra as a second blast shatters the 
night. Another volley of silver pellets races through the air toward the werewolf’s very erect, throbbing, but 
as yet unscathed cock. The first pellet strikes the tip of his prick, flinging it backwards, ripping the tapered 
tip clean off, and sending it flying to splatter on the ground far behind the werewolf’s head. Blood pours 
into the void created by the missing tip, the crater funneling the blood down the werewolf’s urethra. 
Another pellet slams into his shaft just as his cock is bouncing back from the first hit. The silver projectile 
goes in at an angle, tearing through the spongy tissue, ricocheting off the stiff urethral fibers, and ripping 
out the side, spiraling wildly. A streak of blood paints across Thad’s chest as the pellet comes to rest in 
his underarm. 

Two more pellets hit the side-lobes of his knot, one right after the other. Blood shoots out in twin jets as 
the skin yields then breaks. One pellet makes it about halfway through before getting stuck, slowed to a 
stop by the sheer volume of blood and tissue. The other one continues going, piercing through the 
spongy matter like a knife through cake. The pellet erupts out the backside of Thad’s penis with enough 
momentum to strike him on the chin, which is thrashing through the air in pain after feeling the tip of his 
prick blown off. Rivulets of blood stream down the front and back of his malehood, the low-resistance 
paths bleeding off the pressure that has until now kept his cock hard. 

Yet before the werewolf’s most prized possession can even begin to wither, another pellet hits it dead in 
the center, knocking it backwards. As the pellet continues forward, it hits the urethra, which resists for a 
moment before its fibers are ripped apart by the speeding silver. For a split-second, the shot lingers in his 
urethra before making a hasty exit through the other wall.  

The sinewy tissue is not the only thing that fails to arrest the shot’s momentum: as the metal object 
continues forward, it encounters the werewolf’s os penis and smashes through it. Bone fragments fly 
through Thad’s already mangled member, shredding it from the inside as the bullet ricochets and glances 
off at an odd angle with enough residual energy that it pierces through the back of his prick and embeds 
itself in his abdomen. 

There’s a brief instrumental interlude, and then the choir’s haunting melody starts again as more pellets 
follow, spreading out as they fly through the air. Some strike his already destroyed scrotum and join the 
other pellets lodged there. Others cut through his knot in three places, and still others bore holes through 
his shaft. At least one more hits his already-fragmented baculum, splintering it into tiny pieces that cut like 
razors and pierce like needles, going every which way at high velocity to escape the pellet that created 
them. Thad’s once-proud penis begins to deflate, pierced by so many holes large and small and 
decorated with so many little shards that it looks like a pincushion used inside out. Deflation occurs 
rapidly, and as it does, it shifts all the tiny pieces inside it, squeezing them up against soft, tender flesh.  

There’s no contest: the pieces cut, interlock, and pulverize what’s left. As Thad’s penis falls to his 
stomach, the impact causes it to disintegrate into formless ribbons. 

The orchestra plays its penultimate note. Thad’s eyes register anguish, but then close, his head 
collapsing on the table.  

The music stops before it can play its last note. Time does not return to normal. In fact, it had never 
slowed. Thad is dead, and along with it, his propensity to see his life in slow motion set to theme music. 

Nevla lowered her gun, wisps of smoke still exiting the barrel as she broke it open and removed the 
shells. Putting them in her pocket, she picked up one of the bikers’ bowie knives and walked over to 
Thad. Without ceremony, she cut off his head, threw it in a backpack, and left the body and mangled 
malehood of that “hero of the people” to bleed out on the table. 


