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				Part 1


				


				“After it, men!”

				Captain Roric von Dreyven cursed as he ran down the filthy alleyway in hot pursuit of the beast, his sword clanking at his side. The only mark of the creature’s passing were claw marks on the walls and the moans of his fallen guardsmen. Remarkably enough, none had been killed, nor were there even any serious injuries. But much of their armor and clothing had been torn to shreds, and Captain Roric saw more than a few men nursing bites and scratches who were also naked as the day they’d been born. He checked a sigh, but supposed there was nothing else for it.

				It wasn’t every day there was a werewolf loose in the luminous city of Armorear.

				His aide ran up to him. “Captain! We’ve got it cornered in the blind alley dead ahead!”

				Roric nodded. “Good work, Renley. Have torches and polearms distributed to the men at the alley’s exit in case it tries to charge through. Our weapons may have proven ineffective, but it still dislikes fire. And make sure there are archers stationed on the rooftops to keep it from scaling the walls.”

				“Already done, captain! What now, sir? Should we mobilize a force to flush it out and put an end to it, once and for all?”

				Roric ground his teeth. This was the part he hated most; explaining orders to his men which plainly came from fools. “Unfortunately, the council feels that we are not up to handling such a threat. In order to prevent loss of life, I’ve been given explicit instructions not to directly engage the beast if we can avoid it.”

			

			
				The very idea; as if it were their first night on duty! To imply that the vaunted city guard were unable to put down a single stray mongrel such as this…

				Evidently, Renley felt the same. “Huh? But, then captain…”

				Despite still inwardly seething, Roric gave him his patented scowl that was so feared around the barracks. Orders were orders. “You have your instructions, private! We are to dig in, prevent the beast from getting loose, and then—wait.”

				“Wait? But for what?”

				He worked his jaw. “A… ‘specialist’… is on his way.”

				


				* * * * *

				


				Above the jewelled city hung a silver moon.

				The man walked up the alley, surprisingly light on his feet despite the heavy boots he wore. A few other men, in various states of disarray and undress, looked up at him as he went by, but he paid them no heed beyond a mild tutting. All this upheaval was utterly senseless, likely to do more harm than good.

				Then there was a howling from up ahead. His jaw tightened, and he quickened his pace. He just prayed he wasn’t too late. When he reached the large mass of soldiers armed with torches and spears at the alley’s only entrance, he did not stop to gather his bearings but rather strode right up to them. “And who’s the man in charge here then?!”

				“I am,” said the red-haired, bearded man who stepped forth, a captain’s insignia strapped across his breastplate. He was dour-faced and well-built, a sword hanging from his waist in a well-worn scabbard. Argus disliked him from the moment he laid eyes on him, and from the expression on the man’s face he could tell the feeling was mutual.

			

			
				“I’m Captain Roric. You’re the… specialist, then?” the captain said, pronouncing the word with distaste.

				He nodded. “Aye. Call me Argus.”

				“I’ll likely be calling you ‘mincemeat’ by the time this night is done. Honestly, I cannot fathom why the council would agree to hire an outsider for an assignment such as this. Especially one who uses such…” He frowned. “… unorthodox methods.”

				Argus grinned broadly at him. “Unorthodox they may be, but they get the job done. Tell yer men to hang back, and I’ll have this pup sorted before ye can whistle yer mistresses for dinner.”

				The captain raised an eyebrow. “Pup? Perhaps you misunderstand the situation. What we’re dealing with is a full-grown slathering beast. An eight-foot-tall hulking monster that has wreaked havoc throughout this entire city—”

				“Has he killed anyone yet?”

				“What?”

				“I asked if the big, bad bugger has killed anybody yet,” he repeated patiently.

				“Well… no. We’ve been very lucky,” Roric replied stiffly.

				Argus shook his head. “Luck’s got nothing to do with it. From the state of yer men I passed on the way here he’s had plenty of chances. But that’s good. Means he hasn’t fully given in to the beast inside him yet. We’ve still got time.” He took a glance at the guards gathered around the alleyway, the firelight glinting off their spears. “Have your men fall back a bit. The way they’re positioned, they might spur the grizzly bastard into doing something stupid.”

				Captain Roric gasped at the audacity. “Now see here. You may have bent the ear of a foolish councilmen and convinced him you’re qualified for this duty, but you will not be ordering me or my men about!”

			

			
				“Consider it a suggestion then. But I’d still do it if I were ye.”

				The captain glowered at him, then stepped forward and looked the newcomer straight in the eye. “Let me make one thing clear. I’m only cooperating with you because those are my orders. Privately, I consider you a joke, and a bad one at that. This is my crew and my jurisdiction, and I’m fully prepared to step in myself once you’ve made your attempt and failed miserably. Is that clear?”


				


				* * * * *

				


				Standing smartly beside his superior as always, Renley nearly gasped at the tone Captain Roric took. Why was he being so rude to the specialist sent by the council? He could understand feeling slighted that the city watch was merely serving as support for this assignment, but the captain was acting as if the insult were personal.

				Rather than show affront at what Captain Roric said however, the newcomer—he’d introduced himself as Argus?—merely threw his head back and gave a great, booming laugh. He had a deep, manly baritone, and it carried far, all up and down the street. “Aha! So that’s how it going to be, aye? Very well! If I’m only getting one shot I’d best make it count, ‘lest I ruin my sterling reputation.” He smirked ironically as he shouldered past the captain. “Watch and learn, then. You’re about to witness the resolve of a Werewolf Spanker.”


				Renley blinked. A Werewolf Spanker? Had he heard correctly? He’d heard of that legendary order of mystic hunters, warriors, and beast tamers before, but only in dusty tomes, or tales told by senile old men over stale ale in decrepit taverns. Word was that something had almost wiped them all out decades ago, long before Renley had been born. But to have one here, now, walking among them…

			

			
				He gulped as he saw the silver paddle, holstered at Argus’s hip. No other warrior would wield such a tool in battle. It must be true then! The Werewolf Spankers were back, and Renley was about to see one in action.

				Argus approached the alley. As he went by, Renley looked him over more closely. The man was large and hale, with an honest, open face and crystal blue eyes. His mouth was upward slanted and looked accustomed to laughter. Two jagged scars ran across the bridge of his nose, but rather than detract from his appearance they somehow instead served as a point of interest, enhancing the whole. His hair was shoulder-length and messy, and a well-kept beard wrapped around his lower face. For garb he wore a sturdy-looking duster, cinched tight at the waist, but casually left open above the belt to expose a hirsute barrel chest. From the side opposite his paddle hung a coiled whip. Serviceable pants, boots, and fingerless gauntlets completed his look.

				Actually, Renley considered the man quite… handsome. He had such an air of confidence and capability about him. Much different than Renley himself, who kept a meek air about himself and whose smooth face always made him look younger than he was. But Renley still wondered how the man could possibly subdue a full-fledged werewolf on his own that had already terrorized so many.

				Perhaps sensing the keen eyes on him, Argus turned to meet Renley’s gaze and then, of all things, gave him a quick wink. Renley quickly looked away, flustered. What was he doing? These were certainly not proper thoughts to be had while on duty.

			

			
				“Clear the way!” Argus shouted to the torch-bearers. “Ye lot did well in driving the beast within this passage, but keep clustering about like that and ye’ll make him feel trapped. And trapped animals are dangerous, liable to lash out.”

				The men furrowed their brows, unsure if they should be taking orders from an unknown stranger, but then another long howl emerged from the darkness beyond them. It made Renley’s skin crawl and set his teeth on edge. At a nod from Roric, they began to back away. The archers, now armed with flame-tipped arrows, remained above.

				“You’re sure about this?” Roric asked disapprovingly. “If this leads to the creature escaping...” 

				Argus nodded. “Trust me. The best thing to do now is to keep him calm. I know these beasts. All I need to do is get my hands on him. Then, once he’s safely tucked over my knee, I’ll—”

				A sudden cry from an archer cut him off. “The monster! It moves!” There was a twang from a bowstring, and then a shooting flame. An angry roar exploded out from the alleyway as the arrow sank home. There was something unspeakably primal about that sound, and it seemed to curdle the blood and freeze the men in place. Only Argus was able to move.

				“Ye fool!” he shouted at the rooftop, “I told ye to wait!” He gestured to everyone else. “Get back! Get ba—”

				To call what hurtled out of the darkness at them a “wolf” would be to give the word a disservice. It was immense, a huge black shape full of flashing teeth and razor claws, hackled fur and blazing yellow eyes. It was savagery incarnate. An unspeakable menace which lurked in the back of all men’s minds, hailing back to primordial times sang of in bones, when great dire wolves were the hunters and mankind the prey. But there was nothing primordial about this beast. It was right before them from out of the darkest depths of their nightmares, and all too real. And it was swatting them aside like vermin.

			

			
				“Hold the line!” Roric ordered. “Hold the line, bring out the spears—!”

				“No!” Argus shouted over him. “Yer weapons will do no good! Clear off and leave me room to—”

				It was too late for either of them. The werebeast was already through the men, leaving slashes on many. They fell back from it, wounded and catching each other. Argus extended an arm, whip already in hand, and snapped it at the beast, catching his attention before he could do more damage. He grinned wide, baring his teeth in a challenging leer as he cracked the whip again. “Aye! This lot is no challenge for a moon-kissed one like ye! Why don’t ye wrestle with a bear like me instead!?”

				But the wolf hissed in pain from the whip—its tip was coated in silver—and craned its neck around the clearing as if looking for escape. That’s when it saw Renley, standing apart from the others and looking at the beast with wide, fearful eyes. He was defenseless. The wolf licked its chops.

				In two hurtling leaps it had cleared the distance to him. Renley could give only a choking gasp as he was picked up and thrown over the beast’s shoulder. Then, with another resounding howl which scattered the men around, it took off down the street, moving too swiftly for them to pursue.

				“No! Renley!” Roric shouted after it, his face a mask of panic.

				Argus stopped him before he could direct his men after the beast. “No, captain. That will only spur the creature to more foolishness. Let me track him down myself and end this with no further bloodshed.”

			

			
				The captain rounded on him. “You! It’s your fault this happened in the first place! If you weren’t here, confusing the chain of command, then—”

				“Then the exact same thing would have happened, and ye might have lost more than just yer aide,” Argus snapped back. “Let me do the work I’ve trained all my life for. Keep yer guards here, and I promise I’ll bring yer man back unharmed.”

				Roric drew himself up. “I swear, by the gods, if anything happens to him because of your… antics…”

				“It won’t. Don’t worry. Besides… the wolf didn’t capture him for a meal.”

				“How could you possibly know that!”

				Argus awkwardly scratched at the side of his bearded face, and gave a small laugh. “Um, well… y’see… eheh…”

				It seemed that, in all the confusion, the captain had failed to notice the large, ponderous erection swaying between the werewolf’s legs.

				


				* * * * *

				


				“Augh! Let me go, beast! Let me… go!”

				Renley struggled fitfully over the broad, hairy shoulder he was slung over, doing everything he could to escape the creature’s clutches. But the wolf snarled and clenched its grip, making Renley gasp. He was amazed at how strong the beast was. Strong and… big. The cobblestone road seemed to be so far below him, and blazing by incredibly fast under the beast’s loping strides.

				He squeezed his eyes shut, hoping that if he just wished hard enough he might wake up from this dream. Kidnapped from his very platoon, hauled off by a slavering monster for what would surely be a most grisly fate—this was truly a nightmare. He only hoped that Captain Roric would write a suitably stirring report to his family when he was found the next morning. Or rather, when the bloody pieces of him were found.

			

			
				At least the beast’s fur felt warm beneath his cheek. He could feel the creature’s hot blood surging beneath the immense, sinewy muscles. The beat of its barbarous heart…

				“No!” Renley cried, suddenly raising his head and trying to wrench himself loose again. He had to get away! He couldn’t die here—he had too many things left to do. Plans made, promises to be kept, ambitions to be realized. And none of those involved becoming a werewolf’s next meal.

				But the beast would have none of it. Again it tightened its hold, practically slamming the breath from his lungs with the press of its arm. Then Renley shuddered in fear as the wolf snarled towards him, feeling the curdling vibrations against his body and its hot fetid breath against his face. It raised a monstrous hand to punish him for his defiance, and Renley saw his life flash before his eyes. “Aaahh!” 

				But it wasn’t him that would pay, but rather his guardsman tunic. Even the parts which were reinforced with chainmail were no match for the werewolf’s fury. There was a loud ripping of metal and cloth, and Renley gasped as the razor sharp claws sliced through his garments, rending them from his body and leaving him quite nude from the middle of his back down to his boots. “Wh—what?” he said in shock, blushing at the exposure.

				The werewolf inserted a clawed fingertip between his buttocks, right up against his anus, making Renley jerk in surprise. “AHH!” Then, he was shocked to hear the werewolf actually speak to him:

			

			
				“Staaayyyy,” it growled. Its voice was like rough gravel and an open furnace. It made his heart stutter, and he felt himself freeze in place like a badger or a deer, obeying the creature purely due to raw, unvarnished fear. 

				But then, what else could he be expected to do in his current, exceedingly vulnerable, position? He’d certainly never received training on what a guard should do while carried through the city bare-arse naked with a sharp digit stuffed up his backside, ready to stab into his most unseemly of orifices.

				


				* * * * *

				


				The werewolf hunter knelt on the street, examining the tracings. He brought something unidentifiable up to his nose and sniffed it, then pinched it between his fingers. “It’s just as I thought,” he said at last, “the creature’s in heat.”

				“Heat!?” Captain Roric exclaimed.

				Argus rolled his eyes. “Aye, heat. You know, when a man gets that urge in him to sow his wild oats?”

				“But…” Roric floundered.

				“Yes?”

				“But, Renley, that is, the man who was taken—” Captain Roric chewed his lips, unsure whether or not to go on. “Renley is male.”


				“Just noticed that, did you.”

				“You know what I’m getting at!” Roric thundered, his face growing heated. “If this creature is truly interested in mating, shouldn’t it be more inclined to abduct a female?”

				The werewolf hunter shrugged. “When the lust of the moon is pumping through their veins, most werebeasts seldom care whom they lay with, so long as they’re warm-blooded. A hole is a hole.” He rather enjoyed the scandalized look that brought to the captain’s face. “Perhaps it even prefers taking mates of the more masculine persuasion, who can say? In any case, ye should be glad it didn’t take some frail lass. Mating among the wolfkin is a rough affair. A strong, strapping guardsman will surely be able to handle the, ahem, girth, better than a maid.”

			

			
				At that the captain looked even more troubled. “This is all my fault. If only I’d warned him not to leave the retinue, or kept him closer by my side—”

				“Do ye have some personal stake in the lad’s well-being?”

				Roric sighed and shook his head. “No, not truly. But his family is well-connected, and can make life troublesome for me if they wish it. To be blunt, he is a bit of a waifish fellow, and ill-suited for guard duty. I made him my aide more because I was afraid he’d bungle anything more important than because he showed any real aptitude for the work. And yet… he has been my shadow for some odd number of years, and I trained him myself. Do you understand?”

				Argus raised his brow. “Perhaps. But then, I’ve been on my own for longer than most.”

				“If it were anyone else I might hope for the best. But he’s never truly been tested before…”

				“Well if it’s a testing he’s ought to be having, it’s a testing he will get. But I just hope my gut isn’t correct… or he’ll be coming out of this night a whole new man.”

				


				* * * * *

				


				Renley grunted out as he landed hard on the floor. He had to simply lay there for some moments, waiting until he caught his bearings. But when he could at last take a breath without the urge to shriek again, he raised his head for a look around. It looked like an abandoned storehouse the werewolf had brought him to, unused for years… to judge by the dust, at any rate.

			

			
				There were nothing but crates inside. Dozens of them, piled high to the ceilings. What had they once held? They were empty now, overturned, some shattered. The only illumination was moonlight, but by it he could see many pawprints on the wooden slats which made up the floor. Did the wolf come here often then? Was this its home? Did it always bring its… conquests to this place?

				The moon…

				Its pure, unfiltered silver light streamed in through a grated opening. He wondered if what some bards sang was true. Did werewolves have the song of the moon in their veins, urging them to carry out the wishes of gentle Luna?

				He looked up at the creature.

				There was nothing of the beautiful and ephemeral goddess in it’s cursed visage. It was entirely a monster.

				But up close it did look less beastly than it had while tearing through the alleyway at him. Or perhaps it had since calmed its rage. It towered over him, seeming to fill the room, breathing deeply, a rumble coming from deep within its chest. Renley could see now that there was as much of the man in its form as the wolf—its basic shape was human, with but the addition of canine features. 

				Wolfish, hind legs ending in padded, clawed feet supported its muscular bulk. But the basic muscle groups—the quadriceps, the calves—they were the same as Renley’s own, albeit much bigger and more powerful. Likewise its arms. Though larger, with more muscular biceps than any man could achieve in a lifetime of lifting, the shape was otherwise not dissimilar. Underneath thick gray fur was a row of chiseled abdominals, topped by two incredibly beefy pectorals. Round, brawny shoulders, a bellybutton, five long fingers—these were all human features. And while he couldn’t see nipples through the cover, he felt confident they were there. The greatest changes were in its snouted face and bushy tail, both of which were decidedly animal. And its genitals were…

			

			
				Renley gulped.

				Its penis was unmistakably pointing his way—as proportionate and impossibly large as the rest of his tremendous body—rock-hard, and dripping with arousal.

				“Meep!” he heard himself say, quite dignified, and he skittered away backward in a panic. He was suddenly more aware than ever of his own naked form, and what must be the reason behind it. But surely it couldn’t be—it wasn’t—!

				The werewolf simply strode towards him implacably, the heavy erection swaying between his legs like a promise. “Soft…” it growled out, “… Tender…”


				“No no! Not me!” Renley forced a chuckle. “I’m very, uhm, rough. To chew on. Um. Surely you would enjoy sinking your, err, teeth, into someone else?”

				The werewolf’s lips curled. Its canines were quite large. Speaking seemed to take an effort, but it made its intentions clear with a lewd grope of itself. “Not… my fangs… I’ll be sinking into you…”


				At that the novice guardsmen knew he had better make a break for it. He got on his hands and knees, then made to rise to feet—but unfortunately all that accomplished was to present his pale, hairless backside to the monster. It was on him in a second, a massive clawed hand on his neck pushing his head down to the floor which in turn raised his backside even higher.

			

			
				“NO! Oh no no no no,” he repeated frantically, but with the creature bigger, stronger, and faster than he was there was nothing he could do prevent what was coming next. He steeled himself to accept whatever was to come, but still reacted in surprise when he felt something smooth and moist glide up his backside rather than the massive phallus he was expecting. Looking back, he saw it was the werewolf’s tongue, long and glistening, sweeping up the crevice between his buttock.

				“O—Ohh…” he groaned out, feeling the wet muscle slink to around his hole and then push inside. He tried to twist away, but the werewolf held him in place so it could feast on his nethers. What was it doing?! Renley had never had such beastly things done to him, never had anything up his arse—tongue or otherwise—and had no idea how to respond. He was unprepared for how exceedingly strange it felt as it slithered energetically around inside him. Strange… but not altogether unpleasant.

				He only realized belatedly the wolf was preparing him for the main course when the tongue removed itself, his hips were gripped tightly in clawed hands, and the furred pelvis slammed into him as hard as a battering ram.

				“AH!”

				He could feel it. The entire length, crammed into his inner passage, filling him completely. It stretched his insides so far he thought he would go mad, even with the natural lubrication provided by the beast’s saliva. He wiggled and squirmed, feeling impaled on the monster’s throbbing arousal. “Oh! Take it out!” he cried. But the wolf paid him no heed. Rather, now that the preparations were made, it was time for it to rut with abandon.

			

			
				It drew out by an inch, then slammed in again, making Renley scream. His opening was far too small for the massive manhood, yet it just kept impacting against him, uncaring for the agony it caused. Renley flailed as it thrust in once, twice, three times more, each time rougher and more brutal. “No! Nooo… !” he wailed, certain that he would not long survive such a harsh forced mating.

				His eyes glazed over, the jackhammering motions of the pelvis driving him to seek solace inward.  Who was he kidding? He wasn’t a true guardsman. He’d never been. He had simply been pretending all this time. And now he would pay for it. He was now simply this werewolf’s private receptacle of lust… and that’s all he would ever amount to…

				The window burst inward, scattering shards of reflected moonlight.

				“Rrrgh?” the werewolf snarled, caught mid-hump.

				The cause of the crash was the werewolf hunter, Argus, hurtling through it. He rolled to a stand, apparently unharmed, and brushed himself off. “Ah! So here’s where ye two have been hiding!” he said with a big grin when he caught sight of them. Then he winced. “Ooh, but I see I didn’t arrive quite in the nick of time. Er. My apologies, lad.”

				Renley, pierced on the end of a thick werewolf dick, had the presence of mind to stammer, “N—no apologies necessary…” to his savior, before the werewolf snarled and shoved him off, leaving him to gratefully slump over onto his chest with his abused arse in the air.

				The werewolf and Argus circled each other, the wolf bristling, the hunter with his arms spread wide, ready to make a move. “You interrupt… my hunt’s… climax…” the beast growled, its erection still high and throbbing.

			

			
				“Yeh? Well I’ll give ye a different sort of climax then,” Argus replied swaggeringly.

				At that the beast pounced on him, and Renley almost gave a shout of fright, so fast did it move. But somehow, impossibly, Argus was even faster. The man darted to the side, dodging the sweeping claw and throwing out some sort of—chain?—around the beast. The links flashed in the moonlight, and the wolf gave a yelp as if burned. They fastened around its upper body, lashing its arms to his side, its huge muscles flexing against the bindings. “Rrrrrgh!”

				It seemed impossible. Surely such thin chains couldn’t hold such a powerful creature? But Argus simply smirked and continued to throw loops around the lupine form, adding to the bonds. “Aye, forged from pure silver, the one material ye can’t break!” he told it. “The perfect thing to hold a beast like ye. We’ll see how big and strong ye are once you’re trussed up good and proper, like a goose about to be cooked.”

				The wolf snarled at that, and made a hard, desperate lunge for the window, but Argus yanked back on the chains, actually hefting him backwards by them. Renley was overawed at the man’s raw strength. Argus was then on the beast, wrestling him to the ground and overpowering him through sheer force of arms. In moments the wolf’s wrists were seized and drawn behind its back to be wrapped tight in chains as well. At each touch of silver on its hairy hide the werewolf snarled and thrashed, but Argus held the mighty predator down until its struggles diminished, then finished the job.

				When he was done, Renley couldn’t believe the sight. The strong, towering werewolf which had terrorized the city so was now kneeling on the dirty floor, chains squeezing its strong torso, arms locked behind his back, muscles heaving in anger. A length had also been tied between its ankles, leaving the werewolf hobbled. And Argus was standing there, grinning like the proud owner of a new pet, holding the end of the chain as if it were a leash. The werewolf glared up at him in defiance, but was clearly unable to escape its bindings. Its boner wagged in fury.

			

			
				“There we are now. That wasn’t so bad, was it? I know the chains are discomforting, but just think about how poor Renley here felt while ye were putting that third leg of yers up his arse. Puts things in perspective, aye?”

				At that, Argus turned to Renley, his eyes showing true concern. “How is the arse, by the way? Feeling better yet?”

				“Uhm… yes. A bit,” he answered, though more for the hunter’s benefit than his own since it was a lie. His chute felt as raw as a used smoke pipe. He also felt self-conscious at remaining nude while the other man was fully clothed.

				As if sensing his anxiety, Argus shrugged off his long coat and offered it to him. Renley took it, but couldn’t help but stare in the process. The man was shirtless underneath, and with his chest so covered in hair, Argus could’ve practically been a werewolf himself. “Good. I’ve got some cream in one of my pockets that’ll help later, too. But for now just sit tight. Ye can watch me give this overgrown pup a proper rump-searing in retribution.”

				Argus strode up to the bound wolf, smiling at the beast’s attempt to snap at its jaws at him, but he’d stopped just out of range. “Now now, don’t make me regret the decision to leave ye ungagged. It only takes a bit of silverweave to fasten that snout of yers shut,” he told it. In a flash he was behind the creature, hauling it up to its feet despite its greater size. The beast thrashed around in his grip, but was secured by Argus, who had one hand on its neck while the other gave its rump an accommodating slap to get it moving. The werewolf bristled at that, but was nonetheless lead towards one of the large, overturned crates, which Argus smoothly took a seat on.

			

			
				“Ahh, and here’s my favorite part!” Argus said with a grin. And he reached over and grabbed the werewolf’s member—which was still hard and pulsing despite everything, perhaps throbbing even harder—and pulled. The werewolf gave a surprised snort and fell forward, the chains about his legs tripping him, and he landed across Argus’s lap, neat as you please—perfectly positioned as if for a ritual trip to the woodshed.

				Renley watched, fascinated, as Argus adjusted the beast to his liking, hiking up one of his knees to raise the creature’s rump and lifting its tail out of the way. Much like his front half, the werewolf’s backside was anatomically structured surprisingly like a human’s. Strong, powerful thighs were topped by two round, incredibly muscled buttocks, followed by the dip of a lower back and a broad curve of spine. If not for the additions of a tail and grey fur, it could have been any strapping guardsman hoisted over his captain’s lap for a disciplinary note.

				“And a right hairy set of cheeks ye’ve got, too,” Argus said, resting his hand on one and giving it a firm squeeze. “Perhaps I ought to shave them before commencing with the punishment?” The werewolf gave an indignant snarl at that, but Argus simply laughed. “Alright, alright…”

				With the werewolf positioned properly, Argus took out his silver paddle from its holster at his side and laid it across the twin mounds. Little more than a rounded rectangular slab of metal with a covered handle and holes drilled into its business end, the werewolf nonetheless hissed at just the mere touch of polished silver on its backside. It gave an angry twist, but Argus kept a firm grip on the chains and hauling the beast back into place.

			

			
				“No no, pup. You’re not getting away from this now. It’s time to take the punishment you’re due!”

				And Argus raised the paddle up—and brought it down with an almighty CRACK!


				“YEEEOOOWWWW!” the werewolf threw its head back in shock and gave an ear-splitting howl.


				“Aye, now that packs a sting, doesn’t it!”

				The paddle flashed down again, and once more there was a strident, animalistic cry of raw pain. Renley looked on in amazement. Somehow, despite all he knew on the subject, he hadn’t until this point been truly convinced the title of Werewolf Spanker would be literal. The ‘spankings’ in question would be metaphorical ones, surely. But no, as he watched the flash of silver again complete it’s arc and land squarely across beefy, bucking werewolf rump, Renley knew what he was witnessing. This was a true, bonafide spanking, just like any father might give to an unruly son—if the son was a hulking 8-foot tall werebeast.

				And, to his further astonishment, it was actually working.

				“Naughty, naughty wolf! Resorting to kidnapping to find a mate? A gentleman at least buys a bloke a few drinks first!” Argus lectured as he brought the paddle down relentlessly. The silver ‘blade’ was long enough to cover both cheeks with each blow, and the holes drilled within it were plainly there to aid in cutting down wind-resistance to judge by the remarkable speed with which Argus doled out the licks.

				“Aowww! Aowww!” The werebeast jerked its hips, squirming its buttocks in a show of pain it had never displayed before while braving the guardsmen’s spears. Back then its wounds had healed almost instantly, but now, thanks to the silver of the paddle, the burn lingered even after the implement lifted off from the hard, bubbled surfaces of the werewolf’s rump. As more and more hard swats connected with the furred globes it gave a loud, bellowing roar of defiance, struggling with the chains encasing its powerful arms. “Argh! I will… tear the flesh from your bones for this—!” it threatened. But then the paddle impacted again, driving its hips forward and making it give a squawking yelp. “AAAH!” Its tail wiggled back and forth in agony.


			

			
				“That’s the real reason I leave ‘em ungagged.” Argus gave Renley a wink as he casually hooked a leg over the back of the werewolf’s knees to keep its kicking at bay. “I like hearing ‘em squeal.”

				For his part, Renley could only nod back and give a weak smile. He was too entranced by the display before him to do much else. The savage, brutal wolfman, so terrifying when it had captured him, now served as a demonstration of how quickly tables could turn as it writhed in helpless bondage. Its large muscles were no use whatsoever anymore while it was draped over the strange man’s lap, tail held high and arse squirming. A growing hue of red could be glimpsed through the fur, Renley even saw its beastly hole peeking out at certain intervals, any time its buttocks parted to ‘breath’ before re-clenching from a particularly sound swat.

				“Ahhh! Cursed silver!… It stings!… No… more!” it cried out in rage.


				“Oho, I’ll be the judge of when ye’ve had enough, pup!”

				In contrast to the yelping wolf, Argus looked so strong and in control. He held the much larger beast as if it were a mere child. His jacket removed, sweat gleamed on his hairy, burly form as he labored, like a blacksmith working the bellows. The muscles in his upper body flexed as he continually raised up the heavy paddle to deliver more searing spanks. The paddle itself was like a flare of brilliance each time it flickered in the moonlight. Each swat seemed to be harder than the last, to judge by the werewolf’s increasingly anxious reactions.

			

			
				“Aooowwwww! Owwwwwwww!”

				One more blistering spank brought out the loudest howl yet. At that instant, as if following a script he’d gone through a thousand times before, Argus’s pace slowed. No longer the frenzied rate of several blows per second, he seamlessly switched to delivering firmer, more measured swats. “There there, I know…” he said, his tone surprisingly gentle as he left time between each swat for the sting to truly settle in. “The moon’s call was too strong for ye to fight. Ye couldn’t truly fight it. Not on yer own, not without help… That’s why I came. It’s not ye I’m truly punishing, but the beast inside ye… there there, let it out now…”

				At the hunter’s words the beast seemed to give one last defiant thrash over Argus’s lap, but when that achieved nothing more than yet another silver crack across its sore hindquarters it appeared to finally give in and slump across the human’s lap in submission. Its struggles slackened, and Renley thought he could even hear a slightly mournful moan. He watched as Argus experimentally released his grip on the beast’s tail, then appear gladdened when it remained raised all on its own, still allowing him access to its furry backside.

				“Good, good… Ye gave a merry chase, but now it’s time to pack it in. Don’t worry, ye’ll be worlds happier by the time I’m through,” Argus continued to coax it, his rumbling baritone appearing to have an almost hypnotic effect on the well-punished monster. He felt at his hairy chest, only to realize he wasn’t wearing his coat anymore. He turned to Renley. “Ah, lad… would ye mind handing over the item in the top left pocket of yer coat? It’s the last thing I need to properly tame this beastie.”

			

			
				Renley felt at his pockets and withdrew what was inside. Curiosity overcame him as he snuck a peek. What tool could it be that a hunter of this caliber would rely on? Perhaps a harness of some kind, or an arcane magical device… but no, what Renley clasped in his hand was none of those things. What he held was another item forged of solid silver, large, and in the shape of… a freakishly well-endowed manhood.

				“That’s the one.” Argus beckoned with a twinkling smile. “Give it here.”

				As if in a trance, Renley walked forward and slowly put the dildo in Argus’s hand. What was going on? But the werewolf hunter wasn’t acting as if anything were amiss. Rather, he seemed to be enjoying himself immensely. “And the vial in yer middle right pocket.”

				He took that out too and handed it over. There was some sort of clear liquid inside. Argus removed the stopper and coated the head of the silver cock with it. Clearly a lubrication of some kind. “There we go! This should be just what you need,” he told the werewolf cheerfully, giving him one last rough—though oddly not unfriendly—slap on his bottom before prying the hot, muscular cheeks apart.

				The werewolf seemed to understand what was approaching, and made no move to evade the incoming silver phallus. Rather, it further lowered its head in supplication and then stretched its padded toes. Renley was reminded of the activity he’d seen watchdogs take part in among their own kind. After a battle for dominance, the weaker dogs would submit to the alpha dogs by exposing their necks. This was much the same—except the beast was exposing its very arsehole, allowing the dominant hunter to do with it what he liked. Renley watched the ring of muscle around the anus expand and contract in a rhythm of nervous anticipation.

			

			
				A low grumble emerged from its throat as the tip of the silver head touched, and then it jerked hard at the burning sensation. But Argus held the bound beast still and kept firmly pressing the dildo inside. Renley couldn’t look away as it slid another inch into the wincing wolf. The beast was quivering in erotic agony, groaning as the thing was pushed deeper and deeper into its tailhole. With a blush, Renley became glad the great coat he’d been given also covered himself in the front, for he found himself reacting to the sight as well.

				“Rrrrgh! The silver!… It… Ahhh… !”

				“It burns like hellfire, I know,” Argus said, “But it also feels somehow good, doesn’t it? A sort of pleasure ye’ve never tasted before. Ye lycan’s greatest weakness, pushing its way deep into yer unmentionables. Maybe it’s not so bad after all, eh?” He was grunting with the effort needed to push the dildo in; apparently the werewolf had a surprisingly tight ass. But he raised up a burly arm and gave the beast a sharp slap on its tender cheeks to loosen them, then shoved the dildo in as hard as he could with his free hand while the werewolf yelped in surprise. That final push was enough—Argus looked down to see the massive silver rod inserted all the way up to the base. The werewolf howled at that, rearing up in its bonds and wiggling its ass lewdly. But the dildo was stuck in tight and couldn’t be shaken free.

				And whatever discomfort the werewolf was feeling, it wasn’t enough to prevent it from retaining its enormous, raging, boner.

				Argus reached down to grab the thick organ, and gave it a squeeze as the werewolf moaned at the burning stimulation inside its anus. “That’s right! Ye’ve never felt anything this good before, but nothing can last forever. Prepare to blow, pup!” he commanded, and then he uttered an arcane phrase. Renley saw a rune suddenly light up on the base of the shaft buried within the werewolf’s hole—and then a sort of exultant glow came over the beast’s features. It gave a low, utterly aroused moan, longer than any howl—and came hard all over the floorboards.

			

			
				“OoooOOOooohhhh!”

				Renley was almost afraid to breathe in the aftermath of such a climax. Both man and beast remained where they were, panting from the effort of their exertions. But while the wolf seemed utterly exhausted and had slumped over completely, Argus was grinning in satisfaction. “A good, thick load. Good pup. I knew ye had it in ye.” He gave it a pat on its hind end as it gave a low, lingering growl.

				“Um… wow, that was…” Renley asked, his eyes still glued to the silver rod sticking lewdly from the werewolf’s rump, flanked by two red, well-spanked cheeks. He tore his gaze away and met Argus’s eyes. “I mean—you really taught that monster a lesson. It was going to—”

				“Shhh. No.” Argus held a finger to his lip. “Not a monster at all. Look again.”

				Confused, Renley glanced back at the monster bound over the hunter’s lap. His breath caught in his throat. It wasn’t a werewolf laying across Argus’s knees anymore, but a man! A strapping fellow of perhaps thirty years, dark-skinned, large of body and muscular—though not nearly so much as he’d been as a wolf. It was as if, in the blink of an eye, the beast’s sexual climax had reversed the curse of his transformation. Renley almost had trouble believing it could be the same being, yet he saw by moonlight how red and pulverized the man’s bottom looked, with paddle marks all across the firm spheres, and knew it could only be the wolf. He was now slumbering peacefully, the silver chains no longer causing him pain.

			

			
				“The strain of transforming will leave him out cold for the rest of the day. That and the rather earth-shattering climax he just had.” Argus smiled widely.

				Renley gaped at them both. “So… this is what you do, then. You’re not a werewolf hunter at all! Well, you are, but not to kill them. You catch them and—turn them back. Like this.” He gestured at the lightly snoring, bare-bottomed man. “Like a… reformer.”

				“Well of course,” Argus looked at him as if he were mad. “Werewolves aren’t a bad lot. They just need a bit of correction is all. The moon’s blood, it makes ‘em act crazy, gallivanting around and getting up to all sorts of nonsense.” He gave the man’s back an almost tender stroke. “But it’s all instincts, en’t it? Can’t really help it, the big dumb buggers. That’s why I’m around, put ‘em back on the right track.” He slapped his paddle meaningfully against his open palm, then slipped it back into its holster, its job now complete.

				“But still—” Renley said. “You saw what he was trying to do—what he was doing when you came in…”

				Argus shook his head. “That was all the beast. Ye can blame this gent here if ye want, but if ye ask me that’d be like punishing a man recovering from plague for the hurtful things he said while feverish. Or a drunk for getting into a brawl—but when he was slipped the drink as a mickey or somesuch.” He ran a hand through his hair. “I don’t have a poet’s gift for metaphor, but believe me when I say that, though It may not have seemed like it, he truly didn’t have control over his actions. He was charmed, and acting on an insatiable will other than his own. Simple as that.”

			

			
				“Yes, but…”

				“Not that that completely excuses a man. I’ve seen it before, men who get so wracked with guilt after recovering their senses—the blood of their own family and kinsmen on their hands—that they’re no good to anyone afterward evermore. But luckily, we caught this bloke early enough that he hadn’t taken a life yet. He still had some control—at least for that if not his loins. And as ye witnessed, he hardly escaped without some punishment.” He cupped a hot cheek and gave a light chuckle.

				Renley gave it some consideration. “I suppose then… you’re right,” he said after a moment. “If you speak the truth, it wouldn’t be fair to blame this man for what he’s done. Not if he was a victim of circumstance the same as the rest of us were.”

				“Good man,” said Argus, giving him a firm nod. “Not many could go through what you just did and still manage forgiveness. It shows, whatsit, real strength of character.”

				The guard blushed and looked down. He didn’t feel like he had strong character. He felt like he’d just recently had a huge werewolf dick up his butt, and could still vividly remember the sensation.

				“Hey now, don’t look down when ye’re paid a compliment that’s due to ye. I meant it.”

				He looked up in surprise and met Argus’s crystal blue eyes. They were gazing at him in utmost sincerity. It made Renley’s face turn even redder. “Th—thanks,” he managed to get out.

				The winsome smile that emerged on Argus’s face was blinding. “That’s good! Ye know, I doubt the guards even realize what they have in ye. That captain of yers for instance. Ugh! A load of pompous hot air! But ye! Ye could make an excellent assistant hunter. Maybe even someday become a werewolf spanker yourself.”

			

			
				Renley’s mouth fell open. “Oh, no. I could never—”

				But Argus was already moving on if the subject had never been broached. “Help me untie this lout,” he said, beginning to undo the chains. “We’ll take him home and let him sleep it off. Then we’ll see if he’s spread his curse to anybody else.”

				“Anyone else… ?”

				Argus nodded. “It’s unlikely since I think we caught him in time, but it should still be checked. His sire’s already been caught, at least. Gave him a firm beating just the other day. Now there was a hunt! A full-fledged alpha he was, and a right powerful one. Almost gave me a spanking himself!” He guffawed. “Now that would’ve been a sight, eh? Me bawling and begging across a werewolf’s lap as it hammered my cheeks a blazing red!”

				Renley wasn’t really sure how to respond to that. He settled for awkwardly changing the subject. “You mentioned the captain. Is he… ?”

				“He and his men are a ways outside. Had to practically throttle him to make him understand to wait. Practically gave me more trouble than the werewolf, he did! But I did finally manage.” He shrugged almost apologetically. “I work better without a bunch of armored gorillas getting in my way is all, especially if they don’t follow instructions. Besides, I had the feeling the beastie might be having his, um… way with ye. Figured it’d be less awkward if I came on my own. Ye are alright now, aren’t ye?”

				“Yes, I’m fine. At least, I will be, I think. But how did you track us down in the first place? The wolf carried me through the city so fast…”

			

			
				“Hah! I’m a Werewolf Spanker, lad. Ye think I can’t smell aroused lycan musk from seven leagues in any direction?”

				That explanation made Renley blush even harder, but thankfully the untying operation was almost complete. A few more knots, and the last of the chain fell away and was rolled up into another pouch at Argus’s belt. Argus took a black hood and drew it over the man’s head, before hefting him over his shoulder and standing up. Renley was once again impressed by Argus’s strength. There he was, holding a full-grown man aloft as if it were nothing.

				“Ye can keep my coat for a bit since yer own wardrobe was done away with. This fella will have to go bare-arse, but at least he’ll snooze through the embarrassment. And the hood will protect his identity in case some of yer fellow guardsmen don’t share yer magnanimous attitude.” He grimaced and adjusted the man’s weight, then gave a nod to at Renley. “Ye ready?”

				Renley nodded. “Yes, and Argus… thank you.”

				This time, was it Renley’s imagination, or was Argus the one who blushed? “Hey, already told ye… I was just doing my duty. It wasn’t as if this were a full-grown Alpha or anything. Pups like this, anyone with a bit of silver could set their hindquarters aflame…” Still mumbling, he lead the way to the outside.

				


				* * * * *

				


				“Has there been any word?”

				“Not since the last of that howling, sir. And all those loud, cracking sounds…”

				Captain Roric swore. “This whole business is a crock of idiocy. Letting a man like that do as he pleases, untried, untested, clearly of common birth… It makes true protectors of society like us look utterly absurd.”

			

			
				“Do you think he really did it, though?” one of his soldiers asked.

				“Did what?”

				“You know…” he shuffled awkwardly. “Really gave that werewolf a… spanking.”

				Roric got right up in the man’s face, giving him a searing scowl worthy of the greenest recruit. “Mention such a preposterous idea in my presence again and I’ll have you flogged before the entire corp. See how you enjoy your talk of spanking then.”

				He whirled around and returned to his pacing, letting the man slink off. “Alright, enough is enough,” he finally declared. “I’m going in there and—”

				“They’re coming out!”

				“Oh thank the gods,” Roric rushed over to the emerging figures, eager to know the condition of his kidnapped guard and whether the werewolf still presented a threat to the city. The answer to both those questions would surprise him.

				The first thing he saw was a man’s naked buttocks, muscular and bruised, draped over the shoulder of the werewolf hunter, who was shirtless himself. His eyebrows furrowing at this affront to decency, Roric almost missed the slimmer figure of Renley, a few steps behind and wearing Argus’s discarded jacket. “Renley! Are you alright!?” he asked immediately, clasping him by the arms.

				“Oh, captain! Yes, I—”

				“What a fool thing that was to do! Why didn’t you take cover when that creature came at you?! Do you enjoy being made a laughing stock?!”

			

			
				“N—no, but I—”

				“Think of the shame your family would have felt had it become known you perished due to such sloppiness!”

				“Oi!” Argus intervened himself. “It wasn’t the lad’s fault. It was a chaotic situation. Anything could’ve happened. And once he was cut off from the rest of ye, he handled himself well.”

				Slowly, Roric turned on the hunter, giving him a look of rebuke. From the corner of his eye, he could see Renley glance down, his face flushed. “We can deal with that later then,” he said. “As for you, I suppose you’re going to tell me this is the cause of all our troubles tonight?” he tilted his chin towards the strapping, naked man whom Argus held.

				“That’s right!” Argus replied, giving his big grin. “He didn’t go down easy, but once I had him over my knee he changed his tune right quick.”

				“… And you expect me to believe this is the same monstrous creature that terrorized our city, which we witnessed in his full bestial fury mere hours ago? It could be any common drunk you found in an alley.”

				“Oh, but captain, it is the wolf!” Renley told him. “Argus has a way of turning them back. Of um—taming them! After he spanked him, he did—well, he did a few other things. But this really is the werewolf!”

				“… Hmm.” Roric eyed the two of them. Were they covering for each other, or was there something deeper going on? He trusted Renley, yet…”Very well. Take him into custody. We’ll question him back at headquarters.”

				“No,” said Argus.

				“I beg your pardon?”

				“He’s not yers. I captured him, I punished him. Members of my order have certain privileges in these cases.” Argus looked him dead in the eye, not giving an inch. “As a Werewolf Spanker, he’s my responsibility.”

			

			
				Roric drew on him. “You expect me to give a rat’s ass about an ancient order that’s been in hiding for two centuries, just because—”

				“I do, and I have the backing of yer council on it. Moreover, I expect ye to submit to me as well.”

				“What?”

				Argus pushed his shoulders back and addressed the assembled guardsmen. “I want all the men injured by the wolf tonight to gather ‘round and drop their britches!”

				Many of the soldiers, though they jumped at his commanding tone, gaped at the suggestion. Others were more perplexed and looked to their captain for an explanation.

				“Hunter Argus, what is the meaning of this!” Roric hissed.

				“How do ye think one becomes a werewolf, hmm? Ye don’t just wake up one day huge and hairy and animal. It’s a curse spread by their kind. Ye have to get clawed, or bitten, or roughed up proper by ‘em. Now, how many of yer men do ye think got scratched by our quarry tonight?”

				Roric paled. “You mean—”

				“Aye, there could be a lycanthrope outbreak among half yer men come next full moon, unless ye let me deal with it here and now.” Argus turned away from him and again shouted to the guards. “Ye heard me, boys! Loosen yer trousers. There’s nothing to be embarrassed about; we’re all men.” He slid the hooded man off his shoulder and passed him to Renley. “Hold him for a few moments, would ye lad? This shouldn’t take long.”

				“Right, um—unfff!” Renley gulped as he could barely hold the big naked man in his arms.

			

			
				“But just what do you plan to—and what about Renley?” Roric’s voice dropped. “You told me the werewolf was planning to… mate with him, tonight. Does that not also transfer the curse… ?”

				Argus smirked, and gave Roric a playful smack across the backside. “Don’t be ridiculous, Captain. It’s their bite that spreads the curse, not their semen.” He relished the affronted look he got in response, and then stepped forward to address the gathering men.

				“As I said men, there’s nothing to be embarrassed or afraid of. This is all just a simple precaution.” He briefly explained to them the manner in which werewolves passed on their curse and created others of their kind. Many men looked concerned at that, since in the chaos of the night’s hunt the werewolf had injured many. They grew quiet, sneaking glances at each other. Argus gave a nod. “That’s right. The curse is real, just like the old wives’ tales claim. And all it takes to spread is one little bite. But lucky for ye lot I’m passing through and happen to have just the remedy.” As he spoke, he withdrew the silver paddle from its holster and held it up high so all could see.

				“What’s that for?” one man asked.

				Argus leered at him. “Ye know bloody well what it’s for! Now, I’d like every fella who took an injury tonight to step forward, bend over, and grab your ankles. Then I’ll go down the line and drive the curse outta yer bodies the only way I know how—giving each of ye a sound paddling.”

				“W—what?!”

				“You can’t be serious…”

				“We’re grown men, not teenaged brats!”

				Argus nodded sagely. “Aye, that’s all true. However, let me put it this way. Would ye rather take a little pain now, or cough up hairballs once a moon the rest of yer life?”

			

			
				“But how on earth could that thing help!” Roric demanded, pointing at the paddle as if it were a heathen totem.

				“The moon’s blood abhors silver,” Argus explained, “And in case ye hadn’t noticed, this paddle is as silver as they come. No one really knows how it works, but it does, and in this instance I’m going to guess the reason why won’t matter to most of ye. A hefty dozen pops with this will drive the curse from yer bodies, leave ye right as rain.”

				“… will it hurt?” one man wanted to know.

				“Of course it’ll hurt!” Argus shot back. “Merely touching the silver on ye won’t do much good, will it? They’ve got to be firm, forceful blows. And there’s nowhere better to land ‘em than the backside.” He grinned. “Let’s face it gents, I just described a good spanking. So best to line up now and get it over with.”

				Roric was looking askance, even as his men slowly began to position themselves beside each other and fidget with belts and buckles. “But—surely there must be another way—”

				“There is,” Argus deadpanned. “As long as it’s made from proper silver, a branding iron will also work. We can all troop down to the blacksmith tomorrow morn and watch as he fires up his forge. A sizzling hot poker jammed into yer rear ends should do the trick real nice.”

				“So you’re saying the choice is between submitting to a spanking at your hands or being branded like cattle?!”

				“As ye say. By the by, captain… I can’t help but notice that little cut on yer cheek looks fresh. The werewolf didn’t happen to nick ye when he flew by earlier, did he?”

				The question hung in the air as Roric glowered. His inner turmoil was clearly apparent in his expression. He’d be damned if he allowed this irksome stranger to give him a thrashing in front of all his men. The entire prospect was ridiculous. However, if the threat was real… Roric bit his lip. Despite his rough manners, this Argus fellow seemed to know his business when it concerned werecreatures. If this was a hoax, it was a remarkably involved one. 

			

			
				As they held each other’s gaze, Argus took a moment to lower his voice. “Captain, if it makes ye more comfortable, I could handle yers in private…”

				“No, no. Anything I ask my men to do, I must be willing to show the same fortitude,” Roric said, making his decision quickly. Rather than raise a fuss, the best way to save face here would be to submit and take it like a man, then quickly and quietly put the entire business behind them.

				Without another word, he broke the staredown he’d been having as they’d pitted their wills against each other. Not sure if he enjoyed being the loser in such a contest, Roric silently joined his men who were already undressing. “All right men, you heard him! Off with your armor. We’re going to do this in an orderly fashion, so arrange yourselves by rank! Fresh recruits first!”

				For his part, Argus was grinning ear-to-ear at Roric’s turnabout. “That’s the stuff, captain! Lead by example. I love it!”

				Still holding the unconscious man, Renley gave a blush as he observed. Was this really happening? Was the manly, hunky Captain Roric and all these men really going to bend over for Argus to… spank their butts?

				“Do we have to disrobe all the way?” one fellow asked, flushing, hands at the waist of his smallclothes.

				“Afraid so, lad. Bare-arse licks are the only proper way to handle this.”

				Sighing, the man dropped them, revealing a respectable-sized cock with a large bush, and a round, beefy set of buttocks. Looking him over, Argus gave a grin. “They feed ye fellas well in the barracks, don’t they?”

			

			
				The man flushed as he was inspected. “Not really, to be honest…”

				“Hah! Well, ye’ll do for our first volunteer anyway!” Taking hold of the guard’s wrist, Argus pulled him to an open space and instructed him on the proper way to bend over and brace himself for a paddling, as well as keep his swinging manhood out of the line of fire. “What’s yer name, lad?” he asked, tapping his bottom with the paddle.

				“Umm… Cole.”

				“Well Cole, prepare yerself for a wild ride!” He raised the paddle up and smacked it down hard against the guard’s bare backside.

				“Yow!”

				Argus lifted up, and a rectangular splotch of red could be seen on Cole’s cheeks. Then he connected again, right over the same area.

				“Yeouch!”

				In all he gave the poor guy ten solid swats before bidding him to rise, leaving his backside a crispy all-over red. As he stood there shifting from foot to foot and rubbing his punished bum, Argus asked, “How do ye feel?”

				“Umm, sore.”

				“But less like ye’re going to turn into a werewolf?” Argus pressed.

				“I… guess so?”

				“Good, then! Mission accomplished!” Argus gave him a big grin and another slap to his tender ass, unheeding of the yelp that resulted. He turned to the rest who’d been watching. “All right! Ye saw how it was done, lads. I want the rest of ye to bend over just like Cole did and stick yer arses out good! No getting out of position unless ye want extra!”

			

			
				“Extra?!” one man quailed.

				“That’s right, so no hopping around unless ye want me to give ye something to really hop about!”

				Glancing at each other, the men—some shielding their crotches, others letting it all hang out—stepped up and leaned themselves over, gripping their ankles. In no time at all there was a veritable cornucopia of bare, meaty masculine asses arranged. Mostly human, but there was one dwarf and a couple half-orcs present to break up the monotony. In all about twenty men were bent over in the long row, including Captain Roric towards the end. Renley wasn’t sure who to focus on first. His eyes wanted to drink in the sight as deeply as it could, commit it to memory so he’d never forget it.

				Argus lined his paddle up with the next fellow, rubbing it around on the hairy rear. “And what’s your name, private?”

				“Rogen, sir! Night watchmen!” came the staunch reply.

				“Well Rogen, hope ye can serve the remainder of yer watch standing up!” he said as the paddle sailed down and met the behind with a slam.

				“YOWW!”

				Before each paddling he’d go through the same routine. He’d ask the men their names, then exchange a few jokes and banter as he lined the paddle up with their backsides. Despite themselves, each man was grinning as they prepared to take their licks and then, once it was over, couldn’t truly bring themselves to hate the jocular fellow who’d burned their rears. He just did it so affably, like it really was for their own good.

				“Every fella can use a little heat to the seat once in a blue moon! And just because ye’re not howling at said moon doesn’t mean I can’t give it to ye anyway, and make ye howl for all kinds of other reasons,” he said, demonstrating what he meant by delivering another searing spank to the bottom of a burly, bawling half-orc.

			

			
				“Ahhhhh!”

				There didn’t seem to be any rhyme or reason to the number of licks he doled out. Some guards got an even dozen, while others could get as few as six or as many as twenty. Men who’d already been through the gauntlet assisted by holding down the shoulders of any who were unprepared for the level of pain a good paddling from a Werewolf Spanker entailed. As he worked his way down the line, the number of bent over, bare-bottomed men slowly shrunk, and the number of guards standing around sheepishly rubbing their asses steadily grew.

				One middle-aged man commented how he hadn’t been properly spanked since he was sixteen. “Ye won’t be able to say that again once I’m through with ye!” Argus told him.

				The man grinned. “We’ll see!” and bent over, challenging him to do his worst. A minute and ten whacks later he rose to his feet again, wiping tears from his eyes and grabbing his burning red rear.

				“Well, how’d I do?” Argus asked.

				“Better than even my pa’s leather belt!” the man groaned.

				“Harr harr! High praise!”

				At last it was Captain Roric’s turn. The man looked with distaste upon the scene, but regardless bent over and gripped his ankles like a trooper, sticking out his muscular arse. “Very well, hunter. Give me your best shot,” he commanded.

				“Hmmm, my best shot, ye say?”

				Roric huffed with impatience, feeling a fool. “Yes, that’s what I said, isn’t it? I’ll take anything you have to offer… . I doubt you could do much to hurt me anyway,” he said in insult, thinking to put up a brave front before his men. What a surprise it was for him when he felt the hunter wrap an arm around his waist and, instead of landing a blow with the paddle from there, instead hoisted Roric up and over his outstretched knee.

			

			
				Roric gaped. “You! What is the meaning of this!” he shouted, wiggling.

				“Well, my best shot is delivered over the lap!” Argus told him a smirk, patting the firm backside in its undignified position. “It’s my specialty, ye could say. All us Werewolf Hunters have our favored positions to punish from, ye know. Anyway, ye said ye wanted my best shot, didn’t ye?”

				“Yes, but not if—Yeow!” Roric suddenly hollered as the silver paddle cracked down across his cheeks.

				“Well ye asked for it, now ye’re gonna get it!”

				The assembled guardsmen let out a collective gasp as their captain jerked and let out a yelp, and a stinging mark appeared over his globes. Captain Roric was always so commanding and in charge, but he certainly looked different now. Renley’s eyes in particular were as wide as dinner plates, his pupils locked on the wiggling buttocks of his captain. He’d seen Roric naked only once before, back during a certain incident when an infamous thief had made a fool of him, but that time had had an entirely different feel to it than this. He certainly hadn’t been jerking over a knee, letting out angry huffs of air as his beefy arse-cheeks bucked and burned before half his command.

				“And quite a tight set of cakes ye’ve got back here! No wonder ye get things stuck up them so easily,” Argus told him, delivering another crack.

				“Hmmph! If you’re trying to discomfit me with—rrgh!—banter, it won’t work!”

			

			
				“Oh really?”

				Roric groaned as the paddling intensified. Though he scowled and clenched his cheeks with conviction, he soon had to face up to the reality that his backside was no match for Argus’s experienced disciplinary techniques. In remarkably short time he was wiggling and squirming despite himself as the paddle landed across his reddening buttocks.

				“Ahh! Isn’t—Oww!—that—Nngh!—enough—Ooh!—yet?” he stammered out when the blows easily eclipsed what the others had taken..

				“I’LL BE THE JUDGE OF WHEN YE’VE HAD ENOUGH!” Argus unexpectedly thundered back, giving him another hard whack with his paddle, eliciting a howl from the buck-naked captain. “Now stay still and take yer licks like a man!” He gave a grin and a wink to the men watching him discipline their superior.

				But at last he did, regrettably, stop, and allow Roric up to his feet. The man did so with a choking gasp, immediately clasping his cheeks. As he gave them a rub, the men watching gave an awkward round of claps in his honor, but it only seemed to make Roric more annoyed and he waved them off.

				“Is this business concluded then? We’re all free of the… curse?”

				“Oh yes, quite free. Take my word. The silver of my paddle has spanked it fresh out of the lot of ye,” Argus affirmed, grinning. The rest of the men didn’t look quite as pleased as he did, standing around massaging their well-paddled derrieres. Still, they were glad not to worry about any curses, even if those too embarrassed to visit a healer would surely be performing their duties standing up the next day.

				Argus walked back to Renley. “My thanks,” he said, holding his hand out for the man still slumbering in Renley’s arms. The young guard relinquished him with a blush, noting that Argus barely looked winded, even after delivering not just a handful, but over twenty solid paddlings.

			

			
				It was then that Argus looked down and noticed a curious thing. Renley had a hard-on sticking right out the front of his coat.

				He gave a meaningful cough, and waggled his bushy eyebrows at the stiff thing. Renley seemed to catch on, because he blushed even redder and closed the coat over himself. “Why don’t ye keep that for the night,” Argus told him magnanimously. “Ye can return it another time.”

				He turned to Roric. “As for ye, have the men too injured to make it here tonight pay me a visit as well. I’m gonna be in town for awhile.”

				“Oh?” Roric asked, massaging his sore globes with a wince. “For how long?”

				Argus stole another glance at Renley. “I’d say… just about a month…”

				



			

	






			

			
				Part 2

				


				Renley didn’t know what to do.

				It had been almost a month since the incident with the werewolf, and yet strange occurrences hadn’t ceased happening to him. The first had been the small hairs growing on the backs of his knuckles.

				Alright, so perhaps that didn’t sound so bad, but in hindsight it had only been the start of the strange changes which had gripped his body. Soon after, he’d noticed a more pronounced growth of body hair everywhere on him. His arms, chest, legs, shoulders and back—even places where he’d always otherwise been smooth. He’d had to begin shaving twice a day to keep his 5 o’clock shadow within regulation. He knew he was still relatively young—in his early twenties—but he’d already gone through puberty once. Surely that wasn’t the sort of awkwardness which occurred twice in one’s lifetime, was it?

				His appetites changed. Where before he’d always favored light repasts, mostly of fruit and grains, now he found within himself an irresistible urge to consume meat with every meal. The bloodier the better. He couldn’t go a day without at least a chop of lamb, or it’d feel like he was going mad.

				And hunger wasn’t the only growing appetite.

				He also found in himself a nearly insatiable desire for… his fellow males. Alright, he’d always fancied men. He could admit that to himself, even if not out loud yet. But of late his urges had been becoming far more primal. A marked increase in masturbation hadn’t helped. In fact, it’d been all he could do lately when witnessing his fellow guard and roommate Cole innocently stripping out of his uniform at the end of his shift to keep from jumping on him, bearing him to the floor, ripping all of his clothes off, and helping himself to the tight confines of his—

			

			
				He shivered. He’d never had such lewd thoughts before! At least, not occurring with such frequency.

				Renley didn’t know what to do. Who could he talk to?

				There was only one person.

				Luckily for him, the summons came at a convenient time. That night he rapped on the solid, oaken door. “Captain Roric? You wanted to see me?”

				“Yes yes, come in. Shut the door behind you.”

				Renley stepped into the sparsely furnished office. Much like the man it belonged to, it was entirely utilitarian, with little regard for comfort or sentimentality. A small filing cabinet, a desk piled high with papers, and a stiff, high-backed chair behind it was enough to fill the captain’s needs. Renley knew from experience that the chair even lacked cushions, a condition which had earned it many curses in the aftermath of the man’s spanking some weeks ago. The sole concession to ornamentation was a pair of crossed swords which hung on the wall, and even that was still a martial one.

				Renley wondered what that said about himself, who plainly harbored feelings for such a spartan man. 

				A window stood open, showing a view of the harbor, as well as the shimmering stars and brightly lit full moon. 

				He straightened before him. “Before you start, sir, can I actually speak to you about a few things that have been happening to me of late—”

				Captain Roric held up a hand. “That can wait.” He gestured to a chair in front of his desk. “Have a seat.”

				Mutely, Renley sat.

				The man sat with his hands crossed, then let out a sigh. “How do I begin.”

			

			
				“Sir… ?”

				He held up another belaying hand. “Let me start by saying that I’m doing you a favor. You’ve never truly fit in with us.”

				“Sir? I don’t—”

				“I know you’ve always done your best, but quite frankly that’s just… it’s never been good enough, has it? The training has never taken hold of you the way it should. You grip a sword, but you’ve never truly felt it in your hand. I can see that you’re trying, we all can, but, in the end… I think this will be for the best. Like ripping the scab off a wound so it can heal properly. Or setting a bone, I suppose. One day, when you are in a better place, you will thank me.”

				“Sir—” Renley was shocked. “Are you… firing me?”

				Roric paused. “No, not firing. But, perhaps… an honest look at your prospects is in order.”

				Renley didn’t know what to do. It felt like his world was ending. “But… Captain…The guard is… my life. I’ve dedicated everything to them, given years…” The moonlight felt somehow hot on his skin. 

				“And don’t think it’s not appreciated,” Roric told him firmly. “You have been a great help. But there comes a time in every young man’s life when he must strike out on his own. To really take his fate by the horns. Surely you weren’t planning to remain with the guard forever?”

				Renley had been. Of course he was. Where else would he go? 

				“I know this very nice chap on the council who is in need of an aide. Minister of Agriculture or somesuch. With your experience, it would be a simple matter to secure employment… After a few years you could rise to a position of more prominence.”

				His fingers gripped the chair arms tightly. It felt like everything was turning red. There was blood rushing in his ears, but it sounded like… a song…

			

			
				Roric’s tone turned gentle. “It’s just that… This is a dangerous line of work and I wouldn’t want you to stay where you could be hurt. Your family would never stand for it. Especially after that… incident last month.”

				“That incident?” Renley’s teeth snapped at the words. “You mean when a werewolf snatched me from my unit, dragged me through the city nude and terrified, then just about stole the virginity of my very backside?”

				The captain worked his jaw. “Yes,” he said, “And I’ll thank you not to be cheeky to me. Just be grateful it didn’t also scratch you while it was it. Then things might have become even more awkward.” Roric shifted his bottom in his chair at the memory. 

				Renley’s lips curled. He’d hardly seen Argus since that night. Only a perfunctory meeting the next day to return his coat. The man had seemed distracted, like his mind was somewhere else. Of the werewolf he’d captured there was no sign. Renley couldn’t shake the feeling however, which had only grown stronger with every day since, that… something had gone wrong. He wished Argus had spanked him that night, too. To feel the man’s strength while pinned across his powerful thighs, the bite of his large, callused palm setting fire to his bare-naked, wiggling rear…

				And on the other side, a part of him wished he’d been the one to set his fellow guards’ cheeks on fire.

				“So you’re getting rid of me,” he said. “Not because my work is subpar, but because my family is pressuring you, and because I remind you of the embarrassment you suffered over the Werewolf Spanker’s knee.”

				“Now see here!” Roric thundered, “I am thinking only of you in this—”

			

			
				He stood up and slammed his hands on the desk. “Well perhaps you need embarrassment, Captain. Perhaps you crave to be tossed over a great, hairy lap—a beast’s—and his great clawed hand swat your bum ‘til it’s on fire. Your clothes ripped off, your burning, humiliated buttocks squirming around naked and red, just like a bad, naughty lad’s.” He leaned forward until his face was mere inches from Roric’s wide, startled eyes. “And then, just when you think you can take no more, you’re lifted up and your legs spread wide. Then you’re forced down, sitting right on its hard throbbing rod, to be pounded like you’ve never been before. You see stars as every inch of you is plundered. And the worst part is—once it’s over, you find that you’re the one who shot first, without assistance, because your hole loves it and yearns for more. You’re just a pathetic submissive bitch now, and the beast is your true master. Forever.”


				Captain Roric had gone quite pale, and was regarding Renley as if the young man had grown a second head. “Renley…”

				With an effort, Renley stepped back. The curtain flickered. “I—I’m sorry, captain. I told you, I’ve been experiencing the queerest sensations lately…” He swallowed. What was he doing, saying such lewd things to his captain? Voicing his own lurid fantasies?

				Roric’s eyebrows had furrowed. “Well I should say so! If I weren’t on the verge of sacking you already, Renley, I’d say that display would put you there all on it’s own!”

				“I’m sorry sir,” he repeated. His head was pounding, and everything felt so fuzzy. Red and hot, and Renley had a sudden urgent craving to undress himself, to rip apart his clothes, which he resisted mightily. But in the midst of all that he couldn’t help but notice how enticing the red-faced man looked before him—the tendons in his arms, the strong cut of his jaw—or how easily the loose after-hours tunic which he wore could be ripped away to leave that muscular barrel-chest stripped bare. “I had better go lay down… seek a physiker…” he mumbled.

			

			
				“Like hell you are!” Roric told him, standing.

				Renley started. “Sir?”

				“You speak such outrageous things to me in my own office, and expect to leave without admonition?” He shook his head in reproach. “No. You dared to tell me that I need a spanking. Well, as your captain I have decided that you need one much more. I believe you know the routine. Lower your trousers and bend yourself across the desk.” As he spoke he opened his desk drawer and withdrew a supple leather strap which so many guardsmen’s bottoms knew so well.

				“You’re going to… spank me?” Renley croaked.

				“Was I not clear? Now present yourself for discipline, or so help me I will put you across my knee instead and treat you like the little boy you are acting like!”

				The young guard swallowed, eyeing the strap. Punishment among the Guard was a much more ritualized affair than the spur-of-the-moment blisterings a man like Argus might give out. A guardsman must assume the position and then remain absolutely still as he took at least six hard lashes across his naked arse, sometimes more. The penalties could be for any number of infractions, from falling asleep while on watch to wearing a sloppy uniform, but was always carried out by the highest ranked commander, quartermaster, or senior officer. Most often, that was Captain Roric himself.

				Being rather fastidious in his duties, Renley had never experienced the pain of the captain’s strap himself. However, in his role as aide he had observed on many occasions his fellow guardsmen receiving such discipline, bent over the desk and wincing as their bare rears were thrashed. They would often leave the captain’s office rubbing their welted backsides, unable to stand for the rest of the day. Despite his sympathies, such displays never failed to get Renley excited, and he’d always fumbled for an excuse to go to the privy afterwards so he could deal with the sudden tightness in his trousers.

			

			
				But to think that it would be him receiving such punishment now…

				A sudden growling emerged from him, and to his terror he realized it was coming from his own throat.

				“What is—what—!” he stammered. And then it happened. The Change.

				It started at his feet. The front of his boots exploded outwards as enormous, clawed toes ripped through them. His pants next. Seams suddenly split wide as huge, muscled, and hairy calves burst through the fabric, unable to be contained. The change worked its way up his legs, the sound of shredding fabric growing all the time. It felt incredible and horrible all at once. His massive thighs ruptured the last of them and he was standing there naked below the waist.

				Captain Roric was backing away, his eyes wide. “This—this can’t—!”

				By now Renley was becoming aware of what was happening to him. He was turning into one of them. A werebeast. But how?! Why!? Despite its intentions, the beast had never laid a scratch on him. He’d checked himself over thoroughly afterward to make sure. The only thing the creature had done to him was… stick its cock inside him…

				A cock much like the massive one now hanging unbearably heavy and stiff between his legs.

			

			
				“Rrrrrrraaaaaarrrrrrrrrgh!” he snarled, stumbling in his confusion, before rearing back as another wave of agony struck him. His upper body was emerging just like his lower half had, his incredibly large and muscular chest bursting through, the buttons on his formerly smart uniform popping one after the other as his torso spread, bulged, expanded, hair sprouting everywhere—no, not hair, fur—his shoulders ripping apart the jacket still clinging to him, his biceps sprouting into view as everything stretched and tore…

				“No! This can’t be!” Roric had run to the swords hanging on his wall and drew one from its place of honor. Holding it in a shaking grip, he brandished it at the monster, ready to strike him down.

				Smirking contemptuously around suddenly huge canine teeth, Renley backhanded the blade away with a huge, clawed fist.

				“Always… wanted…to take… your… arse…” he growled in a voice not his own. And yet it was his own. Everything was so confusing. All Renley knew was that he felt an incredible hunger, a need to dominate this foolish little man who’d been so quick to judge and wag a finger… this pathetic little sack of meat who was only here to sate his desires. He was a wolf, and all other creatures were but prey for him to feed on. His meals.


				“No!” he heard the meat shout, and it made a scramble for the door. But Renley was on him first, sinking his teeth into his shoulder—not enough to break the skin, not yet, just to hold him—and shredded the overshirt from his body with strong, sharp claws. He was pleased to find his prey wore no undershirt beneath. His flesh looking so soft and inviting, he longed to bite into the warm, scrumptious muscle right that instant, rip and tear… but not before satisfying another urge.

			

			
				His gaze drifted lower, and another jerk of his claws shredded the meat’s pants to reveal his round and quivering backside. Only a smattering of red hairs covered them, a far cry from the dark rug which now covered the wolf’s body. The buttocks looked so delicious, firm enough to sink his teeth into… or to ram his cock inside.

				“Your arse… is… mine!” he told him. It took an effort to even form words, but it was worth it to see the panic that flooded his prey’s eyes.


				Something was telling him to stop, that this wasn’t right… but it was dim, far off in the distance. He didn’t have to listen to that part of himself anymore. Not now that he’d found his true self underneath the weak skin. The man in his arms was begging as well, for both his life and his virginity, but in all honesty Renley could barely make out the words. He was too busy making use of his new, expanded senses, listening to an array of sounds he’d never been privy to before. The air rustling on his fur, the smell of sweat and fear assaulting his nostrils, the taste of sweet morrow—it was like his entire range of senses was opening up, giving a new spectrum of sensation that had always been just out of reach but which he could finally tap into.

				But they weren’t enough to catch the whistle of the silver paddle hurtling at his rump—until it was too late.

				“YEAAAARGH!” he roared in pain as a sudden fire seemed to explode across his arse. It rocked him forward, knocking the nude captain to the side and himself to the floor. Rolling over with a snarl, he looked up—and was shocked to see Argus.

				


				* * * * *

			

			
				


				Argus wasn’t shocked when he looked down and saw Renley—albeit twisted into a beastly, wolfish form. He’d been dreading this moment since the first night they’d met.

				“Sorry lad,” he whispered, “Looks like I was too late for ye once again.”

				Then the beast was up, howling, reeling at him with a giant clawed hand. Argus didn’t take it personally. He knew that Renley was serving other masters now. There were no thoughts of consequences in him, only instant, aggressive gratification.

				Well, Argus could teach him consequences.

				He side-stepped the wolf as if it were a charging minotaur, and threw a loop of chain over him. The silver strand cinched neatly around his upper body and caused an immediate reaction, with Renley jerking at the touch as it bit into his beefy pecs and arms. He tried to grasp the chains and throw it off, but yelped at even touching them with his fingers. By that point Argus was behind him, finishing the first of the 72 Ritual Knots of Binding. He grabbed his wrists and quickly utilized pressure points to drag them behind his back, and tied them as well before they could cause any more mischief. All the while the wolf snarled and thrashed in his grip, his big boner standing straight as a steel rod.

				“Raaurrrgh!”

				“You! What are—” Roric asked, dragging himself up naked from the floor.

				“We’ve got to stop meeting this way, captain!” he told him with a lop-sided grin, throwing more chain around the bucking wolf.

				Roric looked at him as if he were insane, then scowled fiercely. “You’ve got some explaining to do!” he said. Remembering himself, he folded his hands over his crotch. “First of all, how the devil did you get in here!”

			

			
				Argus jerked a thumb at the open window in explanation. “Nice of ye to let in some night air. Also provided the perfect vantage for eavesdropping.” He staggered back from a sudden hard kick Renley gave him, then lunged at the beast, wrapping his arms around his neck. “I’ve been—ungh!—keeping tabs on young Renley here since the night he was buggered. I heard the discussion ye and he were havin’ in here. I heard him transform. I heard him—gah!—rip the pants off ye. Lookin’ good, by the way.”

				The captain merely appeared exacerbated as he looked on, waiting for a chance to assist. But Argus seemed to have the situation well in hand—literally, as he’d gripped the werebeast’s heavy balls and, with the application of some pressure, managed to bring the creature to its knees, where he threw yet more chains around it and tied them tight. “And now the worst of my fears for him have been realized. Poor bugger. So if ye’ll excuse me, I’ve got a job to be doing. Ye don’t mind if I borrow yer desk, do ye?” Without waiting for an answer he brushed the high stacks of papers awaiting their captain’s signature onto the floor, then hurled the giant form of Renley across it.

				The desk almost splintered under the weight, especially when Argus leapt up as well, straddling the hairy beast with his knees as he finished tying him down. Luckily, only the first ten of the seventy two knots were truly required to immobilize a werewolf—the rest were merely decorative. A few more impromptu binds to lash him down in place and, even though Renley raged under him all the way, by the time Argus was done he was as helpless as a baby.

				“Murrrgh,” he gurgled through the chains wrapped around his snout.

			

			
				Argus looked him over, making sure the rigging was secure and that the beast couldn’t break loose in a moment of heat. He fought against the urge to congratulate himself when all was in order. This was only a pup on the first night of his transformation, barely suitable practice even for a novice. He just hoped his skills weren’t getting rusty, so frequently going after the new blood rather than the alphas who were the true cause of the problem. In all honesty, he should have already moved on to other hunts.

				But… he owed it to this one, to undo the damage that had been done.

				“What are you doing now?” Roric demanded as he withdrew his paddle from its holster.

				“Ye’ll work it out,” Argus said, lining up the instrument. The broad, muscular backside quivered, all its hairs standing on end at the silver’s touch. To his interest he saw that Renley was squirming even before the first wallop. Did he have a residual memory of the last time he’d seen a beast get paddled?

				It was actually quite an attractive rump. While Renley was ordinarily a slender thing, as a wolf he was delightfully beefy, with two round, dense slabs of muscle for buttocks. But they still looked almost perky despite their great size. His fur was dark, with lighter shades of white and gray serving as highlights on his chest, arms, thighs, and even emerging from the crack of his arse. It was as if a bullseye had been painted around his hole, directing where to aim. The thought made Argus grin.

				“This desk is where ye were gonna whip Renley anyway, eh? Only fitting then that it’s used instead by me,” Argus said off-handedly, drawing the paddle up high before bringing it down with a stern WHACK!


			

			
				From the corner of his eye he saw Roric jump at the slamming impact, but that was nothing compared to the wolf, who reared back and let out a shriek like a banshee. A fiery mark was left across his hard buns, which were clenching up a storm from the sting. Whatever discomfort the silver chain bindings caused him, it was nothing compared to what a silver paddle brought.

				“Captain!”

				“Captain, we heard a loud commotion and came as soon as we… could…”

				Argus turned to see two guardsmen in the doorway, looking in with the wide eyes. To be fair, the place was a wreck after their scuffle. But Argus got the feeling that the men were more taken aback by their captain standing there fully naked, and with a big werewolf wiggling over the desk with its hairy arse raised up for punishment.

				Roric blushed bright red at the condition he’d been found in, but covered for it with an angry reproach. “You two! It’s about time you got here! Where have you been!”

				“We were just—on patrol, captain—”

				“Well get back to patrol! I want a full sweep of the area! Report back to me in twenty minutes or I’ll have both your hides!”

				“But captain, don’t you need assistance here… ?” one of the men quavered. He weren’t sure where it was appropriate to look, so settled for staring at his bootlaces.

				Roric glared at him, just as the next shockingly loud THWACK! of Argus’s paddle nailed down on wriggling hairy buttocks. The wolf’s howl easily matched it in volume. “AROOOOOOOOOOO!”


				“The situation here is well in hand. Now, unless you’d care to join our captured beast across my desk, I’d hop to it!”

			

			
				The men snapped a flustered salute. “Yes, captain!”

				Argus could barely contain his snorts of laughter as they practically fled back the way they came. “No need to be so hard on the poor sods. They were only concerned for ye.”

				Roric just huffed, while he looked for something to cover himself with. “You do your duty, and I’ll do mine.”

				The hunter shrugged and turned back to his charge. “As ye say.” The werewolf was still tied down, still snarling through its gag, and still wiggling its rump in consternation. There were two red marks across its burly cheeks, but Argus was intent on adding many more. He hefted his paddle and began to spank with abandon, truly laying into the furry flesh.

				Locating some curtains, Roric was able to lower them from their pegs and wrap them about his midsection. “This late, those two should be the only guards on duty at least, so there’ll be no further interruptions.” Looking back, he was suddenly struck by the sight before him. The werewolf was letting out a yelp with each mighty crack across its flanks, wiggling frantically as the licks came faster and faster, harder and harder. He was a far cry from the beast which had assaulted and ripped the clothes from him in so ghastly a manner.

				Noticing his audience, Argus couldn’t resist throwing the captain a wink. “Still think I’m a sham?”

				The man flushed and tightened the fabric around himself. “I never truly thought you were.”

				“Oho? Could’ve fooled me!” 

				Another sound CRACK! of silver met hairy rump. “Aaarrrrhghhh!”


				“Hmph, well, perhaps when we first met—but you later proved yourself an adept punisher, if nothing else,” Roric said, repressing the urge to rub his own backside at the memory.

			

			
				“Hah! I went easy on ye and yers. But this now, this is going to be a real spankin’,” Argus said, stepping back to admire the color he’d already brought to the werewolf’s cheeks. He reached out and gave them a pat, feeling the heat. “Wolves like this, they can take a real beating. Don’t need to hold back. Don’t need to go easy. Just give yourself room for a wide swing and let ‘em have it!”

				Roric looked at him in shock. “You forget, sir,” he said stiffly. “This “wolf”, as you call him, is one of my men. One of my very important assets.”

				“Yeh? Well, it seems to me ye weren’t placing much value in him before I stepped in,” Argus told him sharply, landing another crack.

				“Rrraooooh!”

				Roric choked at the audacity. “You dare to speak to me in such a—”

				“I do! And if ye’re not careful I’ll do to ye just what ye threatened to do to yer men. Toss ye right over the desk alongside this wolf—who by the way is still your man, even if ye’re too dense to ever see it—and blister your bottom just as red as his and leave ye crying like a babe!” Seven or eight more harsh cracks met Renley’s round rear, making him howl once more and thrash about in his knots. Argus threw the paddle aside and gave the beast one final slap with his calloused palm. “It’s only out of respect for him that I don’t, so be grateful.”

				The captain didn’t know what to say to that, especially dressed in just a curtain, so simply clamped his mouth shut and stood with his jaw clenched. Whatever the methods, Argus seemed to have made the beast submit. It was laying over the desk now, panting, but with its tail raised in surrender. He watched as the hunter reached under the werewolf and, shockingly, took hold of his cock. Roric was then astounded to see the beast’s member hard and dripping in Argus’s hand. Could he not will himself down due to his transformation? Or had the paddling actually aroused it?

			

			
				“Normally at this point I’d use one of my special tools to finish the job. Polish him off all proper-like so he gets a nice send-off,” Argus said conversationally, “But I figure they might leave a churchlady like ye truly traumatized, so I’ll make do with just my gods-given hands instead.” He was stroking up and down on the big cock, using quick, sure motions. The beast gave a moan and wiggled itself in—pleasure? Its tongue was lolling out of its mouth, and it had a certain downcast tilt to its eyelids which somehow reminded Roric of…

				“Heat,” he said. “He’s like a dog in heat.”

				“Of course he is,” Argus said. “He was plannin’ on screwing ye proper-like, wasn’t he?”

				Roric gave a brief, distracted nod. Even though he’d witnessed the transformation himself, he was having difficulty believing this bestial creature could be Renley. That swollen shaft looked so large and thick, so… inhuman. And yet the color of its eyes as it turned its head and looked at him, it was still—

				The gush of cum which splattered across his desk was like a fountain.

				Argus wiped his hands on his trousers. “There we go. He took to it better than most. Didn’t even need to finger his hole!”

				“F—Finger?!” Roric snapped back to himself. “Now see here, I don’t know when your rights to the hunt gave you license to engage in your vile predilections, but—”

				“Oh shush, ye overstuffed peacock. Look again.”

			

			
				The captain looked down and gave a sharp gasp. The werewolf before him was—changing. Hair retracting, snout gently pulling back, muscles ebbing, and claws shifting into fingernails. Another few instants, and it was Renley again. The young man was slumped over, exhausted, in a puddle of his own semen. Roric held his breath, and after another moment heard a snore escape the youth’s lips.

				“Renley… so he is…”

				“Aye, he’ll be fine after he gets some rest. It’s the only way to turn them back, ye see, when they’re in heat like that. They get so turned on, they’ve got to let loose somewhere, don’t they? A lot like all young bucks I reckon, hah!” His smile faded and he gave a cough when Roric did not join his laughter. “Anyway, better against yer desk than inside yer rump, I’d imagine.”

				Argus picked him up, and set him over his shoulder. Renley’s buttocks still glowed red from their paddling at the hunter’s hands.

				“Do I have your word,” he asked seriously, “That ye will not accuse or punish this lad for anything he did while a beast?”

				“… you do,” Roric said, after only a momentary hesitation. “Even I could see that he was clearly… not himself.”

				“I wouldn’t be so sure of that,” Argus said with a smirk. When he caught the horrified look that emerged on Roric’s face, he gave another booming laugh. “Oh no, I don’t mean all of it! He was clearly under the influence of unstable madness fueled by lust, as all werebeasts are. But the affection he holds for ye… I’m afraid that part was all too real.”

				The captain looked at him in confusion. “You mean he really…”

				The hunter shrugged. “Part of him, aye. He’s young. Probably fantasized about plowing yer backside for years. The beast that came out took hold of that, used it to silence his protests. Like dangling a carrot in front of a horse, except your arse was the carrot.” He gave another grin at Roric’s disgusted look. “Well, I can’t account for taste. It’s shapely enough, true, but when the man attached to it is so stodgy…”

			

			
				“But if that’s so… it must have made what I did to him even more painful.” Roric looked consternated. “And to go for so long without saying… If I had known…”

				“Then what? Would it have made a lick of difference?”

				“… perhaps not,” Roric said at last. “But perhaps him leaving truly would be for the best then, if it will spare him the pain of rejection.”

				“Then, ye mean—”

				“Yes. There is no place for him here after he has become… what he is.”

				“Ye won’t even give him a chance to redeem himself?”

				“I’m sorry. The other men—they wouldn’t work with a beast.”

				Argus’s lips curled. “Perhaps it’s not the men’s prejudices, but their commander’s.”

				“Take it as you will. I’ve made my decision.”

				“I see,” Argus snorted. He hefted the body slung over his shoulder. “Some might call his strength an asset, but very well. I suppose we shan’t return then. I’ll hide the truth from Renley when he awakens so as to spare his feelings. However…” And he looked the guard captain full in the face. “Next time there’s a werewolf loose in Armorear… I expect ye to be able to handle it yerself.”

				“… I’m sure with what we’ve learned from you, we’ll prove up to the task.”

				“Good! Your mistake tonight, by the by, was trying to spank the werewolf before he transformed. Common beginner’s slip-up.” He gave a pat to Roric’s behind and then then carried Renley from the office.

			

			
				


				* * * * *

				


				Following the events of the night, Argus had brought Renley back to the abandoned storehouse where he’d first rescued him as a place for them both to rest. The young guard couldn’t exactly stay in the barracks anymore. The place hadn’t changed much since the incident, only now with more crates splintered, and with broken glass lining the floor. There was a stain where the werewolf had come onto the floor. Ignoring all that, Argus had wrapped Renley in an old blanket he’d found and set him to bed. But he hadn’t realized that, on waking, it’d seem to Renley as if he were waking to the same nightmare he’d thought ended.

				Which, in a way, he was.

				“It’s just… you said that lycanthropy spreads through bites or claws—like wounds that get infected. You said! So I don’t understand how—how I could be—” The memory was dim from the night before, but what he could recall made Renley shake. The way he’d behaved… and towards Captain Roric!

				“Ah, yes… I’m sorry, lad. That old wive’s tale is a myth which we Spankers go along with, as something to keep the general public at ease.”

				“But why? And how does it really spread then?”

				“Their spunk,” Argus admitted simply. “I’m sorry lad. I’d hoped I’d made it in time on that night, but some of his pre must’ve made it into ye before I got there. One drop is all it takes.”

			

			
				“But, you didn’t say anything…”

				“I didn’t want to frighten ye in case I was wrong. But I stuck around, kept tabs on ye, watching for signs and waiting for the next full moon. When—if you changed, I would stop ye before ye hurt anyone. And I did. It was all I could think to do.”

				Renley nodded, massaging his stinging butt. Argus had certainly stopped him alright. He could probably calculate the exact placement of each and every hole in his paddle by the marks left on his bottom.

				“Thank you. For stopping me.”

				Argus looked uncomfortable at that. “It wasn’t nothing. Just doing my duty.”

				Renley nodded, sat back, looked around the dirty floor. A long moment passed. “And now my life is over,” he said to the dust.

				Argus was on him in a flash. “Yer life isn’t over.”

				“It is! How can it not be, when I’m—this!”

				Argus looked at him closely, captured his chin and then turned his face to the side. “Ye look fine to me.”

				“Yeah, now. But that’ll change once a month.”

				The hunter cocked a grin. “Even then, it might surprise ye to hear, ye looked surprisingly good. Ye made a handsome wolf.”

				Renley just groaned and shoved him away, then cradled his head. “What will my family think—?!”

				“If they love ye, what ye are shouldn’t matter to them.”

				Renley rounded on him. “Of course it matters! Don’t you see? Everything matters! What you are, who you know, what you do, who you do it with! Everything means something, and if you do nothing, well, that means most of all!” Sighing, he crumpled to the floor, wringing his hands. The hunter stood, looking down at him. 

			

			
				“Ah.”

				“What do you mean, ‘ah’.”

				“Now I understand why the sixth son of an upper crust family trying to buy its way into the nobility stayed with the city guard, rather than working at something more lucrative.”

				“The guard has a very good reputation—”

				“—if ye’re a lunk, aye. But ye? Ye’ve got brains. Ye had many opportunities to advance to other posts. But even last night, when ye were offered a position with a councilman, ye didn’t want to leave.” He poked a finger at Renley’s chest. “Deep down ye don’t want to satisfy yer family, yer city, even yer captain—nobody but yerself.”

				Renley looked away. “Maybe once I was in, I was just too scared to leave.”

				Argus shook his head and helped Renley to his feet. “Nay. Ye might’ve been there for the wrong reasons, but they were yer reasons. And just because ye’re not with them anymore, doesn’t mean ye can’t make something of yerself, in ways ye never dreamed before. Now c’mon. Enough wallowing.” He frog-marched Renley out of the warehouse and into the sunlight.

				“Ah!” Renley shielded his eyes. “Where are we going?”

				“To see a friend.”

				“Who is…”

				“Ye’ll see!”

				They trudged through the city streets for a time, heading towards the craft district. Soon the din of hammering, sawing, and other assorted noises of workers became omnipresent. Crowds of people were milling about, either browsing the stands or picking up commissions. Renley felt odd walking among them, like he was a dangerous creature who shouldn’t be around the unsuspecting. In fact, why was he roaming free? Shouldn’t werebeasts be imprisoned? Or…

			

			
				… put down?

				“How’s the backside, by the way?” Argus asked him.

				Renley started, then flushed. “If you must know, tender.”

				“Good!” A sudden sharp slap met the seat of his pants. He yelped and shot him a hurt look.

				“Ow!” he said, rubbing his ass.

				“The heat may keep ye grounded. Anytime ye feel like ye’re getting lost, or thinking around in circles, focus on that. Something real.”

				“Thanks,” Renley said drily, but as he walked along, giving his backside further furtive rubs, found that he was sinking into his dark thoughts less, too preoccupied by the aching of his buttocks. Could Argus actually have a point?

				… No, that’d be too crazy.

				“Here we are!” the man announced, throwing his arms wide. Renley looked up to see a blacksmith shop’s sign swinging in the breeze, the strikes of hammer on metal drowning out all other noise.

				“This is the place? Do you need some… horseshoes?” he asked, puzzled.

				Argus just laughed and stepped inside, Renley following behind. “Horuk! Ye daft scoundrel, where are ye hiding… there ye are!”

				The man beating a searing red hunk of metal on the anvil looked up, sweat covering his brow. He was a big man, muscular and dark-skinned, with short-hacked hair and sporting a goatee. He was wearing a thick blacksmith’s apron, but was shirtless underneath to let the top of his chest breathe. His muscles rippled as he set down the large hammer and tongs and straightened up to his full height.

			

			
				Then he grinned broadly.

				“Argus! You stinking sack of horse manure! Where the hell have you been! You disappeared on me!”

				The man stepped deftly around the anvil, and he and Argus embraced like old friends, slapping each other on the back and laughing. Renley just stepped back to stay out of the big men’s way.

				“Sorry Hor, I had some business to take care of last night or I’d have tried to be here for ye.”

				“Oh, don’t worry about that. I managed well enough once you told me what to do… But business, eh? Don’t tell me, you had another furry tail to whip?”

				“As a matter of fact—yes!” Argus separated himself from the smith, and put his arm around Renley, drawing him forward. “Horuk, I’d like ye to meet my good friend Renley.”

				Horuk put out his hand to shake and it practically engulfed Renley’s. “Put ‘er there! Any friend of Argus is a friend of mine. He really saved my bacon last month, so I owe him that much at least. Let me just clean this pig sty up and we… can…” His nostrils seemed to flare as he caught a whiff of Renley’s scent, and then he stopped, his grip tightening around Renley’s hand. “Argus, this fella is…”

				“Aye,” Argus told him. “Just had his first shift last night.”

				Horuk relaxed. “So that means you were his business then, eh?” he asked, giving Renley’s hand a proper shake. “Knowing Argus, you’re probably still sore. Want I should fetch ya a cushion? Or there’s an ice enchanter somewhere hereabout, hah!… wait.” He looked up at Argus. “Last night? So that would mean it’s the first since…”

				The hunter nodded. “Everyone’s memory of their first time fade, so it’s natural ye wouldn’t remember him very well. But yer suspicions are on the mark. Renley is yer scion.”

			

			
				“Oh…” Horuk turned back to Renley. “Gosh, I’m really sorry man. I… I didn’t know what I was doing. I was just so wrapped up in—”

				“What are you guys talking about?” Renley asked in confusion. “Scion? What is…”

				“Why Renley,” Argus interrupted him with a hearty laugh. “Don’t ye recognize Horuk here?”

				“Wha—no, how could I—?”

				“Because he certainly got to know you quite well during your first meeting.”

				Renley looked up at the muscular smith again in puzzlement—and then his eyes grew wide. “You’re him!” he shouted. “You’re the wolf!” He backed away, pointing. “You’re the beast who… who…”

				“… Yes, I am.” The muscular man awkwardly rubbed the back of his head.

				“Now Renley, no need to be skittish. He’s not a wolf now, is he?” Argus wrapped his arm back around him. “And we’re all friends. I’ve been helping Horuk here in the month since his change.”

				“Yes, but…” He looked up at Horuk, reflexively baring his teeth. But the other man was looking at him with genuine concern. His eyes were gentle and brown. Renley took a long, deep breath and forced himself to relax. “Sorry,” he said at last.

				“It’s alright,” said the smith. “It was a shock for me too, the first time.”

				“I’ll say!” laughed Argus. “When ye woke up from yer nap, all big strapping-naked and red-bottomed, ye were in such a state—I thought ye were gonna to run out right into the city street to give yerself room to breathe, clothes be damned!”

			

			
				“That might be why I didn’t, um, recognize you right away,” Renley said with a slight blush. “I’m not used to seeing you this way. Dressed, I mean.”

				The big man just gave a groan, and blushed himself. “I feel like you’ve both got me at a disadvantage now! You’ve seen me in my starkers and we’ve only just met!”

				Renley found himself smiling. The man was big, and loud—but it was a merry sort of loud, and Renley felt that he could trust him. It was the same sort of feeling he got from Argus, really. But his next thought made him frown. “Wait, but—how?” he asked. “Last night the full moon was out, but if you were here… You’re a werebeast! How did you stay in the city and not hurt anyone?!”

				“That’s what we came for ye to see, lad,” Argus told him, giving his shoulder a squeeze. He looked to Horuk. “Do ye still have it in?”

				The man blanched. “Well you told me to, didn’t ya?”

				Argus twirled his fingers. “Let’s have a look-see then.”

				“What—right here?!”

				“Why not? We’re the only ones around.”

				“Well—because it’s bloody embarrassing, that’s why!”

				“Oh just do it. Ye’re talking to the man who gave ye a bare-arse blistering and then milked ye dry of seed as an introduction.”

				Horuk heaved a sigh and then turned himself around and put his hands under the hem of his apron to fuss with his trousers. “Fine.” His broad, brown back was to them, flexing with muscle. “This is how he always is,” he said over his shoulder to Renley. “Don’t give an inch to this sod, or he’ll take a mile.”

				“Hah! And ye’ll bloody love it!”

				The blacksmith just rolled his eyes and then, with a downward push, shoved his pants down to below his buttocks. Renley, already gaping at the man’s powerful back, then got an eyeful of round, meaty arse. While he’d previously seen Horuk’s backside as a wolf, in his human form it was just as impressive, if more compact and much less hairy. It was so hot working the forge that each naked cheek glistened with sweat, and something in Renley longed to give them a thorough cleansing with his own tongue.

			

			
				The urge surprised him with its intensity, but it wasn’t the man’s dimpled globes which were truly meant to be the subjects of attention. As Horuk leaned himself over the cold steel of the anvil to give them a good look, Renley saw that there was something between the cheeks. There was a flash of silver, just inside the hole.

				“Is that—”

				“Aye, one of my tools to render werewolves into submissive pups, lodged right inside Horuk here. Just a little silver cock, but that’s all it takes.”

				“Little?! It felt like it was splitting me open when I first put it in!”

				“Oh hush. Ye should’ve seen the one ye took as a wolf.”

				Renley’s head was spinning. “So—wait—you’re saying that—putting one of these in—on the night of a full moon—it’ll keep you from—”

				“From changing, yeh,” Horuk told him. “Not that it doesn’t have its drawbacks. The lustful urges still come full-force. I must’ve drained my balls five times over last night, but my piece still wouldn’t go down. That and plus, y’know, it’s just pretty humiliating keeping a rod of silver jammed up your arse for a whole night every month…”

				“I don’t care!” Renley cried out. He turned to Argus. “Do you have another? Will it keep me from changing, too? Can I have it?”

			

			
				“Hah! Calm down, lad. I gave my last to Horuk here, but not to worry. He’s a smith, ain’t he? I’m sure he can craft us another.”

				“What, you think silver like this grows on trees?!” Horuk protested. At a mild growl from Argus though, he blanched and quickly added, “But since it’s really my fault you’re in these straits to begin with, it would be my honor. Shouldn’t be too hard to cast another of these.”

				Renley looked between them. “Oh, thank you… thank you both so much…” It startled Renley very much to feel tears running down his face. “Oh… I’m sorry…”

				“Hey, don’t worry about that!” Horuk said with a big grin. “Serves me glad to see my work making someone’s day. Don’t see that too often cobbling together horseshoes and nails. Guys like us, we can’t do much in this city covered in fur and fangs, after all.”

				“No…” Renley said, but was too overcome by emotion to say much else. Horuk seemed to understand that, and went to gather some of his tools and stoke the forge.

				“By the way Argus, just how long am I supposed to keep this fool thing in?” he asked, gesturing at his backside.

				Argus was grinning broadly. “Ye could have taken it out as soon as the sun came up!”

				“What!” Horuk went and gave him a slug on the arm. “You blaggart! You told me to wait until you arrived, just to be sure!”

				“Yarr, but I didn’t think ye’d actually do it!” The hunter was howling with laughter now, and the beefy blacksmith gave a groan as he reached around inside of himself to remove the lewd silver capsule. “Because of you I’ve been having to keep my apron on all day,” he said, wincing as he slowly pulled it free. “Damned thing’s been keeping me stiff as a board every time I move. Can’t have the customers seeing that…”

			

			
				


				* * * * *

				


				“There, ye see? It won’t be so bad.”

				“Perhaps. I mean, if I don’t need to change…”

				“Don’t think it’s some sort of miracle cure-all though. Silver can disrupt the lycan’s blood, true, but ye need it inside of ye before every full moon and kept in the entire night, otherwise the change takes hold just as hard. Worse, even. And if ye should happen to lose the phallus, or it’s stolen from ye, well ye may have to think fast to find a replacement before the next moonrise…”

				“That’s alright. At least I have a chance now.” Renley said, feeling the silver dildo inside his pocket as they walked down the busy market street, its silver ridges and veins under his thumb, so carefully inscribed by his new smith friend. “Before I had this I would’ve had to… to find someplace to live where there’d be no people around, so that I wouldn’t accidentally hurt anyone. Either that, or…” He just swallowed, unwilling to finish the sentence.

				Argus swept another arm around him. It felt like he’d been doing that all day. Probably because he had been. “I’ve said it before, lad, and I’ll tell ye again. The way ye think, the process that drives yer decisions… Ye always put others above yerself. It shows real strength of character.”

				“Yeah, well…” Renley looked away, his face heating again. “Oh! But Argus, one thing still doesn’t make sense.”

				“Oh? What’s that?”

				“If you knew that werewolves don’t spread their curse through bites or scratches, but only through intercourse, then… why did you paddle all the guards who Horuk had injured!?”

			

			
				“Oh, that!” Argus gave a great, booming laugh. Then his voice dropped low. “Because it was funny.”

				Renley stared at him. “Funny?”

				“Oh, aye! And it was a great way to blow off some steam, both for me and for them, though they may not admit it quite as readily. But spankings are good for a lot more than just taming werewolves, ye know. Ye’d be surprised at their wide use of applications!” He gave another rumbling laugh. “But those boys deserved some licks anyway for letting their guard down around a dangerous supernatural creature. The few pops I gave ‘em faded by their next payday. So no real harm done, and perhaps a lesson learned.” Argus eyed him. “And ye can’t say you didn’t enjoy seeing that captain of yers getting it, did you?”

				Renley swallowed, recalling the sight of Captain Roric’s beefy bottom turning red under the hard, fast paddle swats. It was a mental image he’d brought himself to climax over many times while in the relative safety of his barracks bedroom, late at night after the candles were blown out. But thinking of it now just made him think again of the captain’s dismissal of him, and of the Guard whom he would miss.

				“There there, it will get better, ye’ll see,” Argus told him gently. “Just look at Horuk! A scant few weeks since his lupine encounter, and he’s doing grand! Better than ever! Ye’ll be just the same.”

				“Well, easy for him to do that,” Renley said bitterly. “He’s self-employed, and no one knows what he is except you. He didn’t lose his job, or—or get shot down by the man he’s had a stupid crush on for the last five years, or… or all sorts of other horrible things. All Horuk has to do is keep a silver dick up his butt every thirty days and he’ll be fine. But me, I’m probably about to be disowned by my family next. They won’t even hear about me wanting to sleep with men, you think they’ll be happy when Captain Roric reports to them that I’m a monster? I’ll be lucky if I’m not kicked out onto the streets. That’s if they even finish listening to him before they… before…”

			

			
				Renley was seeing spots before his eyes and he couldn’t control his breathing. It was too fast-paced, like he was drowning and had to fight for every inhalation. “… I… I…”

				“Oh for pete’s sake.” Argus looked about, before taking hold of him and dragging him into an alley. Once there, he sat himself on some broken furniture and set Renley across his knee, then hauled down the back of his pants.

				That was enough to snap the young man out of his panic attack. “Wha—?!” he gaped, his still reddened ass-cheeks bared to the world. “What are you doing!?”

				“Giving ye a bit more grounding.” Argus raised his palm high, then let it fall onto the perky globes.

				Swat!

				“Ow!” Renley gave a wriggle. “Oh c’mon! Haven’t I had enough?!” he whined plaintively.

				Argus shook his head and put a hand against his back to still him. “Calm down, just ride it out…” And he started to dispense more swats. They weren’t at all in the style of his previous punishment spankings though. They were slower, allowing the passing of several heartbeats between each blow. And, though they stung, they weren’t hard enough to make Renley cry out past that first slap. Instead there was something almost… gentle about them. It was like there was a warmth suffusing into his body through the hunter’s hands, centering on his upturned rear.

			

			
				Renley’s red butt squirmed and flexed in the open air of the noon-day market, but by the time the spanking was over he felt oddly calm, like he’d been centered once more. All his muscles were relaxed, and he simply hung limp over the man’s sturdy thigh.

				“There. Feeling better now?” Argus asked.

				“Oddly enough… yes,” Renley said, blushing as he felt the hunter stroking his re-heated cheeks. “How were you able to—?”

				“I told ye that spankings could be good for many things,” he said with a chuckle. But the time for relaxation wouldn’t last. Argus gave him another spank, harder this time to awaken the pain imparted to his butt. “Now then! On to business!”

				“Ouch! Wha—?”

				Another spank turned his question into a yelp. “First of all, ye’re not going to back to your family.”

				“Yow! I’m not?”

				“No. Ye make them sound like bad people.”

				“Well… they are. Ow!” Renley jerked reflexively as another hard swat nailed his buns.

				“Good that ye agree then. So, ye’ll be coming with me instead.”

				“With you? But—”

				“No buts! Other than the obvious kind.” Argus chuckled as he landed yet another firm slap. “Ye’ll be my assistant, and—well, assist me in my duties. There are still many werewolves to find, ye know, and two hands are always better than one.”

				“But Argus, I’ve never done anything like that before—oooh!” He started to kick under the torrent of vigorous smacks which met that observation.

			

			
				“Are ye kidding? Ye’re already a natural! And if ye don’t like it, we can just call it a temporary position. Until ye find something else. Well? What do ye say!”

				Renley lowered his head down, unwilling to meet his gaze. “I say… alright,” he mumbled against his leg, face flushing nearly as red as his bottom.

				The hunter nearly dropped him to the ground at that. “Ye mean it?! Ye’ll help me out!?”

				He gave a hesitant nod. “Yeah, I mean it. You convinced me.”

				The big man gave a whoop of a cheer. “Spectacular!” He landed one last tremendous swat to Renley’s tender globes in celebration, and the young man gave a yowling buck of surprise. “Oops, sorry about that!” He grinned an apology and set the young man on his feet so he could grasp his swollen rear.

				“Oh, but there’ll be so much to teach ye! Don’t worry though, it’s easy to pick up. Most every werewolf is really just a big pup on the inside. They’ll follow anybody they see as their alpha. Ye’ve just got to show them that that alpha is ye. But it’s not hard, once ye get the knack. Oh, this’ll be grand! Ye won’t regret it!”

				Renley couldn’t help but laugh at how excited the big bear of a man had become, talking over himself. “Okay, okay! I’m sure there’ll be plenty of time to teach me everything you need.”

				His new boss slung an arm around his shoulder and squeezed him tight. “Damn right there will! Come on, I’ve heard about a new werewolf sighting just a few day’s travel to the south. If we hop on the next trade caravan now, I can show ye some techniques on the way.”

				Grinning to himself, Renley let the man lead him out of the alley, pulling his trousers up along the way, and towards the start of the market square. The sun was shining, and he had a new life to start.

			

			
				“Alright, but I just hope you won’t be demonstrating any of those techniques on me.”

				“Hahah, well I can make no promises there, lad…”
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