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Part 1



“And that’s the proper way to spank a werewolf!”

A final blistering swat landed across the bucking cheeks. Renley looked down upon the great beast. Fierce and defiant when the punishment had began, it now mewled pathetically across Argus’s strong knee. Its bushy tail was angled up high out of the way, and its rump clenched and shuddered from the burning touch of the silver paddle resting across it in the aftermath of the brisk and fiery beating. Indeed, Renley wouldn’t have been shocked to see literal plumes of smoke rising from those hairy buttocks after a spanking like that. To his own chagrin he knew firsthand exactly how painful—and at the same time, oddly rapturous—it could be to receive one of Argus’s hard punishments.

He cleared his throat. “I know, Argus. This is the third werewolf I’ve watched you punish this week, remember?”

“Ahh, yes, of course. Say, Renley, would ye mind passing me my—”

Renley already had the butt plug in hand, lubed up and ready to go. He handed the polished silver, fashioned into the shape of an overly large male endowment, over to his boss.

“—thank ye,” Argus said graciously. He took the tool of his trade and pried apart the beefy, hairy cheeks of his prisoner before jamming it indelicately into the beast’s hole. The werewolf gave a jerking spasm at that, as well as an unbecoming squeal. Bound as it was though in heavy silver chain there wasn’t much else it could do in reaction. Not that it was likely to anyway—the beast was already showing signs of submission from the spanking it’d taken. Its tail remained raised, and it was facing straight ahead rather than growling over its shoulder in anger. Even inexperienced as Renley was in the art of taming werewolves, he could tell when one was silently acknowledging another’s dominance over itself.

True to form, the werewolf was soon moaning and salivating as Argus worked the dildo in and out of its muscled arse, unerringly seeking out the creature’s pleasure spots. “Aha!” The hunter was rewarded when the beast sprang the fullest erection Renley had yet seen on one. It was already leaking pre-cum like a spigot. He looked away with a blush, intently studying some nearby tree bark rather than witness such a brazen display.

“Hey now, none of that,” Argus remonstrated him, “Pay close attention. This is part of the job too.”

The younger man sighed. “I know, I know, it’s just…” He glanced back and saw the werewolf quivering in barely-contained ecstasy, practically humping the man’s lap it was slung over. The mixture of pain and pleasure from the silver mold inserted into its center was too much for it to bear, just as it would be for any other werebeast that ran wild. None could handle such adroit application of their greatest weakness. “I suppose I just feel second-hand embarrassment on its account. I was in that same position myself only a few short months ago after all…”

“Aye, that ye were. And what a sight that was! One of the most luscious beasties I’ve ever had the pleasure of disciplining.”

Annoyingly, Renley blushed again, even deeper, at the reminder. Was Argus without shame, to speak so openly of such things? Still, the more Renley travelled with him the more he understood that Argus held no tolerance for taboo, either in speaking or in action. And he’d grown to even admire him for it.

It seemed like only yesterday Renley had been one of the preeminent guardsman of Armorear, aide to the captain himself. But that had been before a werewolf had gotten loose in the city and turned his life upside down. It’d kidnapped him from his unit under the light of a full moon and made to ravage the sanctity of his virgin backside. Argus had been the one to rescue him that night. He’d burst into the scene and taken the werewolf down with a speed Renley had scarcely believed, then paddled the creature raw until it’d howled for mercy. If Renley hadn’t seen the man’s methods work before his very eyes he’d never have credited how effective they could be.

Unfortunately, the rescue had come too late. Moments before being pulled out of Renley, the werewolf had deposited a mere drop of semen inside him. That had been all it took to impart its foul curse. The next full moon Renley experienced the painful release of turning into a werewolf himself, and he went on his own rampage. His target was the very captain he’d secretly adored for years. Again, Argus came to his rescue, albeit this time by binding him tightly in silver, bending him over the captain’s desk, and giving him a paddling that made him bawl—then giving him the most earthshaking orgasm of his life.

Unable to remain with the guard afterward due to his new lycanthropic ‘condition’, Renley afterward fell in with Argus when the man offered to recruit him as an assistant Werewolf Spanker. It was a position he found unusual, to say the least. But Renley was the sort of man who couldn’t help but throw his full effort into any craft he pursued. Since then, he and Argus had hunted down over a dozen werewolves together. Each had been a great, hulking, snarling monster, but he’d assisted the affable man in spanking them all.

Argus was an expert at his craft. He made it all look easy. A tug on the right rope, a twist of his wrist as he slapped down the paddle, and just about any beast would cream itself in submission… or so Renley imagined, at least. It didn’t help matters that the hunter was devilishly handsome, in a rugged, masculine sort of way. He was the sort of man who could be described as a man’s man and not feel at all self-conscious about it. Striking blue eyes gazed out of a friendly, bearded face that was always beaming with smiles, and the buckles of his greatcoat were left undone daily just to display his perfectly sculpted upper body. Renley could only dream about the rest of him. It was really quite distracting.

Taking a quick glance back, he watched as the werewolf finally achieved climax and shot a thick, sizeable gush of spunk down into the patch of wild weeds by Argus’s boots. The hairy beast sighed in half-lidded satisfaction and then, before Renley’s very eyes, began to change. Its hair receded, its snout retracted by degrees, and its tail disappeared entirely into its lower back. Very soon the wolf’s shape was overtaken completely by that of a slumbering naked man who appeared to be of half-elven descent. He was perhaps fifty years old, lithe but well-built. Without being told, Renley quickly fetched a poultice and knelt to dab it gently on the fellow’s red, hot, and undoubtedly sore rear-end. While he did that Argus uncircled the chains from about him.

“Another one saved from the curse.”

“Aye, not bad for a day’s work.”

Being tamed as a werebeast and shifting forms from the heady rush of orgasm was exhausting. The man, whoever he was, would remain asleep for the remainder of the day. When he woke, they would assist him to the nearest town, fetch him food and clothing, offer what advice and solace they could… then question him closely about just where he’d picked up his lycanthropic curse.





* * * * *





“We’re closing in. I know it.”

Renley nodded as he followed along behind the marching hunter. “The last few werewolves we caught had been turned months ago. But the one from yesterday was only, umm, ‘taken’ last full moon.”

“We’re close. So close I can taste it.” Argus was walking doggedly and with great purpose, far different from his usual easy-going gait. The tails of his greatcoat billowed behind the harsh thumps of his boots.

“And you still think only one werewolf is making all these others?” Renley asked breathlessly as he rushed to catch up. “Ummm, an Alpha, you called him?”

The man’s eyes glimmered. “Aye. But not a mature one. This is nothing more than a stray dog wandering the countryside and taking what it pleases. It doesn’t want to start a pack of its own, but simply sow chaos.”

Renley struggled to understand. “So you mean—that’s normally what Alphas do? Start their own packs?”

“Right. Alphas are natural leaders. Other werewolves sort of…” Argus gestured vaguely. “…do what they say. Sometimes that’s a good thing. A proper Alpha can keep a large pack under control so they don’t run amok. Keeps ‘em in line so we don’t have to. Understandings can even be reached with them on occasion, if they’re particularly civilized. But more often they turns already vicious beasts into even nastier ones. Under a unified command the wolves start making use of group tactics—feints, decoys, flanking and the like. It makes hunting ‘em a whole lot trickier.”

“But—Argus, wait.” Renley was panting from the strenuous pace and falling further behind. He had to stop to take a breath. “Hold on. Wait. I’m still not sure what an Alpha really is.”

The hunter stopped in his tracks and looked back at him appraisingly. Not for the first time, Renley was struck by how wolfish Argus himself could seem when he chose. His eyes were hard and steely. But a moment later he broke into one of his bright smiles and was himself again.

“Sorry lad, I forget sometimes that ye’re still new to all this. Alphas are just the top dog among wolfkin. They’re like other werewolves, but… more so. They’re bigger, stronger, faster, meaner. Smarter, too. More… dangerous. They’ve given themselves wholly over to the beast within. But, perhaps for that reason, their human intellect shines through more than for any other of their kind too, even when on all fours. They no longer need to grapple with their inner beast, y’see, because they’ve already given themselves entirely over to it. So they’re sharper. More focused.” He raised a finger to cut Renley off from interrupting. “Their intellect, I said, not their morals. In that sense they can be even more savage than their wild kin. They thrive on pain, and on blood.”

Renley gave a shiver. “That sounds horrible.”

“Oh, it is!” Argus agreed matter-of-factly. “But that’s not the worst of it.” His voice dropped, and he set his jaw. “The real thing that sets an Alpha apart is that, unlike other lycans, they’re always a beast. They never turn back to their human forms. It doesn’t matter how many whacks with a silver paddle ye might give ‘em, or if you make ‘em spurt cum until their balls are bone dry. They’ve lost the battle to their wild side so utterly and completely that they can never return to their original shape. Perhaps they don’t even have an original shape anymore to turn back to. They’re just Alphas, the lords of the beasts.”

His mouth agape, Renley stared at him. “But, that’s… awful!”

“Indeed.”

“But then… what do you do with them? If you can’t turn them back to their human shape and redeem them… then what do you do?”

Argus looked dead ahead. “What needs to be done.” He again set out, leaving Renley to follow behind as best he could.

The lad did so, concerned. He’d never seen Argus so oddly driven. Even while tracking lesser wolves he was always quick to make a jest, or relate a bawdy story. But this time he seemed so grim. Was the man keeping something from him?

“Oh, but don’t get me wrong. A good spanking is still effective, no matter the offender. We’ll just have to work a mite harder to make the lessons sink in, is all.”

His tone was back to relaxed, but Renley remained troubled. “Could that happen… to me some day?”

“What’s that?”

“Could I become… an Alpha too?”

Argus froze. He turned around and looked Renley square in the eye. “I don’t know. Do ye think ye have it in ye?”

Renley wouldn’t meet his gaze. “I don’t know. But, I mean… even with the remedy you gave me…”

“The silver phallus that ye plug yerself with every full moon to keep from transforming into a slavering monster that’ll try and screw the nearest piece of beefcake ye sniff out, ye mean?”

The former guardsman flushed hard. “Yes. Thank you. That. Even with it, I still sometimes feel these urges. Even when I’m myself, or when there’s no moon out, I—I might see a hare, and long to give chase. To hunt. Or a… a… man,” he blushed even harder to admit it, “and want to—um—hunt him, as well. Run him to exhaustion and then bring him down, before… you know.”

“Before having yer sordid way with him?”

Renley nodded, not trusting him to speak.

Argus laid a hand on his shoulder. “Look, ye’re still within the first few moons of your transformations. This is all still new to ye. And to me too, I’ll have ye know. But I’m sure such feelings are natural to have, especially for a young buck like yerself. I know I had my share of waking fantasies when I was yer age! So don’t worry so much, aye? It probably just takes a few months for yer body to normalize itself. And if ye ever do get out of hand, well.” He grinned and flexed an arm. “Me and my paddle will set ye to right.”

Renley sighed, and fought the urge to rub his backside. “Gee, thanks.” Though he thankfully hadn’t wound up over the man’s knee again since leaving Armorear, the memory of Argus’s palm colliding smartly with his wiggling bare buttocks still felt fresh.

“If ye don’t mind me saying so, Renley, I feel like what this is really all about is that ye’re still somewhat frightened of yerself—of what you’re capable of, as a wolf or otherwise. Well, ye shouldn’t be! So ye have a huge hairy monster locked inside ye which longs to burst free every full moon and take the arse of every man in a five mile radius. It sounds bad, sure, but everyone’s got problems. Why, I knew a man once who’d been held captive by a tribe of centaur. Ye know the phrase ‘hung like a horse’, aye? Well, ye should have seen his backside when he finally escaped. Stretched wide as a ship’s mast, it was! Ye could have fit an entire gnome family in that crevice! Luckily we had a healer on hand, so he was back to walking after a week’s worth of solid prayer, but still…!”

The worried young man remained silent as Argus laughed uproariously at his own joke. But when the hunter realized it wasn’t provoking similar mirth from his companion he let out an embarrassed cough. “Er, sorry.”

The two walked in an awkward silence for a time. “So… any man in particular?” he finally broached.

“Eh?” Renley looked up in alarm.

“The ones ye look at and feel these… these wolfish urges in yer loins. Anyone I know?” Argus smiled, then gave him a teasing nudge with his elbow. “I saw the way ye were looking at that handsome barbarian sellsword in the last village we passed through. Well, I can’t fault yer taste. He’s better than the last man ye had yer eyes on, at least. Still, I believe he’s married so ye’d best check with his mate before having a dalliance. But, if ye’d like, I could act as yer middle man and—”

“No,” Renley said quickly. “No, it’s not the sellsword. Um, would you excuse me? Nature calls.”

“Eh? Ah, of course.” Argus stood by and waited as Renley trooped down an incline and into some nearby bushes.

Once there, the young man groaned as he undid his trousers to free his straining erection. Every day it got like this. He couldn’t help it. Possibly due to his newly enhanced libido, but ever since joining up with Argus he’d had to take to jerking off three or four times a day simply to avoid jumping the hunter whenever the man’s back was turned. Renley wasn’t sure if it was due to his more sexually ravenous lycanthropic nature, or if Argus was simply that attractive to him. Probably a mixture of both. But the urge got worse the closer the moon drew to fullness.

Renley sighed. Typical for his sorry life. Any man he fell for was destined to not even notice him. And in the unlikely event they did, they certainly wouldn’t reciprocate.

He eased a finger into himself, holding back a moan while he did so as not to alert Argus as to what he was really doing. Last thing he needed was for the man to troop after him to investigate any strange noises. But, the thought of that happening only aroused him further still.

Moments later he came hard into the shrubs. He took a moment to settle his breathing, then cleaned himself and buttoned his britches back up. He’d see if he could make it to evening before needing to ‘relieve’ himself again, but he doubted his chances while Argus continued to be so friendly towards him and the front of his coat remained unbuckled.







* * * * *





That night, they heard wolves howling.

“I can’t tell,” Renley mumbled to him. “Are those the sound of normal wolves, or…?”

By the dying embers of their campfire he could see Argus shake his head. “No, it’s our friend. Trying to make enough clamor to fool us into thinking he’s a whole pack. But I can tell.”

Renley’s heart raced to know their objective was so close that they could actually hear its roars echoing out over the wooded valley. At first the howls had sounded mournful, but the more he listened the more it seemed there was a strange aggression to them as well. “Do you think he knows, then? That we’re following him?”

“Any true animal knows when it’s being stalked. It’s a sixth sense, the hairs on their hackles… and our friend is enough of a beast that… Yes, he knows.”

“Won’t that make him more dangerous?”

The smile that Argus sent him was almost feral in its intensity. “Oh, yes. Much more.”

Renley swallowed again, growing apprehensive. Argus’s fervor continued to trouble him. He tried to concentrate on something other than the wild, keening cries. But then he just became uncomfortably aware of the moonlight shining down on him. It seemed to be arousing him even more than usual. He shifted his erection guiltily as another howl washed over them. Renley wondered suddenly how his own werewolf sire, the blacksmith Horuk ,was doing back in Armorear. That man also suffered under the werewolf curse. Did he have these same sorts of problems, and if so, how did he deal with them?

Then Argus was suddenly up on his feet. “It’s getting closer.”

“What?” Renley stumbled up himself.

“It’s tracking us somehow. But how? It wouldn’t be the smoke, they avoid fire. Unless…” Argus froze. “Renley—do ye have an erection right now?”

The young man blushed bright red. “What?”

“An erection. Ye. Right now. Do ye have one?”

“I—I don’t see what business that is of—”

Argus pursed his lips and stalked over to Renley and stuffed his hands down the front of his trousers. It elicited a squeak from the younger man. The hunter groaned as he gripped a straining boner. “Of course! Ye’re a werewolf too, even when ye’re not transformed. Ye’ve still got the pheromones. It can smell them for miles. It’s coming this way because it think ye’re a potential mate.”

“A—a mate? So you mean it’s coming here to—”

“To ravish ye, yeah.” Argus gave him a half-shrug.

“Well that’s—that’s just grand!” Renley threw his arms out. “How many rampaging monsters are going to be doing that in my lifetime, then? Should I just hang a sign over my backside saying ‘Free to Enter, but only if you’re a giant evil werebeast’? Is it me? Did I do something to deserve this? Is it the way I dress? Is it—”

But Argus only gave a great booming guffaw. “Oh, settle down, lad! Don’t worry, I won’t let the creature get at yer perky rump.”

“I… you think it’s perky?”

“In fact…” Argus ignored the interruption as he mulled the matter over, stroking his beard. “Perhaps we can even use this to our advantage…” He looked Renley over, and the corner of his mouth quirked up into a wry smirk. “Yes… yes, this could do very nicely.”

Afraid to ask what the man had in mind, Renley simply gulped.





* * * * *





“Argus? Are you sure this is a good idea?”

“Of course, lad! What could possibly go wrong?”

“Well…”

Renley looked down at himself. He was stark naked, standing in the middle of a large clearing with all the brush cleared away so he couldn’t be missed. Scattered around him were several rope traps which Argus had hurriedly set up. There was also a coil of silver-weave rope wrapped around both his ankles, its trail slung over a sturdy branch high above his head and its end gripped in Argus’s sure, steady hand, who hid in a nearby bush.

“Not to worry, lad. Ye make the perfect bait. The beast’ll be so entranced by yer good looks that he won’t even notice the traps ‘til they’re sprung on him. And if he does somehow manage to get through to ye, I’ll just give a good heave on the rope and ye’ll be yanked straight up that tree, safe as daisies.”

The former guardsman swallowed. “It’s not that I doubt your word. It’s just that, um… being treated as bait isn’t especially dignified… and did I really need to take off all my clothes?”

Argus hooted with quiet laughter. “If ye’re after some dignity, ye’re in the wrong profession!”

Renley glared at him. “I really don’t see what’s so funny. If our positions were reversed and you were the one who had to wait around naked for a werewolf to come around and molest him, I doubt you’d be so jolly.”

“Maybe not, but then I’m not the one whose tail he’s interested in, now am I?” The man grinned. “Now hush. Yer gentleman caller will be arriving at any moment if that last howl was any indication.”

The young man grimaced and folded his hands back over his groin. Inside his chest his heart was racing. While he trusted Argus and owed him his life, this was undoubtedly a dangerous gamble. What if the werewolf didn’t fall for any of the traps they’d set? What if Argus wasn’t quick enough with the rope and the creature made it to Renley and had its… its way with him? The young man bit his lip and tried not to think about such possibilities, while at the same time striving to ignore the arousal which suddenly pulsed even harder between his legs. It was the fault of the moonlight, nothing more. The silverweave rope also itched terribly against his skin.

Another howl pierced the night.

“Almost here now…” Argus hissed lowly.

Renley nodded, and his jaw tightened—as well as his buttocks. Whatever came, would come.

But then Argus shot up to a stand. “Shit!”

“What is it?”

“It’s coming from a different direction than it should—from downwind! It’ll scent me out unless we mask my presence somehow…” Argus cast about for something to use, then stopped and gave Renley a wild look. “Quick, jack yerself!”

Renley’s jaw dropped. “You can’t be serious!”

“The scent of lust is the most overpowering thing to a werebeast’s nostrils. So long as ye fill the air with yer musk there’s no way it’ll detect me. No need to actually shoot yer load, just play with yerself a bit. And be quick about it!”

“But I—I can’t! Not in front of—!” he spluttered.

“Oh for the love of—” Argus sighed in exasperation before pinching his temples. “Renley, it isn’t as though I haven’t already seen ye with a shaft of silver lodged up yer rear,” he said patiently, “Besides, ye’re already hard as a steel rod. I can see it from here.”

That was true enough, but Renley was still torn at the thought of doing such a lewd thing in front of the other man. He chewed his lip as his fingers slowly wrapped around his length, his natural modesty battling with his desire to help.

Argus suddenly grinned. “If it makes the decision easier, I’ll return the favor to ye and put on a show of my own once this werewolf is caught.”

Face hot at the implications, as well as at what he was doing, Renley merely mumbled an unintelligible response as he stroked himself. Luckily it was an easy task. Despite his shyness, he’d already been stiff just from the moonlight all over his nude body. His first change had been brought about by an absolute release of his lustful inhibitions. Likewise, he’d felt a similar siren call every lunar cycle since, as if the moon itself was pulling his dick skyward. He grasped his hardness and began to jerk himself rapidly, letting out a slight moan at how quickly his body got caught up in the act.

He wondered if Argus was watching him, and what he might think of what he saw.

With a start, he realized he was actually already approaching climax. The moonbeams had made him more randy than he’d realized and it’d taken hardly any effort at all to reach the edge. In an effort to stave off the approaching orgasm he slowed down his strokes, letting his breathing level off. But then a shiver went down his naked spine.

Somehow, he knew that the Alpha had arrived.

At first all that was visible was the searing glow of a single yellow eye. Then its great black bulk became apparent, blocking out any view of the forest behind it. The beast stalked out from the trees with its hot, steaming breath fogging the air, and its large taloned feet digging into the hard earth with every step. It was far grander and more fearsome than any werewolf Renley had ever seen. It stood on two impressive and muscular hind legs, studying him from across the clearing. Renley did the same, paralyzed in fear. 

Then the werewolf cocked its head, as if confused. “The moon is bright and you are of my kind, yet remain in the weak flesh of a human. Why?”

Renley started at the snarling timbre of its voice. It sounded so strong and commanding. And, shockingly, Renley felt his cock jump at the sound. He shivered but felt himself drawn to answer. “This flesh is mine, and I feel safe within it. The wolf-fur is chaos, disorder, amplified rage and swollen, turgid desires which originate from a place not of myself. I fear what it would make me do.”

He stopped, enthralled by the sound of his own voice. He’d instinctively responded in the same growling, biting and guttural language as the werewolf, but it had never sounded so sweet to his ears. It was almost like a poem had been drawn out of his throat by the larger werebeast’s presence.

The werewolf threw back its head and let out a great howling laugh. “Fear? To be a werewolf is never to fear again. You are the hunter! Embrace that power. Yours is the teeth and the claws, the night and the… conquest.” At that the great Alpha rubbed its own member, which Renley suddenly saw was frightfully erect. “It is your rightful place. Take it!” Its eye then flickered down to the rope wrapped around Renley’s ankles, and it frowned. “Have you been caught in a trap, brother? Is your captor the same being who has entrapped you within this web of lies you so freely parrot back?”

“N—no!” Renley said, switching back to human speech because he somehow, instinctively, knew that if he answered in wolf-tongue he’d be compelled to speak honestly. And then Argus’s position would be given away right then and there. Instead he backed away, trying to ignore both the clouding of his mind and the throbbing in his dick. Was this the power of the Alpha which Argus had warned him of? This compulsion for Renley to obey it without question—even while untransformed? He bit his lips weakly. “No one has entrapped me.”

The werewolf peered closer at him, and took a step, and Renley saw that it was a scarred creature, with claw marks all down one side of its face and across its enormous muscled chest. Its fur was so dark it seemed to be part of the shadows themselves. “Then be truthful with yourself. You fear your true shape, yet here you wait for me in welcome with your man-clothes discarded. You feel the moonsong run hot in your blood just as I do. It tells you the time for mating is upon us. The rush of perfect pain where I sink into you and we thrash together in the night as one.”

Renley bit his lip as his cock became even harder under the Alpha’s strangely dominating spell. He had to distract the beast long enough for Argus to approach. But at the same time, something about acceding to the Alpha’s wishes was incredibly appealing. And wasn’t it possible to, in fact… do both? “Yyyyes,” he heard himself stutter, and then he said it again in the language of wolves, more surely. “Yes. Make me yours. Be my Alpha, and teach me the pleasures of the rut. Couple with me. Breed with me. Take my hole and make me howl at the stars—”

He turned around and bent over, even as part of him was shocked at what he was doing and saying. But this was part of the plan, wasn’t it? The words had come to him unbidden but they still felt right, like this was the way things should be and he’d simply overlooked it before. Of course he needed a strong Alpha to show him his place, to guide him in the way of the wolf. He’d been around other werewolves since his transformation, but it’d never felt like this. They had just been pups, as new to their power as he was to his. But this Alpha was different. He wanted to give himself completely over to the beautiful, scarred warrior beast, body and soul.

And the urge to change was becoming too strong to resist.

Memories of Argus, of the plan, all fell away from him as he braced himself and raised his tail in invitation to the larger male. But no, no, he didn’t have a tail yet… did he? Hairs were growing on his arms, and he could feel the canines inside his mouth enlarging. If he didn’t have a tail sprouted already, he soon would. And then the handsome and powerful Alpha would take him beneath the moon. Afterward they would lope through the forest together. Perhaps they would build a den for themselves, and hunt the flesh of both deer and men for their pleasure—

Something on his ankles was burning and itching fiercely. With an annoyed growl, he slipped his legs out of the silver rope loop and kicked it away.

With a start, he suddenly remembered the traps that Argus had laid. The approaching Alpha was about to step directly into one. Renley suddenly snapped at him, snarling, “No!” Hurtling himself at the other werewolf, he slammed into him and knocked them both out of the trap’s range. It sprang up a moment later, silver ropes serrating the nearby ground. If the Alpha had taken the final step he would’ve been caught and helplessly bound by those cords.

The Alpha’s eyes widened as Renley fell across its body, their powerful chests pressing against one another and their snouts almost touching. “Brother, you—!”

“I am sorry! This was all a trick! I knew from the start, yet still I deceived you!” Renley was nearly choking with the urge to apologize and supplicate himself to the stronger wolf. He worked his way down the Alpha’s corded stomach and then to its crotch, where the cock still stood thick and erect. “I’ll make it up to you…” he mumbled, taking the hard dick in his maw and lathering it with his tongue, just as a subservient should. It was so large he had to stretch his jaw to engulf it. Beautiful. So thick and meaty. Yes, he would pleasure his Alpha, then faithfully serve him for the remainder of his days…

“That’s quite enough of that.”

The Alpha looked up with a jerk, and Renley turned his head as well, his mouth still stuffed to the brim with hard dick. His eyes narrowed at what he saw. The hunter Argus stood there, paddle in hand and his jaw set. “That’s enough, Renley,” he said evenly, “Come away from there.”

“You… I know you, human,” the Alpha told him, “You are the one who—”

“Aye. Ye do know me. But that was long ago. Renley, away! Now!”

But the Alpha’s hold on Renley was strong. The great beast snarled at the newcomer, and then took Renley’s shoulders and raised him up from worshipping its arousal. “If you truly wish to prove your loyalty… now is your chance,” it told him with a nod towards the hunter. Understanding flickered over Renley’s
wolfen face, and then he nodded. They would share Argus between them then. The Alpha would take his preference of hole or mouth, and Renley would occupy the other. They would make it a night to remember, a true victory for their kind.

“Very well,” Renley said to Argus as he rose onto powerful and muscular hind legs. “I will come away… and put you in my place!”

“What?” Argus actually looked shocked as the werewolf sprang at him. “Renley, no—urgh!” He was cut off by the overgrown monster bearing him to the ground. He landed hard, but then his training took over. In a heartbeat he’d seized Renley’s large wrist and applied a pressure point to twist it behind the werewolf’s broad back. At the same time he juggled the hairy beast so that its chest was pressed down to the ground, which in turn raised up its midsection—now hoisted over one of his knees. In mere seconds he’d pinned the werewolf over his lap for a spanking. “We don’t have time for this, Renley!” he shouted as he brought his paddle up over his head and then slammed it hard across the broad furred rump.

“Aooooowwwww!!”

Renley’s eyes suddenly snapped wide. “A—Argus?!” he stammered, looking up to see the man whose knee he was straddling. A simple touch of silver had evidently been all that was needed to return him to his senses, and he flushed bright red at the memory of all that had occurred. Shame battled with pragmatism as he struggled to explain himself while also scrambling off the lap. “I—I tried, but couldn’t stop myself! He was so—”

“I know. Just get clear!”

He never got the chance. The massive Alpha, realizing that Renley was no longer under its sway, snarled and advanced to grab him by the scruff of his neck then tossed him aside like a rag doll. Renley landed in a naked heap, already reverting back to his smooth human form but still with an impressive hard-on. “Ungh!”

The Alpha tried to grab Argus too, but the hunter was too swift for it. He tucked and rolled forward under the beefy legs, then came up on the opposite side of him. He drew his paddle back to give the Alpha a fierce swat, but that time the monster proved too fast. It twisted around to deflect the silver tool with a swing of its claws.

“When my kin did not greet me in his true form I knew something was afoot, but you are merely that hunter!” The werewolf leered in arrogant delight. It spoke in the human tongue now, but still with a savage bite in its voice. They circled each other, both looking for an opening. “It’s been years, hasn’t it? Well hunter, once again your trap is sprung. But can you handle what you’ve caught? You had some difficulty last time…”

“I won’t be repeating those mistakes again. And ye of all people should know that I’m not just any hunter,” Argus answered grimly, and hefted his paddle. “I’m a Werewolf Spanker.”

The name seemed to galvanize the beast into hysterics. “HAH! Yes, of course! A Werewolf Spanker! You think your little paddles can hurt me; I know better. The Elders, they still whisper of you in fear with their tails tucked between their legs. But the truth is that your kind is nothing but dust, wiped out a generation ago.” It extended massive clawed hands to either side of itself and gave a triumphant roar. “Let us finish the Great Purge here and now! The Age of the Wolf is upon us! No longer will our glorious rumps fear the sting of your pathetic order’s meager discipline!”

“We’ll see,” Argus said grimly, and then surprised them all by flinging himself bodily at the creature. Renley gasped in shock. Though Argus was a large, strapping man, the Alpha wolf was still over a head taller than him and armed with the natural advantages of teeth, hide, and claws. But perhaps Argus had been counting on that. The werewolf was caught off-guard as well and was immediately almost pinned.

Not completely though. With a snarl the Alpha extricated itself from the wrestling hunter and gave a backhand which sent him flying. Argus rolled with it however and was back on his feet within moments. His fingers dipped into a pouch at his belt and took out a strange looking device of two weighted balls connected by a silver cord. Swinging it over his head several times, he let it fly and the bolas whirled through the air at the werewolf before wrapping around both its wrists and binding them together. The Alpha gave a startled snarl and raised its arms to study the cords as Argus smirked. “Ye were saying?” He drew his paddle and raced for the creature.

But the binds were only a momentary inconvenience for the larger wolf. Its muscles suddenly bulged out and it strained both arms. Its immense biceps visibly flexed under the fur as its eye burned white. Unbelievably, one of the silver ropes snapped, and then another. Renley let out a gasp of shock. He knew from his own experience that silver caused any werewolf intense pain, yet the Alpha still broke them as easily as brittle splinters.

Unfortunately, that put Argus in a bad position. Already sprinting at the wolf, he was unable to reverse his momentum in time as the werewolf swiped a clawed arm at him. “Arrgh!” he shouted as he fell back and landed on the ground, bleeding from a gash on his hairy chest.

The werewolf towered over him, looming smugly with the moonlight shining on its bristling black fur. “Foolish little spanker. You thought I would be as easy as the trail of pups I left for you. You forget what happened last time we met. And now, you follow the rest of your order into oblivion.” He licked his lips with a long wolfish tongue. “For a decade I’ve longed for vengeance, but never thought you’d be so foolish as to seek me out once more. Prepare your backside to be filled and ravaged. First I’ll take you, then the leashed mongrel who serves you. And in the end you’ll both be mine.”

“No!” Argus struggled to raise himself up from the dirt. “No. Ye may take me, but leave Renley out of—NNGH!” He grit his teeth as the Alpha stomped fully down on him, smashing its clawed foot into his abdomen.

“Hah! Did you not hear? You are to be mine. And wolves do not listen to the appeals of their prey.” It ground down vigorously.

“D—damn…” Argus fought with the werewolf’s weight but couldn’t budge the muscled appendage. He had to struggle simply to breathe. “R—Renley! Get out of here, run away—” The man’s face suddenly froze as he looked to his apprentice.

It wasn’t Renley he glimpsed hurtling at them, but the bristling gray shape of Renley’s wolf form.

“NO!” The charging beast slammed into its fellow. While Renley wasn’t as huge and muscled as the Alpha, his bulk was still enough to stagger the creature and make it lose its footing. Argus gratefully rolled over and breathed in big gulps of air. Growling, the Alpha went to finish the hunter off, but the wolf Renley interposed himself between them. “Go,” he commanded in a bristling snarl, “Go now. Leave here and hunt in a place where we will not scent you, where our tracks will not mingle, and where your howls will not reach us.”

“Hah!” the Alpha answered, biting at him. “So the pup imagines itself to be pack-leader. But the leash remains, even if it cannot see.”

“GO!” Renley howled in its face, eyes and teeth flashing in rage. It was enough to actually force the Alpha back a step. But a moment later it gave a fanged smirk. 

“Very well, pup. I will remove myself… for now. But think on this: Did you save the hunter because you wish to protect him, or because you wish the honor of claiming him for yourself?”

A dry chuckle was the last they heard from the Alpha wolf as it slowly turned and leisurely exited the clearing, furred tail hanging over a hard and flexing pair of muscular black buttocks. Renley remained hunched over in a battle stance, his ears perked and his lips drawn back from his teeth, watching until the Alpha was completely out of sight to make sure the big werewolf didn’t double back. A low growl rumbled deep within his throat, but he didn’t even seem aware of it.

Argus had propped himself up on his elbows. “Renley,” he said, impressed. “That was—one of the most—” But he was interrupted by his apprentice’s eyes rolling back in his head. Still in his werewolf form, Renley collapsed backwards and fell bodily into his arms. Argus grunted as he caught him the best he could. “Renley…!” 

Thankfully, the lad’s breathing was strong. Argus sighed in relief. “Stupid lad. Brave lad.” Gently, he stroked Renley’s fur and kept careful watch over him while the young man slowly, lethargically reverted back to human form in his sleep.





* * * * *





“It was my fault.”

“Argus—”

“No. I shouldn’t have put ye at risk like that. Especially where an Alpha could work his wiles on ye. I should’ve known something like that might happen.”

“I’m still not quite sure what did happen.”

Argus sighed. His great coat had come off. Shirtless, he had both arms raised so Renley could weave a roll of bandages around his muscled torso. He winced slightly as that put pressure on the three gashes across his chest. Though the wound had been cleaned, it would surely leave another scar to add to his collection.

“The Alpha tapped into the submissive part of yerself. Well, it’s in all of us really. But it plays an especially strong role in werewolves. They’ve got a hierarchy—y’know, like a pack of dogs. Whenever two werewolves meet in the wild like this, they first establish a pecking order between ‘em. The more dominant one gets to be in charge, and the more submissive one, well… he gets it up the arse.” He shrugged his shoulders as Renley blushed but gave a slow nod. “But this Alpha, he was an especially strong and commanding one. And ye, being so young and never having been part of a pack and all… it was too much for ye to resist. I should’ve anticipated that. Daft stupid of me.”

“N—No, it wasn’t your…” Renley bit his lip as he tended to Argus’s wound. The Alpha had been so dominant, it’d felt like his entire mind had been overtaken with the desire to please it. Renley had never felt anything like it. In fact, he was becoming aroused again just thinking about it. Or perhaps that was simply from being so close to Argus’s bared upper body, the scent of him. He grimaced and tried to concentrate on what he was doing. “It was my fault. When he came out of the woods and started speaking to me… I just wanted to obey. I—I tried to fight it, but…”

Argus laid a hand on his arm. “Hey now, no blaming yerself. Ye came through when it counted. If ye hadn’t charged in when ye did I’d probably be walking funny right now!” He said it as a joke to defuse the situation, but judging by Renley’s morose expression it seemed to have the opposite effect. Sighing, he raised his arms back up and the lad returned to bandaging him up.

“Argus…” Renley was hesitant to broach the subject. “The werewolf, it seemed to… know you.”

Argus’s voice turned cold. “Aye. It did. And I know it, too. Foolish of me, really, not to have recognized its signs. But then, it’s been so long…”

“Is it a beast you’ve… run across before? On an old mission, or…?”

The man gave a deep sigh, but then gruffly nodded his head. “I suppose ye deserve to know. Alright. Sit with me.” He lowered himself with a wince onto a fallen log, then patted a spot beside him for Renley to join him. “Aye, it’s a beast I encountered once before over the course of my duty. It happened perhaps… ten years ago. I was newly initiated to the order, just out of training, and eager to prove myself. More than a little stupid, too. The Alpha’s name was Black Fang. We encountered him high up in the craggy mountains of Borstimere. My elders in the order had always lectured me about the dangers of Alphas, of how they were impossible to turn back to human even with all our skill. But I was young, brash, and thought I knew better. Me and my partner, we cornered him one stormy night when the wind itself was shrieking like a banshee across those desolate cliffs.”

“Your partner? I don’t think you’ve ever mentioned him.”

“No, I… I haven’t. His name was Edgar. The same age as me. We grew up together, trained together as Werewolf Spankers and stuck together like glue all through our teen years. We weren’t just fellow initiates, we were best friends. I lost count of the number of times I rubbed soothing cream onto his rear after he’d gotten a hiding for some mischief or other, and he did the same for me just as often. When the time came to assign partners, it only made sense to pair us up.” There was a long pause as he picked his words. “As time went on, we became lovers, too. It was young love. Dumb love. More full of spunk than substance, and borne mostly out of convenience, surely, but… nay, there was substance enough to it too, at that.”

Renley fumbled, unsure how to respond to that admission. “S—so the two of you caught… what was its name? Black Fang?”

“Right. Between the two of us the big monster didn’t have much chance, and it fell to our whips readily enough. After that we must’ve spanked it for hours, using every technique we knew to make it howl. Edgar had a mean backhand on him. He could swing a board even harder than I. Between that and other methods, Black Fang came at our hands enough times to fill a latrine. I thought for sure it would give in… it’d have to give in… but it was never enough. It remained a beast to the end.”

The man bit his lips. “After nearly a fortnight of fruitless attempts to salvage it, Black Fang somehow escaped from our bonds. It laid me low, then went tearing across the countryside on a rampage. Edgar went after it first and I trailed, limping, behind. It was our duty to stop it, ye see. And it was our fault it’d gotten loose in the first place. It’s funny, I remember my biggest fear as I followed their tracks was that we’d be scolded by the elder hunters for making such a rookie mistake when we reported back. But no… it was far worse. When I finally reached them, hours later, there was barely anything left of my dear, dear friend Edgar. Black Fang had ripped him entirely to pieces.”

Renley gasped in shock. “Argus! I—I didn’t—”

The hunter held up a hand to be allowed to finish. “I know, and it’s alright. It happened. It’s in the past. Black Fang had reached a town, there was a young girl… Edgar interceded and prevented her from becoming a meal… at the cost of his own life. He died a hero. And Black Fang… he ran when he saw me there, his claws dripping with my best friend’s blood. I was too bereaved to follow.” He took a trembling sigh, and for the first time Renley realized Argus was crying. Tears coursed down his face and were soaked into his dark beard. “That episode has haunted me ever since. And I swore that if I ever encountered an Alpha again I’d not commit the same mistake, but rather deal with them as they deserve. It’s why I… prefer finding newly made beasts, like ye and Horuk, rather than go after the older pack leaders. Selfish of me, I know, but I hate the act of killing and want to commit as little of it as possible, lest I become hardened and cold. And… there’s always at least a little hope for the young ones…”

“I—I’m so sorry.” Renley sat there, knees together, feeling intensely awkward. He wanted to comfort the man, but didn’t truly know how. “I don’t know what to say. I had no idea—”

“Aye. Yes well.” Argus brushed his face with the back of a gloved hand, then clapped his knees and rose to his feet. “These things happen when you’re in a dangerous business like ours. One must never forget that. For all else they are, werewolves are still dangerous beasts. They may kill but rarely, but they do kill… and that Alpha had already been driven half-mad by its imprisonment at our hands. The fault was ours. And now it’s my duty to correct that old mistake.”

“So… you plan to kill it, then?”

“Aye. If it were any Alpha but Black Fang, I might still try to redeem it via the old methods of discipline. But no… not this one. It is what it is, and I am what I am. Best to put it down like a wild dog, for the safety of others.”

“And… because it killed your friend. This is your chance to get revenge.”

Argus nodded sadly. “Aye. I suppose there’s an element of that to it, too.” He shook his head. “But let us not talk further of such sorry subjects. When the time comes I’ll do what must be done. But you, Renley, your situation is of far more interest to me. That was your first time shifting when it wasn’t a full moon out, wasn’t it?”

“Yes… but I don’t know how I did it.” Renley found himself faced with Argus’s piercing blue eyes. “Does that mean anything?”

“Not to my knowledge. It’s all a natural part of being a werecreature, I think. Ye start off shifting only when the full moon is out, but soon enough ye shift on other nights too. Enough practice and ye can shift whenever ye want, even during the day or when there’s no moon at all. Eventually perhaps ye could even learn to control—”

“But I don’t want to shift whenever I want,” Renley cut him off. “I don’t want to be a werewolf at all.”

Argus stopped speaking, and studied Renley’s face. The boy had taken no injury in the skirmish with the Alpha, yet he suddenly looked as pale and withdrawn as if he’d been bloodied himself. “I know,” he said softly to him. “But Renley… ye are what ye are. I know it’s not something ye ever wanted, but the only way ye’ll ever be happy in this world is if ye learn to accept this about yerself.” He struggled to find the words. “Ye’ve got to learn to, well, to live with it. Perhaps even make use of it—”

“Make use of it?” Renley was shocked. “What are you saying? You’re supposed to be a werewolf hunter! And you said it yourself only moments ago—werewolves are dangerous beasts!” 

“Well…” Argus fumbled. “Aye, I did say that. But that wasn’t about ye. Or, it doesn’t have to be. Ye’re different. Ye’re more…”

“More what?”

The man sweated as he looked about for an escape. “Err…”

Renley stood up. “The truth is, you’re only using me as a salve for your mistakes of old. You probably think that if you can tame
me, it’ll make Edgar’s sacrifice not be in vain. But… but I’m not him. And I’m not Black Fang either. I’m just me.” Eyes unexpectedly tearing up himself, he took a moment to wipe a sleeve across them. “Or maybe it’s not even that. M—maybe you’re just trying to trick me into shifting again so you’ll have another excuse to spank me!”

“What? I would never—Renley? That wasn’t fair, come back! Renley!” But it was too late. The young man was already fleeing into the woods. Argus tried to take off after him, but the sudden movement stretched his injury and he doubled over in pain. Cursing under his breath, the hunter sank back down and finished tending to his wounds before slowly lumbering after him.





* * * * *





It took longer than he’d anticipated, but hours later he finally found Renley outside a small cave. The lad’s knees were drawn up to his chin, and he was poking at the remains of a campfire which had the leftovers of a small meal over it—a wild hare, it looked like. Argus chewed his lip. He decided not to ask Renley how he’d caught the animal without tools or traps. Likewise, Renley didn’t ask the man how he’d found him so quickly. That way, Argus wouldn’t have to explain how he was skilled at tracking down werewolves just like him. It worked out nicely for both sides.

Instead, when Argus approached, Renley simply looked up and said, “I’m sorry. You didn’t deserve any of that.”

“Bah! Of course I did,” Argus said gruffly as he sat down at his side. “Well, maybe not all of it. But it’s alright. Ye’re going through a rough time, I know. Ye were upset.”

“And I took it out on the one person who’s helped me through it the most. The only one who’s helped.”

Argus shrugged. “We could play the blame game all day. If it makes ye feel any better, I cast blame on myself every minute we travel for ye getting buggered by a werewolf in the first place.” When Renley turned to him in surprise, he gave a nod. “It’s true. I completely failed in my duty when I allowed that beast to haul ye off back in Armorear. And ye can bet yer last gold piece that if any of my superiors ever caught wind of it I’d be pants-down, arse-up, over one of their knees before ye could shout ‘moonshine’.”

“You would be… Seriously?”

At Renley’s startled expression Argus laughed aloud. “What? Surely ye didn’t think it was only
werewolves that got spanked in my order?”

“I guess I never thought about it,” mumbled Renley with a blush.

“Ye should have seen the man who instructed Edgar and me. Master Duncan, his name was. Now there was a spanker! A former monk, with palms like granite and a glare that could bore holes through solid iron. If he found any fault in yer technique then he was quick as a whip in demonstrating how to do it correctly—typically using his own student’s hind end as an instructional pad. I got into the habit of sleeping on my stomach all during the years I trained with him, seeing as my arse was never in a state to bear much weight.”

Renley didn’t reply to that, but his face felt hot as he jabbed the embers a bit more firmly with the stick he held.

The burly man leaned closer. “Renley, is the reason ye got so upset before… did it have anything to do with what Black Fang said to ye? About all that ‘true shape’ stuff?”

He started. “What?! You could understand him?”

“My wolfish has never been the best, but yeah… I understood some. The gist. It told ye things. Things that ye think are true. Or are afraid might be true.”

Renley glanced away. “Maybe.”

The two sat together and listened to the fire crackle. The sky was growing dark. A small lick of flame appeared on the end of Renley’s stick and began to slowly eat its way up.

“Well that’s rubbish. I don’t care what that beast said. It doesn’t know ye. And it sure as hell doesn’t know what makes ye tick. All it was doing was trying to get inside yer head and screw ye up. So ye were guided by what hung between yer legs and not yer brain for a spell. What man hasn’t from time to time? Ye still came through when I needed ye most. I don’t blame ye. Not for a heartbeat.”

“Well maybe you should,” Renley murmured. “Or you should be more… wary. Of me. I saved you this time, but what if next time I don’t? What if I even… turn on you?”

Argus stared at him evenly. “I know that won’t happen.” When Renley again didn’t reply, the man gave a long sigh. “Look, what say we turn in? Neither of us has a clear head right now. We’re just going in circles. Things will look brighter in the morning. Always start a new hunt fresh, and all that.”

Renley stared at him. “You’re still going after it?”

“What do ye mean, ‘still’? Of course I am! It’s my duty en’t it?”

“But—you saw what it did to your silverweave. It snapped right through them. Your ropes can’t hold it.”

The man shrugged. “So it’s a strong bugger. It was back then, too. We’ll figure something out.”

“But… but…”

Argus laid a hand on his arm. “We’ll figure something out,” he repeated. “Trust me. I’ve beaten Alphas before. Never again have I let my own actions endanger another like they did Edgar. This one will soon be blubbering just like all the others. Now, it looks like ye’ve already made up a fine camp for us. Let’s get some shut-eye, and then talk again in the morn.”

He glumly nodded. “…Alright.” The two pulled out their sleeping rolls and laid them on opposite sides of the dying fire. Silently, they laid themselves down to rest. Soon the stars came out, and only the low hoots of owls and the chirping of crickets broke the gentle stillness around them.

But that night Renley lay wide awake.

At first he thought of Argus’s old flame, Edgar, and what the two men might’ve shared. He thought of old loves and past lives. Then the dark deepened, the moon hung low in the sky, and the urge to shift came to him. It was stronger than ever, as he’d known it would be.

Truthfully, he felt the urge all the time, even when the moon was a mere sliver. It hadn’t ebbed since his first time. It hadn’t abated. It only worsened. It was like a constant tickle in the back of his mind. He hadn’t told Argus—hadn’t told anyone, really. Instead he’d let it gnaw away at his gut. How could he tell Argus that, despite the man’s best efforts, his condition was indeed worsening and he was slowly becoming a monster before his very eyes?

…The Alpha had known.

Maybe this was what happened to all werewolves. They fought against it at first, but in the end they all became beasts no matter what. Argus’s reclamation efforts were all doomed to fail. Or maybe—and this was of course the most likely explanation—there was something wrong with Renley himself. He was the real monster, and he was only casting off the trappings of wishing otherwise. The moon howled in his blood, and his destiny was to hunt his fellow humans down for sick pleasure.

But he couldn’t do that. He couldn’t stay. He couldn’t hurt people. Couldn’t hurt… Argus.

And oh, how he wished to hurt Argus. The man haunted his nights. Slick and turbulent wet dreams of ripping and tearing. Of shredding off the man’s coat, scratching his skin, leaving marks everywhere he could on the firm and hardy, yet tender, flesh. Running his long tongue over each curve of that brawny body. Of making the hunter show his neck in submission, and burying his sheath inside that gloriously beefy rear which beckoned to him every time the man so much as bent down.

He longed to take him hard and violently under the moon.

But he couldn’t do that. He wouldn’t.

That night, he waited until he heard Argus’s soft snores, then quietly slipped out from his covers and crept over to their packs. He would take only one thing—the silver phallus which he had grown accustomed to putting inside himself every full moon. It would help, at least for a while.

He found it quickly and tucked it inside a knapsack, carefully avoiding touching it directly himself. From the campsite, scents of the forest beckoned to him. Moss, free-flowing streams, dead leaves, wild elk, dry earth… he could breathe them all in from where he stood. They urged him to run free and alone. But before he set out, Renley paused and allowed himself to study the slumbering form of Argus one last time. Moonlight gleamed down on the man’s bearded face, seeming to cast each of his handsome, rugged features in silver.

As he turned away and loped into the woods, he couldn’t help but note that the hunter still was in the habit of sleeping on his stomach.





* * * * *





Next morning was indistinct, feeling like Argus was still dreaming. Birdsongs echoed through the haze. He gave a tremendous stretch, then winced as the motions threatened to tear the bindings wrapped around his chest again. “Oof, almost forgot myself. Renley, do ye mind if ye catch our breakfast this morning? I feel as though I ought to stretch out these sore muscles of mine before… Renley?” He spotted the young man’s empty sleeping roll, then checked all about. He gave a mild curse when he found tracks leading away from the camp and into the forest, several hours old. “Damnations, lad,” he muttered, “There’s nothing wrong with ye if ye’d just let yerself
be.”

There was nothing else for it. Argus made his own breakfast of hard tack and then gave a good stretch before heading into the forest himself—but in the opposite direction from which Renley had gone. “I’ll come after ye, lad,” he said, touching the paddle at his hip. “But only after I dispose of Black Fang’s threat once and for all. By then I hope ye’ll be ready to listen… and I hope I’ll know what to say.”















Part 2



The hunt took him the better part of a week. His wound slowed him at the start, but it soon healed up and he was recovered back to full strength. Argus very quickly realized Black Fang wasn’t bothering to conceal its tracks or its stool. It wanted him to come after it. He knew that meant the beast was likely planning a trap, but continued to pursue. What else could he do? He was a Werewolf Spanker. He couldn’t rest until he’d blistered the savage monster’s deserving rump a bright, searing red.

His order had once been feared far and wide across all known lycanthrope territories. To this day, strong and powerful furry backsides still clenched at the very memory of their name. But that had been long ago. His order had declined since, with most surviving hunters gone into hiding to train the next generation of spankers. As a member of that generation, Argus planned to return the order to those halcyon days of yore, one paddled beastman rump at a time.

But that didn’t mean he could let himself get cocky. Black Fang had already bested him in recent combat once. Argus grit his teeth at the memory. It was yet another incident that, had Master Duncan been present for, would’ve resulted in a long, strenuous paddling over the teacher’s knee that even now Argus would be unable to sit down from.

One incident out of a growing number.

Well, he’d just have to make sure his next encounter wouldn’t add again to that list. And when he returned at last to his order’s ancestral homeland, he’d bare his backside himself and place himself over his old master’s lap if it would help atone for his errors. Until then, he’d keep the tally and continue the hunt.

Night and day he tracked Black Fang through rough, uncharted wilderness, until the trail lead him down deep into a secluded valley. By that point they were far enough from civilization that there were no settlements around for leagues in any direction. On the one hand that was good, as it meant there was no potential for innocents to caught in the crossfire. On the other, Argus had the growing unease that the werewolf had lead him there for a purpose. Perhaps it wished the valley to be the stage of their final battle? 

Well, Argus would see what he could do.

The lunar cycle had turned again, and that night would be the next full moon. Good. It meant Black Fang would be in a feral state. While werewolves were at the height of their power on such nights, it was also curiously the best time to hunt them. They entered a savage state of primal lust and aggression, thus proving simple to capture for skilled hunters in spite of their increased speed and strength.

At least, that’s what he told himself as he crept through the undergrowth that night, his only illumination the pale light of the moon.

“Now Argus, don’t be daft,” he muttered under his breath. “That little tickle on the back of yer neck doesn’t mean a thing. It’s just nerves. Ye’ve taken Alphas down before tonight, and made ‘em all cry for their mothers in the end. Sure, none were quite as big as this one, but still…”

Irrationally, he wondered where Renley was at that moment.

He grit his teeth. “Probably somewhere much more bloody comfortable than this! Now keep yer mind on the hunt, or ye’ll be the one spanked by the end of it!”

The harsh words were effective at clearing his head, and he was able to continue on without further distraction. He moved silently, like a wolf himself, disturbing nothing, and drawing closer and closer to his quarry. Yet he had the uncanny sensation as he emerged from cover that he was in fact the prey, and that the Alpha wolf had known where he was all along.

Black Fang waited for him, lounging atop a tall wedge of stone jutting up from the earth like a dragon’s maw. Its claws clacked a greeting against the rock. “Hello again, little hunter. Finally a chance to really… talk. Just the two of us,” it rumbled. Its eye shone yellow in the moonlight.

Something was wrong. Despite the full moon shining down, the werewolf was not in the wild, untamed feral state it should be. Rather, it seemed more lucid than ever. But Argus put aside his concern and tapped the paddle at his side. “Talking’s not what I had in mind.”

“Ah, yes.” It sneered derisively. “Spanking. A bit outdated, don’t you think? And also worthless against me, if you’ll recall our last encounter. But it’s amusing you think it possible to best me with a punishment reserved for children. Amusing… and a bit sad. Yes, you may attempt to punish me, if that is your wish. Just be aware I have designs upon your backside as well.” It licked its lips lasciviously.

“I’m sure ye do.” Argus tried to gauge the best way to subdue the creature. From where he stood he saw two options: he could bring the fight to the beast with a swift climb, or goad it down to him where it wouldn’t have the advantage of height. Both had their dangers.

“How is Renley, by the way?”

Argus started. “What?”

“I can’t help but notice… his scent no longer clings to you. The hormones were so thick last time; I’d wager even your weak nostrils could have detected them. A shame. I was truly hoping to make his… acquaintance again.” It barked out a snarling laugh. “He’d make a particularly splendid fuckslave for me. Will he be coming along? A little later, perhaps?”

“Ye don’t need to worry about him,” Argus said grimly.

It cooed. “Oohh, so protective. You’re almost like a pack-leader yourself, watching out for your pups. Oh wait, but you lost one, didn’t you? What was his name again? Edward, Edmund, Edison…?”

“Shut up!” Argus’s jaw tightened. “This time there won’t be anyone about to distract me from taking ye down, monster.”

“Oh, foolish, cocky little hunter. You think that will help? You will never best me. Yes, you got the drop on me once… but that was then. This is now. And all your silver toys mean nothing against one who’s unshackled himself completely from humanity.” It unsheathed a row of claws, then dug five deep gouges through the very rock it lounged against.

“Ye sure talk a lot for a monster. Are ye going to yammer away up there all night? I thought wolves prided themselves on the hunt.”

Lips receded from a row of large, monstrously sharp teeth. “Oh, we do. Don’t worry, you’ll be feeling me inside you all too soon.”

“Then let’s get on with it, if ye’ve got the balls.”

Black Fang shrugged, then gave a luxuriant stretch, more reminiscent of a feline than a wolf, before standing up to his full height. Under the light of the full moon the beast seemed even more massive than the last time Argus had faced it. Its chest was two enormous beefy slabs, so packed with muscle they appeared difficult for it to even see over. Each of its bicep looked as big around as Argus’s waist. Its cock was also standing straight out, huge and thick, with a dribble of precum already glistening on the tip. “Very well,” it said with a mouth full of teeth. “You want me, you’ll have me. Right up to the HILT!”





* * * * *





The evening air felt cold on Renley’s skin. It made him want to curl up by a fire and wrap a fuzzy tail around himself.

But there’d be time enough for that later, perhaps. For now, he took another whiff of the earth. He was drawing closer. Argus’s scent… if he kept running at full strength he could reach him sometime tomorrow.

At least, he hoped he would. He had a lot to tell him, and a lot to make up for.

How could I leave him to take the Alpha on all by himself?

That thought kept reverberating in his head more than any other. Despite his fears over what might occur if he stayed around the man, the fact remained that he’d abandoned Argus when the man had needed him most. Yes, it was true that he might turn into a great feral beast and lay ferocious claim to Argus’s backside during a moment of weakness… but the Alpha would do even worse to him if given half a chance. Renley grimaced at the lurid possibilities which relentlessly flew through his mind.

He just hoped he wasn’t too late in coming back.

Before moving on, Renley took one last long sniff of the ground. He closed his eyes as he drew the scent in through his nostrils and gave a long sigh. 

Argus smelled like woodsmoke. 

The scent alone served to soothe his nerves. And it also, he was loathe to admit, slightly aroused him. Renley gave a shiver. If the mere scent could affect him so, what would the sight of the man do? But Renley shook those thoughts out of his head for the moment. He would deal with them later. For now, it was what surrounded Argus’s scent that worried him much more.

Black Fang.

They were deep in his territory now. Every rock, leaf and tree bore his mark. Argus must know that; it was why he’d come all this way. But it made Renley’s hackles rise. To know they were in the beast’s place of power, that it could be lurking anywhere, prepared to ambush and savage… it was why he was pushing himself to reach Argus so quickly. Despite the man’s training and bravado he was still only human, and the Alpha had already bested him once. But, if Renley were there he could feel Black Fang coming. He’d spot him in the dark, hear his silent approach, sniff him out from where he hid…

Even untransformed, Renley’s senses were growing sharper every day. It was how he’d tracked Argus back down so quickly. He wondered if it had to do with the moon’s growing culmination; every night it grew closer to fullness he felt himself in turn closer to his animal self. There was a wolf locked away inside of him, forever clawing and scratching to get out. And tonight would be the worst of all because the moon would be at its fullest. 

But at least that would give him another night before he had to locate Argus. After all, it wasn’t as though the man would be foolish enough to attack the Alpha during the high point of its power, would he? No, he’d surely go into hiding somewhere and begin the hunt anew when the werebeast’s strength waned. And as for Renley…

The young man sighed as he withdrew the silver phallus from his pack and gave it a critical examination. It was a smooth and well-worn device, resembling a man’s rod fully aroused and on the cusp of ejaculation. It was both gracefully well-constructed and supremely embarrassing to own. While it was nice to have a way to keep from transforming on nights when the moon’s call was too loud to ignore, sticking such an object inside of himself was, well… mortifying. And, he might add, uncomfortable, if his own cock wouldn’t betray him with the strength of its disagreement. But no, every time he squeezed the shining dildo inside himself, wincing and clenching at the burning sensation, his manhood in truth grew stiff as a board—and remained so for the rest of the night, no matter how hard, often, or strenuously he worked himself off.

And if that wasn’t enough, the teasing he endured! Argus never directly said anything, of course, but the twinkling in his eyes each time Renley stumbled back into camp the following morning, naked, disheveled, and limping, only holding the silver rod which the hunter knew full well had been entirely lodged inside his arse the whole night… It was enough to make Renley want to die from shame. The worst had been when Argus once asked him, after the second full moon they’d been through together, if the original dildo was still sufficient or if they should have a larger one cast because Renley was starting to get stretched out and accustomed to the girth? He’d thought his face might never cool again after that particular conversation.

But the important thing was that it kept the beast inside from raging free. In order to prevent that, Renley was willing to squat on a million silver cocks if that’s what it took. …He just wished his arsehole didn’t itch and tingle so all the following day.

Sighing, he found shelter in an out-of-the-way thicket and slowly began to remove his clothing. First came his tunic, then his trousers. His underclothes followed, leaving him standing naked as a newborn. His body was slighter than most men, certainly not as burly and hairy as Argus’s, but his former occupation as a guardsman ensured he’d put some muscle on which he maintained through regular exercise. Before his affliction he’d always been rather smooth-skinned, but nowadays he sported a certain amount of hair on his knuckles, chest, and forearms.

Gingerly, he set the silver cock on the ground with its shaft facing upward. He busied himself for some moments anointing the head with certain oils Argus had bestowed on him once as a gift, turning it slick. Then he checked the sky. It had grown dark during his preparations and the moon was on the verge of rising. 

It was time. 

Gritting his teeth, Renley squatted over the dildo with his legs spread, positioning himself for the best angle of entry. Then he lowered himself gently until he felt the tip lightly graze his opening. He shivered. The silver felt cold, but at the same time somehow burned due to his curse of lycanthropy. It was a bizarre sensation which he could never get used to. But even that slight touch on his most tender and private orifice was enough to make his cock rise to attention. He grimaced. Next was the part Renley hated most—the insertion. He took a deep breath and steeled himself. The best way, he’d discovered after some practice, was to ease it in slowly inch by inch until it was completely inside. But there was always the temptation to just slam his hips down and be done with it. But for tonight he would…

There was a wolf’s howl off somewhere in the distance.

He froze, locked in that ridiculous squat, and listened. The silver cock head nudged his puckered hole.

A few moments later, it came again. It seemed to be drifting in from off the mountains. Perhaps there was a natural wind tunnel, or stone ridges channeling the sound from some distance off. But what truly made his blood run cold was the knowledge deep in his bones that the source of those howls was Black Fang. He’d recognize the timbre of the growls anywhere, the commanding tone of roar which could make him bend over in a heartbeat—

There was another sound, too, just beyond. A human male. Shouting an oath of frustration and then an angry yelp mingled with the noise of ripping cloth. Renley knew that voice too. It was the one he’d come searching for. It was—

Argus!

Snapping his head up, Renley was paralyzed for only a moment by indecision. Then, he shot to his feet and took off into the moonlit forest towards the source of the sounds. 

The silver phallus was left discarded and forgotten on the ground behind him.





* * * * *





The fight had gone appallingly bad.

In a perfect world Black Fang would be at that moment securely chained and pinned over Argus’s knee, wiggling helplessly and letting out whimpering pleas for mercy as the silver paddle made short work of its colossal and muscular bottom. Argus would laugh and share a light-hearted jest with Renley—perhaps something along the lines of, “the bigger they come, the harder they fall!”—before laying down another devastating crack. Black Fang would arch its back and howl, fighting to kick its legs under the incredible and well-earned sting…

Instead, Argus was the one now in a tight spot.

He’d started off strong with more thrown bolas and a lasso of silver chain, leashing the werewolf’s arms and legs. It had restrained the snarling creature long enough for Argus to get in close with more bindings to make its captivity permanent. However, just as he’d gotten within range the Alpha once more bulged its massive and powerful muscles and snapped the assorted cords as if they were nothing. Even the silver chain was broken, the rings shooting off in all directions to lay, uselessly glittering, on the cold, dark ground. Black Fang was even stronger now than he’d been when they’d met all those years before. He was simply too large and powerful to be captured by conventional methods.

Then the werewolf turned its fury on him. Reeling back, Argus fended off strike after strike of its gleaming claws, using his paddle as an impromptu shield. While he escaped any serious damage, he was hardly successful in staving it off. And he remained unaware of Black Fang’s true objective until it was too late. With one decisive slash the werewolf dug not into his flesh, but rather the greatcoat Argus wore. Clawing and shredding, the beast tore the coat right from his shoulders, leaving him bare above the waist. His tight trousers went next as the werewolf turned its attention to his hips, ripping them right down his muscular and hairy legs. He gave a gasp as his tackle flopped into the open. By the time the beast was finished the hunter stood before it in nothing but his boots. The rest of his clothing lay scattered in ruined strips all around them—as well as all his various weapons and devices which could have been used to subdue the creature.

The werewolf gave a chuckling snarl as it looked the naked man over. “Your order may use tools and tricks to make up for your natural shortcomings against us, but when we’re both down to only what nature has provided the advantages are all mine.” 

Argus grit his teeth and considered his options. If he performed a quick roll, he could retrieve his whip and lash it around the werewolf’s ankle, then heave up, unbalance the creature and send it tumbling to the ground. Then dive on it, get it into a choke hold, apply pressure until—

The Alpha was on him before he could put any of his plans into motion. It surged forward like a force of nature, knocking the paddle from his grip with a snarling backhand, then tossed Argus himself to the forest floor. The nude hunter met the ground with a hard grunt, then tried to roll over but the werewolf was on him before he could do that either, pressing his bearded face hard into the dirt. Its hind leg slammed down on him while he struggled up, making him bite out a curse but be unable to resist further as it gripped his waist to raise up his midsection. He hung limply, growling in irritation at himself as he felt sharp claws dig possessively into his flesh.

He’d lost.

“Tell me, would you like to know the true reason I’ve sired no pack after all these years?” the Alpha asked him teasingly, its grip shifting to rub a padded thumb over a buttock. “It’s really quite simple. An Alpha is accepted by all his brethren. If I so wish it, I have the pick of any tail I like. But… that wouldn’t fulfill my own desires. Any wolfkin I chose would submit to my will and bend over willingly—and that’s not what I want.” Its talons tightened. “Where is the thrill of the hunt, the adrenaline of my prey’s fear filling my nostrils! I want someone I have to take. Someone who will fight me every inch of the way, who will struggle and resist at every turn, who I must truly work to dominate. Someone, perhaps, like… you.” It smiled sinisterly, then laid a savage spank of his own across Argus’s ass, making the man yell in surprise. “It’s only suitable I finally achieve payback for all those humiliations I endured under you and your partner’s tender care back then, don’t you think?”

“If anyone deserves payback, it’s me for what ye did to Edga—argh!”

It gave him another hard spank, leaving a burning red mark on his muscled flesh. When that made Argus jerk, Black Fang simply laughed. “Hah! I grow to enjoy this ‘spanking’ after all. It’s not so bad from this end. Perhaps I should incorporate it into your training, Spanker. Yes, wouldn’t it be wretched to be disciplined by your own prey?”

Argus chewed his lip. “Ye beast, ye won’t get away with…”

“Oh save it.” The werewolf drew a clawed hand down his bare body, starting at his underarms and then working its way down, scraping the skin all the way. “Don’t worry. That was only an idle notion. I have something far more painful in store for you.” Argus involuntarily shivered at its touch and tried to pull away, but the Alpha gripped him hard again around the waist. Then he felt its teeth at his neck, and he froze. “I could rip your throat out. Right here,” it whispered low against him. “In fact, I might still, unless you do exactly as I say.” It nipped at him, just so he understood. “Now, I want you to beg—BEG—me to allow you to live.” The claws squeezed into a buttock, digging again into the hard muscle. “Offer your ass to me in exchange. Beg me to fuck you raw. Do that, or I swear I will end your life.”

Without any hesitation Argus shouted, “Just go ahead and end it then! I’d rather die than be raped by the likes of ye!”

But at that the werewolf grinned indescribably wide and flipped Argus over so he was on his back, then grabbed both his ankles and hoisted them far apart to spread his legs wide. “And that is exactly what I really wanted to hear!”

“Aaauuunghh!” Argus groaned as he felt the werewolf’s manhood, impossibly thick and already slick with arousal, slide up the crevice of his buttocks and then settle against his opening. “N—no…!”

But it was impossible to prevent. With a wrench Argus felt his hole stretched beyond enduring as the beast pushed its way completely inside him. There was no preparation, no easing it in, just one hard ram which arched out his back and made him scream.

“AAUGH!”

The werewolf chuckled malevolently over him, drinking in the sight of him gasping and struggling to accommodate its size. “Foolish little spanker. No wonder you couldn’t protect your mate. And now that the hunter has become the prey, I will enjoy claiming you as my prize.”

“You… b—bast—ard…!” Argus tried to lash out with his held legs, to break loose and give a good boot to the side of the beast’s head, but the werewolf only laughed and yanked them apart even further before plowing in again. Argus grit his teeth in agony at the excruciating force of that penetration. Black Fang’s entire bulk was behind it, and he feared he might be split wide open. “NNNGH!”

The single yellow eye blazed in malevolent triumph. Ensuring Argus’s hairy thighs remained well-spread, it started to ram its groin into him repeatedly. “Go on, continue to fight me, spanker. Your resistance only urges me to conquer you further. Your struggle fuels my will to dominate. That’s right, reach for that paddle on the ground—we both know you can’t reach it! But see how it only makes me fuck you harder?”

The thrusts were impossible for Argus to take without whimpering, and his legs were forced back so far they were practically wedged behind his head. This was the worst fate that could have befallen him. And there were at least six more hours to go before the moon set. Edgar was surely mourning in his grave at his poor showing. But Argus groaned and steeled himself to make it through the night as the werebeast’s seed depository. 

There would be other chances, he vehemently told himself. The werewolf wouldn’t kill him outright. It would want to prolong his suffering. But Argus wouldn’t stop resisting until he found a way to win out. He wouldn’t admit defeat just because a damned beast was ramming into him hard and mercilessly enough to make him see stars. No, not even if it made him howl like a bitch himself under the full moon, he wouldn’t…

The bodyslam which met Black Fang’s side took both the beast and Argus by surprise. The hunter groaned in relief as the massive cock was tore out from him, his hairy hole left quivering from being filled so far past capacity. But he gasped at what he then saw before him:

There was another werewolf.

It was smaller and more compact than Black Fang, but no less bristling. Its fur was lighter in color, like ashes from a fire pit. And it fought over him like a jaguar battling over a fresh kill. The two wolves were all snarling teeth and flashing claws, forms twisting in the dark. Black Fang raised its arm to retaliate but the newcomer slashed down hard, batting it down to the ground and then raking its chest with its talons. It roared in the Alpha’s face, unnerving it with a show of ferocity and flying spittle. Argus had never seen a werewolf fight as this one did. Though it was of lighter build than the Alpha, it nevertheless went at it like a hellbent demon, slamming its clawed fist into its abdomen over and over again. Black Fang couldn’t seem to recover itself under the intense assault. It reeled back, bloodied, and the challenger surged after him.

Gingerly massaging his anus, Argus bent forward to rest on his knees and watched, transfixed by the sight. Though he’d pledged to spank them wherever they could be found, Argus had nevertheless always considered werewolves to be gorgeous, beautiful creatures. That spectacular allure was singing to him loud and clear as they battled back and forth before his eyes. Indeed, the two specimens were even more magnificent than any he’d seen in action before, like an ode to the majesty of nature’s fury. His breath caught as the newcomer again batted Black Fang down before sweeping its legs out from under it with a swipe of a hind leg. Such strong and elegant movements! He’d never seen the like!

Black Fang tried to roll back to its pawed feet but the the newcomer had already gotten a grip around it from behind and held it close and tight. With a fearsome roar it sank its teeth into the thick flesh of its shoulder and Black Fang let out a most uncharacteristic whining yowl. Though the wound was shallow, there was still a trickle of blood which leaked out from between the newcomer’s knife-like teeth.

Then the werewolf did something Argus had never before observed in the wild; still holding the Alpha in place with one oversized hand, it raised its other and swiped its razor-sharp talons right across Black Fang’s hard muscular backside. The sound of the harsh contact seemed to ring out through the entire forest.

SWAT!

The effect was immediate—Black Fang let out a sudden loud roar of pain and surprise. It snarled and tried to twist away, but the newcomer held on tight and then repeated the maneuver—this time striking sharply at the other black, straining buttock. Argus was shocked. Was the other werewolf honestly spanking the other? He knew their ways and habits from years of observation, study, and practical experience—but never before had a werewolf been witnessed disciplining another in such a fashion. Yet it was happening before his very eyes.

SMACK!

“Aaaurgh!”

With the exception of wounds inflicted by fire or silver, werewolves could heal with supernatural speed. Those inflicted by their own kind however were another exception. Black Fang had obvious scratch marks running across both round cheeks of its large, furry ass which popped and sizzled. It snarled again in fury, but the newcomer ignored it and took hold of its calves to swing it up into the very air by its feet. The Alpha gasped in shock, but could do nothing as the smaller werewolf minutely adjusted his grip and then, displaying an incredible core of strength, slammed the heavier wolf down bodily against a fallen tree trunk.

The trunk shattered under the force of the blow, but enough splintered wood remained to prop Black Fang up as it lay, naked and dazed, across its width. Its brawny backside was raised and its legs slightly spread to show an all-too-alluring target. Argus watched as the newcomer evidently noticed the same thing and stepped forward, licking a long talon. It minutely fingered the tight hole while fondling its own fur-covered balls and awakening shaft. Black Fang groaned weakly but hadn’t yet recovered enough to prevent the younger werewolf from further spreading its thighs and then lining its cock up with its muscled opening.

It was only then, when the newcomer turned its head and addressed Argus directly, that the hunter finally realized who it was:

“You were right, Argus… The scent of arousal does overpower all of a werewolf’s senses… Black Fang was… so keen at the thought of claiming you… Never saw me coming…”

His eyes widened in shock. “Renley?!”

Those seemed to be all the words the young werewolf had in him however, and it turned away again to focus its full attention on the rump of the defeated Alpha. It gave a hard push with its pelvis, and the larger wolf gave another groan as several inches of thick werewolf cock jammed into him. Being a dominant top of its species, Black Fang surely wasn’t accustomed to being taken from behind. It gave a frustrated roar and tried to twist his powerful body to slash at Renley’s face, but only received another brutal spank for his trouble. It yowled at the pain, then its head got shoved hard to the ground.

Appropriately enough, Renley mounted his fellow werewolf doggy-style. He straddled the beast, his massive clawed toes digging into the hard ground for purchase as he started to hump into his foe. In answer Black Fang stubbornly tried to buck him off, but Renley had already gotten too deeply lodged inside it. His powerful thrusts nailed the Alpha right where it counted and Black Fang gave a frenzied roar as another of its efforts to escape failed.

In the meantime, Argus was piecing events together. Clearly, Renley had followed him. But then, why was he in his wolf form? The hunter knew how terrified the lad was of his inner beast and what it might do if given free reign.

But… Renley wasn’t out of control here. The lad had arrived just in the nick of time, and he’d even rescued Argus. Had he willingly transformed in order to accomplish that? Sacrificed his core self to the moon’s lusts in order to do what had to be done?

Black Fang bit back another outraged snarl as it felt the full length of Renley’s hard, throbbing rod inside him. “ARGH! How dare you, whelp! I am your ALPHA! You must—HNNNGH!—OBEY ME!” It scratched at the ground with its claws, leaving deep gouges in the dirt as it struggled and flexed.

Watching from the side, Argus shook his head. “Ye’re wrong. Renley’s his own man, as yer big, sorry, stupid backside is very much about to discover.”

“Rrrgh! Silence, fool! AAH!”

But Renley seemed to wordlessly agree. He pounded away at the Alpha’s muscled, squirming hole, and Argus could see moonlight reflecting off the grey-furred balls swinging between his legs in time with the powerful humps. Any time Black Fang struggled too much Renley reared back his hand and landed another clawed spank against the side of the dark scarred rump. The Alpha would jerk in anger, but then unwillingly relax itself to better accept the surging cock. “Nngh! Y—you’ll pay for this!” it blustered. But the longer Renley’s cock was inside Black Fang the more resigned the werewolf seemed to become to being on the receiving end. It started to moan a bit, and even lifted its rump up slightly to meet each vigorous thrust.

“D—damn…!”

“Oho, do mine eyes deceive me?” Argus’s eyes twinkled. “Or is the great Alpha wolf not quite as dominating as it’d have us believe?”

“Unnngh!” Black Fang thrashed on the end of the large dick. “I’ll kill you both for this! I’ll slice your throats open and lap the blood as it drains! Hnnngh! I’ll weave your entrails into armbands and wear them as my trophies! I’ll ground your bones into powder and then roll in it until you are nothing! I’ll piss in your eye sockets, I’ll—ahh, unnh!” It got another spank, making it push out its ass, only to howl as another hard thrust directly nailed the pleasure spot in its core. Its tail was lifted now, quivering with repressed desire much as it willed otherwise. Its eyes were narrowed to thin slits of a glare, and it grit its thick teeth to keep its whines withheld. But the next hammering pound of pelvis had its jaws loosen and a dark tongue drooped out as it panted. “G—graahh…!”

Renley was an implacable beast, uninterested in edging himself or his foe, nor in prolonging any pleasure. He only cared about using the other werewolf’s rear as a receptacle for his seed. He tweaked one of his own gray-furred nipples as he rode out the groaning Alpha’s increasingly erratic bucks, actually pulling on the black bushy tail to guide the beast this way and that. Black Fang growled at that, but wasn’t struggling so much as putting up token resistance anymore. Its claws had dug into the log it was slung over to keep itself steady, and it was keeping its ass pushed out, letting out the occasional snarl whenever a thrust got too rough. The moon shone down on them both, and Argus marvelled at the impressive way in which werewolves established dominance in the wild.

Finally, with a savage howl that surely carried across the entire valley, Renley unleashed his sperm deep into the Alpha’s rump. Black Fang, too, gave a low, throaty cry, and Argus saw that it had achieved orgasm as well by the sticky wet smear spreading on the ground below it. A thin trail drooled from the tip of its cock to the puddle, connecting them. As if that weren’t enough, Renley pulled out and then worked himself off again right there. This time his spunk splattered all over the Alpha’s furry back and ass. Gritting its teeth in silent fury, Black Fang had no choice but to take the indignation.

But because it was an Alpha, the defeated werebeast remained in its beastly wolf form even after the shameful blowing of its load. The gush of release nevertheless did seem to weaken it like it would any other werewolf though. Argus watched as its eyes drooped and its muscles appeared to slacken.

“Quickly, the chains!” Renley suddenly roared at him.

Argus snapped to attention. “Right!”

He hurried and scooped up the links from where they lay on the ground along with his other equipment and the remains of his clothing. Racing back, he tossed half to Renley who busied himself binding Black Fang’s legs, while he jumped on the beast’s back and took its arms. The werewolf let out an angry snarl at being captured, but was too exhausted to truly put up a struggle. This time Argus used a thicker variety of chain and incorporated over half of the 72 Ritual Knots of Binding into the arrangement to ensure Black Fang wouldn’t snap free as it had before. While doing so he noticed that Renley was also manipulating the knots efficiently despite working with claws rather than fingers, not to mention the burning he surely felt from the silver. 

By the time they were done Black Fang was trussed up tighter than a goose and wriggling in impotent fury with cum leaking out of its dark-furred arse. It glared at them both with unrestrained hatred.

“RRRrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr…!”

“There, that ought to hold ‘im,” Argus said. He dusted off his hands before giving the beast a broad slap on the rump himself. “In the morning we can figure out what to do with the big bugger. Perhaps transport him back to the ancestral homeland where experts can take a look at him…” His voice slowly trailed away as he realized something was off. “…Renley?”

The hulking werewolf had planted itself before him. In the past, after spending any length of time as a beast and achieving climax, Renley would always fall unconscious straight afterward from exhaustion. He would awaken sometime later, transformed back to human, naked and with little memory of what had happened. It was how orgasm affected most every lycanthrope tribe, and why milking was such an important part of any Werewolf Spanker’s training.

Renley didn’t look tired this time though. He stood breathing deep, heavy breaths, his fur-covered muscles rising and falling with every exhalation. Most tellingly, his cock was still rock-hard and dripping with cum. It stood, raging and throbbing, between Renley’s wide, oak-branch sized legs. It hadn’t ebbed a bit since claiming the Alpha’s rump. Rather… it was now pointed directly Argus’s way.

The hunter stared at it for a long moment, chewing his lip.

Then he gave a gruff sigh and slowly stepped forward. The werewolf stirred, but did not move as Argus reached out to touch him. First, he ran his fingers along the thick, gray fur of his muscled pectorals. Then he reached up and stroked the smoother fur on the side of Renley’s face. There was a rumble from deep within the beast’s chest.

“Ye always did make a handsome wolf.”

Renley replied with a sort of mewling whine. It seemed speech was still beyond him in his moon-addled, animalistic state, but his meaning was clear by the way he anxiously pawed at his groin. Taking the Alpha hadn’t been enough to sate him. He needed more, and there was only one man in the immediate vicinity who could help.

“Are ye… asking permission?”

The big wolf bobbed his head up and down, and let out another whine.

Argus almost had to laugh at that. “Well butter me up and call me a working maid! I never thought I’d see the day a werewolf sought consent before taking what it wanted.” He gave a lopsided grin, and then another stroke of Renley’s face. “But I suppose if it were any werewolf, it’d be ye, Renley,” he told him softly.

It was with an amused huff that he turned about and begrudgingly presented his beefy backside. “But I can read the writing on the scroll. Apparently, my destiny is to be boned by a werewolf tonight. Well, may as well face up to it. And… better ye than that other one. Very well, go on in then.” He braced himself against a tree, then reached back and slowly spread his hairy cheeks apart. “I’m already loosened up from the last, and ye seem a mite easier to handle too. Just do me a favor and try to go easy on—”

But the great beast shook his head and placed a large hand on Argus’s shoulder. The hunter straightened back up, confused. “Lad?”

He watched as the werewolf sat on the forest floor and crossed its leg, its boner sticking ramrod straight out from its groin. The beast gestured to him, then to its cock.

“Ye want us to do it… facing each other?”

Renley gave an enthusiastic bark at that, and then let his tongue roll out to hang from the side of his mouth. Argus just shook his head wryly. The entire situation was becoming more and more surreal. But far more interesting, too. “Very well,” he said, girding his loins, so to speak, before positioning himself so he was straddling Renley’s hips. That way he could sit down on that formidable erection while gripping the werewolf’s furred shoulders with his hands. The monster gripped his legs securely and then gave him a gentle nuzzle with his nose and also licked his face. It tickled.

“Hahah, stop that!” he told him. “Honestly, ye’re acting more like a randy pup right now than a savage monster of the dark. But I suppose that’s for the best. Dear gods, I hope I know what I’m getting myself into.” Argus gave an expectant wince and slowly lowered himself down onto the enormous meaty cock.

It wasn’t his first time being taken by a werewolf, but those had always been coarse and brutal affairs. A beast would best him in battle and then have its monstrous way with him before moving on to the next prey, leaving the hunter a disgruntled and sticky, aching mess. But this time was utterly different. Belying his bestial nature, Renley was surprisingly tender with him—in fact, far more than most human lovers he’d taken. Argus wasn’t sure how much of the lad was truly in control of himself while under the light of the full moon, but it was enough to ensure nothing ripped or got torn. The massive beast entered him gently, letting him get used to the size at his own pace, and only started rocking his hips once Argus gave a long breath and a stiff nod.

After that… it was wondrous. He put himself in Renley’s finely clawed hands and the werewolf worked him like putty. Up and down, up and down, repeatedly, the beast lifted him by his spread legs and then had him drop back onto his rod, letting him sink a bit further each time. It was a ride Argus found enormously pleasurable. He was supremely startled, in fact, to be enjoying it as much as he was. The werewolf’s girth was greater than even a dwarf or an orc’s, but his rump learned to accommodate quickly, and soon he was wrapping around the thick cock as if they belonged together with every pistoning motion.

“Have ye been thinking about this for… as long as I have?” he gave a grunting whisper as he bucked.

With each gyration of their hips the beast would playfully nip at him, or give him a long lick of his tongue, or nuzzle softly against his face. The werewolf’s warm breath steamed against his chest. It was almost disconcerting at first. But once he allowed himself to let go of his constraints the result spoke for themselves. Argus found himself wrapping his arms tight around Renley’s furry neck, and did the same with his legs around the werewolf’s midsection. He drew himself closer against the rough fuzz of the beast’s immense body, chuckling as he bobbed down on the great cock which surged up his muscular arse again and again.

When he came—and he did come, hard—it was with a great shout of relief. He hadn’t realized how pent up he’d been. He often worked werewolves to climax, but rarely got to experience such release himself. He received a similar impression from his partner when the great werewolf blew a huge load up his backside seconds later, howling all the while.

Well, no wonder. As much as I admire him, Renley’s such a prude. I doubt he so much as jerks off without a full moon out.

Gingerly peeling himself off from the big and sticky, now finally drooping, member, Argus stood on wobbling legs, smiling broadly. Renley still wasn’t transforming back, but he looked drained from the roll in the hay they’d just shared. “How was that then? …Good for ye?” 

Renley still didn’t answer, but rather approached him with outstretched arms. He allowed the large beast to embrace him and they both laid themselves down onto a soft mossy patch of forest floor. The way Renley was holding him close, it made Argus feel like he was wrapped up in a big beefy blanket. The heat of the werewolf’s muscles radiated all around him, warming him all over. Soon enough he began to feel drowsy. Unable to think of a reason not to, he cuddled himself into the fuzzy warmth and closed his tired eyes. Before he knew it, he and the wolf were both drifting off to an exhausted sleep.

Well, perhaps not my usual method of taming a werewolf… but whatever works, aye?





* * * * *





The dappled sunlight felt warm on his bare skin. Birdsong sounded lightly from each tree. Leaves wafted down, singly and in pairs, from the boughs above.

Renley rolled over with a satisfied groan. For some reason, he felt in unusually high spirits that morning. Perhaps it was due to the natural high of endorphins his body always experienced after a transformation. The night’s release drained all of the tension out of him, and afterward he could relax as he seldom allowed himself to otherwise. Somewhere in the back of his mind, he wondered what had happened the night before, but it just didn’t seem important just then.

Instead he sighed dreamily and let an arm drape over the big, warm body he was snuggled against.

His eyes snapped open.

What…!?

Suddenly it was very important what he’d been up to last night.

Argus’s strong, decidedly bare, back was up against his nose.

Renley drew in a sharp intake of breath. What was…? Argus… the man was laying on the ground before him, fast asleep and snoring. The sun shone down on his rugged, decidedly nude form. Looking down at his own unkempt self, Renley saw he was naked as well. They both were. Naked, that is. Together. And… spooning.

Quaveringly, he raised his head and glanced around.

The clearing they’d evidently taken their slumber in was a scene of complete carnage. Deep gouges rent the earth, splintered trees littered the landscape, and ripped clothing, weapons, rope, and even silver cock rings were scattered about everywhere he looked. A fierce battle had clearly taken place at some point in the recent past.

He looked back to Argus.

The man was sleeping with a gentle smile on his face. Renley’s arms were wrapped tightly around him, and his body likewise seemed to have aligned itself alongside the beefy hunter’s. It felt… good, as if he fit into the muscular contours of the man’s shape like complementary blocks of a puzzle. Even his groin was in contact, pressed comfortably between the hunter’s firm, shapely buttocks. Renley had about half a second to process that before he realized that Argus was also stirring. The man gave a sort of grunting snort, then slowly rolled over.

“Well. Good morning,” he said, giving him a drowsy, lopsided grin. He was still held between Renley’s arms, and acting as though nothing was amiss.

“Argus! What are you… that is, what did we… you and I, did we… Just what happened last night!” Renley demanded in a stammer.

The bearded man gave a chuckle. “Don’t remember, eh? That’s too bad. It was certainly a night I’ll never forget.”

Renley’s face screwed up as he tried to recall. “Last thing I remember is… you were in trouble… Black Fang had you… I wanted to help, but… it was the full moon… I couldn’t just leave you though. So I slipped off… transformed…”

Argus nodded. “And that’s when ye came and saved my tail. Quite literally, since ol’ Black Fang already had my legs spread as wide as a sow in heat. Lad, I’ve never seen anything like it! The way ye fought…! And Black Fang was just as taken aback. It didn’t matter if he thought himself higher on the werewolf totem pole than ye or not. Ye had him… in more ways than one. After ye’d finished slashing and snarling him into submission, ye bent him over a log and ravaged his rump good and proper. I half-thought ye’d been saving yer load since the last time ye’d gone all furry, the amount of spunk ye unleashed. On his face, over his back, inside his—”

“A—alright! I get the point.” Renley blushed at the rather lurid description of the prior night’s events. “So you mean I…?”

“Aye, ye gave him a good taste of his own medicine. And by the time ye were done no one could mistake him for a so-called ‘Alpha’ again, that’s for sure.” He gave a great, booming laugh and reached over to give Renley a hard slap on his side. “Heh! My furry hero!” 

The young man spluttered. Briefly, he wondered if Argus was putting him on by spinning such an unbelievable yarn. However, he knew the man would never lie about any matter that concerned werewolves. His professional duty was simply too important to him. But that only made the tale more astonishing.

“Anyway, after ye finished with Black Fang ye still had some seed left to spurt… ye big randy bugger. Since ye’d gone and rescued me and all though, I figured it was the least I could do to offer my own rump up in return and help sort ye out.”

Renley nearly choked again. “What?! You mean…” He swallowed what he’d been about to say, and then, in a very small voice, asked, “You mean that wasn’t just a dream?”

The hunter graced him with a devious smirk. “What, ye thought us waking up all cuddled up together in the buff was just coincidence? Aye, the two of us coupled last night. Hope that doesn’t revolt ye too much. But rest easy, I know it was entirely the moon’s wiles coursin’ through ye and not yer own will. Nothing’s going to change between us.”

“Ummm, right… definitely the moon,” Renley gulped as he was concurrently both relieved and let down immeasurably. “N—not… me at all…”

With a contented sigh, Argus gave a long, slow rub along his hairy belly, and then his hand trailed down to his nether regions where he gave himself a further scratch. The man was hairy all over—like a bear—and Renley found his gaze drawn down to the thick bush at his groin. It was distracting enough that he almost missed the dazzling smile the man sent his way.

“Ach! Don’t look so worried, lad. It didn’t put me out. I wouldn’t have done it if it wasn’t something worth doing.”

The big man gave him another good-natured slap, then grunted as he swung himself to his feet. He gave a long stretch, bringing his burly arms up together and sweeping them over his head. For his part, Renley could only lay back, overwhelmed by information. As he did, his eyes wandered. They started up at Argus’s broad, powerful shoulders, then drifted down the man’s back to settle on the round globes of his sculpted arse. Somewhere in the back of his mind he was reflecting how this was his first time seeing Argus fully in the nude. It wasn’t that the man was modest—rather the opposite, really—but Renley was too straight-laced himself to consent to bathing together, or indeed putting himself in any other situation where they might undress around each other for any reason at all. Going off to sit on a silver dildo once a moon-cycle was bad enough, thank you! And Argus had always respected that. 

This time was different though. Their cards were already all out on the table, so to speak, especially considering what had occurred the previous night. So, rather than turn away, Renley for once allowed his eyes to feast. Argus’s rump was as hairy as his chest, with rough, dark follicles spreading outward from the crack of his muscular buttocks. Renley licked his lips. It was even better looking than he’d imagined. He couldn’t help but wonder how those cheeks might feel in his hands. To feel the coarse hairs brush against his palms, the meaty flesh beneath them bunching in his grip as he squeezed. Grasping and exploring each contour of those masculine, rugged hills…

It was typical of his luck, really.

He’d finally gotten inside that arse and couldn’t even remember it.

But it was the revelation that Argus had consented to lay with him—albeit as a beast, granted—that truly overwhelmed Renley. And the thought of it even made him stiffen at the groin. He flushed and looked for a way to keep it concealed. “Oh!” he suddenly seized on something the man had said, “Argus, if I bested Black Fang last night, then where is he now? He didn’t get away again, did he?”

The nude hunter scoffed. “Hah, as if I’d let him! I haven’t lost my touch that badly.” He pointed to the edge of the clearing and started walking towards it. “I’ve got him tied and gagged right over here. Come see.”

Feeling apprehensive about facing such a beast again, even if it was tied up and helpless, Renley had to pluck up his courage first. He found it easier if he simply kept his attention focused on Argus’s flexing, bouncing globes and followed behind them like a puppy. But then when they arrived at the spot…

“Argus! This isn’t a werewolf—it’s a human!”

The hunter scratched at a bearded cheek. “Now hold on… I was sure I left him here…”

Hogtied before them in silver chains was a naked man, bristling and snarling through a cloth gag stuffed in his mouth. He looked wild and muscular, with long, tangled black hair that ran halfway down his back and looked as if it hadn’t been cut or washed in years. There were fresh scratches all over him, particularly on his arse. His scarred body writhed as they took him in, and he glared up at them with one fierce yellow eye. “Mmmph! Grrrmphh!”

“You’re sure…? But then how did he escape? …And who is this…?”

Argus gave the prisoner a long, hard look. “No, he didn’t escape. This is Black Fang.”

“But—but you told me that Alphas don’t shift back to human form. That’s what makes them Alphas. So this couldn’t be…”

“Grrrrmmpphhhhh!!”

Keeping his eyes locked on the bound man’s, Argus knelt and edged closer. His hands hovered an inch away from undoing his gag. “Don’t ask me how, but this is definitely him. Those eyes… they’re the same as the wolf who killed my best friend ten years ago. He must have transformed back as he slept—but how? And why?”

“Are you… sure that Alphas don’t turn back sometimes? Maybe you were taught wrong?”

Argus shook his head. “No, I’m absolutely sure.” He mulled the matter over. “An Alpha is a werewolf that other werewolves are subservient to. But, last night ye took charge of him. Ye didn’t back down, and showed him who was boss by virtue of the oldest method among men.”

“Which is…?”

Argus grinned. “Giving him a stiff one right up the kiester, of course!”

Renley gave him a sour look. “I should have known. But wait, so you mean I… somehow cured him? Of being an Alpha?”

“Hmmm, I don’t know if ‘cure’ is the right word for it, but let’s see…” Keeping his hands clear as if the man still possessed teeth which could remove a finger with a single snarling bite, Argus deftly undid the gag and pulled it free. “There!”

“Cure?!!” the man raged. His voice was still as harsh and guttural as any beast’s. He thrashed in his bonds savagely. “You think you’ve cured me?! You merely got lucky! I don’t know how you’ve trapped me in this man-form, but you’ll see. These bonds of cursed silver will not hold me forever. One night, when you sleep, I will be free. Then your throat I’ll rip, your arse I’ll take, your placement I’ll reclaim. I’ll—MMPH!!” His rant was interrupted by Argus stuffing the gag back inside his mouth. “Mmmph! Mmmmmmphh!”

“That’s quite enough of that.”

Renley slowly sank to his knees. Though shaped by human lips and tongue, he’d definitely recognized Black Fang’s biting tone in its voice. “So it’s true then. We did it. Because of me, somehow. Because I asserted my… dominance.”

“Aye, it certainly looks like it.” Argus grinned wide. “He’s still got his beastly personality it seems, but this is closer than anyone else has ever come to redeeming an Alpha! This is incredible!”

“But does that mean…Because I took his position from him… Does that mean I’m an Alpha now?”

The hunter peered at him. “I don’t know… Alphas don’t turn back to their human forms, but ye certainly look human enough to me.” He gestured for Renley to stand up and then twirled his finger for him to spin around. He looked him over thoroughly. “Do ye feel any different?”

“Not really.” Renley blushed as Argus’s rough hands felt all over him. “But I don’t know what it would feel like. If we switched roles, then…”

“Tell ye what.” Argus was barely holding in a smirk. “Next werewolf we come across I’ll let ye have a go at the bugger before breaking out my paddle. If it lifts its tail and bends over for ye straight off, we’ll have our answer!”

“Argus! That’s not funny!”

“Not to ye, maybe.”

“It shouldn’t be to you either! What if—ow! Hey!”

Argus had given him a playful slap on his bottom. “Oh, Renley, it doesn’t matter! Though ye mayn’t know it, last night ye proved that ye’ll always be yerself, no matter what form ye take. Don’t ye realize what this really means?”

“Well it certainly matters to me,” Renley said with a pout as he rubbed his rear. Then he cocked his head. “What do you mean?”

“It means no one needs to kill a werewolf—any werewolf—ever again! Ever again!”

“What—” Renley tried to say, but he was interrupted by the big hairy man flinging his arms around him and leaning in close to kiss him full on the mouth. “Mmph!”

Argus broke the embrace with a satisfied smack of his lips and then held him expectantly by the arms. He was grinning wide as a child, then he cut Renley off with another enthusiastic bearhug, squeezing all the air out of his lungs. “For the longest time us Werewolf Spankers have struggled. We could reform most moon-touched beasts of the wild, but the very strongest, the Alphas, would never give in like the others did. Nothing we tried worked, and so we would be forced to euthanize… Oh, but it can all change now!” His smile surged through tears of joy and he lifted Renley up and spun him around in the air, whooping. “Ye see? With yer help we can tame even the most bloodthirsty of Alpha wolves and bring them back from the brink!”

“Now… now hey…” Renley tried to protest through his dizziness. “Just because it worked once doesn’t mean I’m willing to lay with every berserking monster we come across—”

“Don’t worry, we’ll work it out!” he guffawed. “I’m just so pleased, Renley. I took up the mantle of Werewolf Spanker because I truly believe in discipline over violence. Werewolves are glorious creatures and my dearest wish has always been to help control them without resorting to slaughter… And now ye’ve given me a way to truly do that, even moreso than before! I don’t know if I can ever repay ye.”

Renley tried to think of something to say in response—something genuine, something to make it clear that he was the one who owed thanks to Argus, and always would. It wasn’t the other way around, no, how could it ever possibly be—but the words wouldn’t come. Instead the warm, manly scent of Argus did. It surrounded him. The hunter had dropped and caught him in his strong arms and was now holding him tight with Renley’s face pressed deep into Argus’s hairy, manly chest. He breathed in deeply. 

Argus still smelled like woodsmoke.

“I was just so worried about you,” he mumbled. “Last night, when I was getting ready to put the silver inside me, and I heard you… out there, shouting… I had to get to you somehow. That was all I could think as I stood up and let it slide out… and then felt the change coming on… Just getting to you…”

“I know,” Argus told him gently, hugging him even closer. “And ye did.”

But then Renley’s blood ran cold as a much more horrifying realization occurred to him. He pulled back, his eyes wide. “Oh god! But Argus, last night I… I took you!” 

“Aye, and I’ve got the sore tailbone to prove it.” Argus brought his hands back to give his rear-end a rub.

“No, but—don’t you see?! I took you as a wolf. It was the full moon… I’ve made you like me! Next full moon you’re going to become a werewolf! A—monster!” The words came out in an anguished frenzy. For Renley, it was his deepest fears coming alive. Ever since the first night he’d transformed, he’d been terrified he might someday pass along the curse. But to think he’d given it to the one person he owed the most to—

“Oh. Err, about that,” Argus coughed awkwardly. “Actually… Werewolf Spankers are immune to the curse of lycanthropy.”

Renley stared at him. “…what?”

The man shuffled his feet. “The curse transmitted through your seed, and all that growling and bristling it takes to get it out of ye… I’m immune.” He cleared his throat. “Ye see, there are certain rituals which we Werewolf Spankers undergo as part of our training. It renders the magic inert once it enters our bodies and—”

“So this whole time we’ve been travelling together—you were never in any danger?”

“What, from you? Of course not!” He guffawed. “And it’s not like other werewolves haven’t gotten the best of me before. Why, there was this one pack up in Grislalt. They managed to surround me while I slept. Then they tore off all my clothes and held me down while they all beat themselves off over me, until—”

Renley’s tone was harsh as he cut him off, “You’ve been training me in the ways of a Werewolf Spanker all this time… and you never saw fit to mention that?”

“Well…” Argus had the grace to look sheepish. “It’s just that, ye were always so disheartened over what ye were, what’d happened to ye… I was a bit reluctant to poke the subject. I know it’s no excuse, but I just didn’t wish to make ye feel any worse, learning I was immune and all…”

Renley turned away from him and stumbled back towards the treeline, blinking rapidly. He kept his gaze locked on the ground, sweeping back and forth in an effort not to meet Argus’s gaze as the man followed.

“Renley? Renley! Hey, don’t go now… I know ye’re upset, but I can make it up to ye. I can…”

“No… I’m not going anywhere…” he mumbled, “I’m just looking for—there.” He bent over and rummaged in the scattered remnants of the battle. When he stood back up, he was tightly holding Argus’s silver paddle.

“Eh?” Argus said. “What are ye going to do with that?”

The younger man didn’t reply as he stalked back towards him intently. For Argus’s part, he stood there dumbly until Renley got close enough to get a good, solid grip on his muscular upper arm. 

“Renley?” 

“Come with me.”

The hunter didn’t offer any resistance as his assistant lead him over to a fallen log and sat down on it, wearing a serious expression. Then, before Argus knew it, he was flipped face down over his nude lap. “Umm, Renley!?” he asked in growing concern, keenly aware of his position. He squirmed slightly as he felt the implement line up with his bare naked rear. Then he gave a startled oath as the silver cracked down hard, leaving a reddened imprint on his hairy globes. 

“Ah!! What’s come over ye, lad?!”

In answer Renley merely laid down another, even harder, swat. He’d observed Argus deliver enough spankings by now to know just how it was done. He smiled slightly as he put the assorted lessons to use, bringing the paddle down at random intervals against different areas of the man’s backside so that Argus couldn’t predict when or where it would fall next. When Argus instinctively bucked his hips at the pain, Renley smoothly crossed one of his legs over the back of his burly thighs to hold him in place before he briskly continued the spanking, alternating cheeks with each strike.

“For suffering two defeats in carrying out the capture of a single Alpha, for requiring rescue in the course of your duty, for causing me undue worry and thinking I’d committed a terrible deed in the heat of the moment and, lastly, for willfully leaving out integral parts of my education, what is an appropriate penalty for a veteran hunter like yourself, Werewolf Spanker Argus?”

“Oh! Ah! Ouch!” Argus groaned and wiggled his muscled backside a bit as the swats picked up in both speed and power, establishing a decidedly painful rhythm on his hindquarters. But as he did so he, too, gave a slightly rueful smile. “Oh, bugger. At least fifty good swats, I’d say. Delivered with my own paddle to make sure the lesson really sticks. You’d better make them—Ooh!—count though! Yeow!”

And Renley did just that, as he showed Argus every single one of the numerous tricks he’d picked up in the art of punishing men.

“Ah! Nngh! Oh!”

On the other side of the clearing, the forgotten Black Fang, trapped again in human form with his wrists and ankles chafing at the silver restraints, simply growled to himself as the sounds of good, solid discipline drifted over to him and made his backside twitch and his cock become annoyingly hard. 

It would be a long journey back to the ancestral home of the Werewolf Spankers.
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