Cub Pits: Wolf vs Cougar
Will had just finished stretching when he heard footsteps heading toward him. He looked up to see Cole heading toward the ring, and he had a smug grin on his face. The grey wolf let out a low growl, he couldn’t wait to kick that cougar’s furry ass.
Will was wearing the traditional loincloth of his family. The little piece of clothing was black trimmed with red and had a wolf’s head over the crotch.
Cole was shirtless, wearing only his blue gym shorts. As he made his way toward the ring, he began wrapping bandages around his paws. He finally slid into the ring, stretching his arms before resting in the corner.
“So, ready to die pup?” Cole snickered.

Will let out a growl. “Not before you, cat.”

“Eh, I’ve died a couple of times now. It’s not that bad.” Cole shrugged. “Come to think of it, you’ve only had two fights down here, haven’t you? Don’t worry pup, death isn’t so bad, it’s the dying part that sucks.”
Will was so tired of this cat. He was still new to the Cub Pits, but he hated all the other boys talking down to him, he got enough of that from his older brothers. He was about to retort when somebody new entered the room, an adult horse.

“Sorry I’m late boys,” The large male said. “Had to play substitute coach for the older boys, just heard a ref was needed for this fight.” 

He was a large brown middle-aged horse. He wore the black and white striped referee shirt but wasn’t wearing any pants. Will was told this was normal down here in the pits. Part of the boy’s training was controlling their sexual urges. When his brothers told him he wasn’t allowed to wear any clothes during class he thought it was a joke, but there were plenty of other boys walking down the halls completely nude. And now he could feel himself getting hard staring at the horse’s flaccid cock.
The horse went over to Cole first, patting him down and giving his cock and balls a good rub down. He could hear the cougar purr as his cock began to harden. Then he went over to Will, rubbing the pup’s chest and balls. Will let out a breathy chuckle.
“You sure you want to do this?” The horse asked him. “He’s been here a lot longer than you have.”

“I’m not scared of him,” Will said puffing out his chest. “I’m going to bust his nuts!”

The horse simply nodded, but the look on his face said he wasn’t optimistic. “All right, this is a death match! 10-year-old Will vs 13-year-old Cole. The match ends when your opponent’s life is snuffed out. Ready? Fight!”

The two cubs approached and began circling each other. Will flexed his claws ready to strike the moment he saw an opening. Cole moved forward and Will jumped back. Cole landed on the mat and Will moved to strike, but it was a trap.

Before the wolf could land on his fallen foe, Cole had maneuvered around from his spot, while the Wolf caught nothing but air, the cougar caught his foot. His prey caught Cole pulled the pup’s foot towards him and watched as Will fell face forward to the mat. The little pup let out a yelp and was too slow to avoid Cole’s counterattack. 

Cole lines up his elbow and quickly drives it down on the little wolf’s spine. Will cries out and grabs his back, but Cole is on him instantly pressing his knee down the pup’s spine. As the little wolf struggles, Cole grabs both his arms and pulls them back. Will moans out in pain as he’s trapped in the backbreaker. Meanwhile, his little cock begins to harden, pushing up his loincloth.

The ref approaches and puts his face down near Will. “Do you give?” 
“No…” 
Cole laughs “See, the little pup likes it!” He then stretches the wolf’s back even more.

“Uhn, hah!” Will moans, he’s in serious pain, but he knows submitting means that he’s dead anyway. He’d rather go down fighting.
“Are you sure, son?” The ref asks again. “There’s no shame in submitting.” That was a lie of course. For gladiators, there was nothing more humiliating than submitting to your opponent. But he could already tell who the winner of this match was.

Will simply shakes his head to answer. The horse smiles, admiring the little pup’s spirit. 

Eventually, Cole released the hold. It was always hot as hell seeing his opponents suffer. He bent down and grabbed a handful of his head fur, then he pulled him up to his feet, his mouth open, moaning.

“Aww, poor little puppy. I bet you’re hungry for some cock, aren’t you?” Cole pulled down his shorts and brought the wolf’s muzzle toward his crotch.
Will tried to fight back but, shaking his head away from the cougar’s crotch, but the musky smell was so good. Eventually, he succumbed to his hormones and began nuzzling his opponent’s cock and balls. Cole laughed at the submissive little wolf and the ref began stroking his own cock.

Will began licking Cole’s cock and as the cougar’s dick hardened, he engulfed it completely. Cole took a breath as he felt the wolf go down on his cock. “You really are a little bitch aren’t you.”

Cole let this continue for a minute before the ref patted his shoulder. “All right, get back to fighting.”

With some reluctance, Cole pulled the pup from his cock and stood him back up. He then drove his knee into the pup’s stomach. Will collapsed but was quickly caught by Cole who then picks him up and places a hand on his back. With a forceful shove, he sends the pup running into the corner. A classic Irish whip.
Will turns and slams into the turnbuckles, crying out loud as he makes contact. The pup is rattled but he still manages to catch himself on the ropes to either side. When he looks up, he sees the cougar already towering over him with a smug grin. 

Cole pulls back his leg and delivers a kick right into the pup’s balls. Will’s muzzle opens to howl, but no sound comes out, he simply sinks to the mat holding his pup makers. But Cole isn’t done yet. He pulls the wolf up so that he’s leaning on the ropes and then wraps his arms around them. The pup is trapped, and Cole is ready to finish him off.

He sends a kick to his belly, and a kick to his head, Cole is relentless as he lays into the pup strike after strike. When he’s done, Will is covered in bruises and blood dripping from his nose and muzzle. The pup is barely conscious and can do nothing but moan in pain. Cole unwraps him from the ropes and the wolf falls face forward on the mat.
Cole kicks the wolf over so that he’s staring face up at the ceiling. He walks over to the wolf so that he’s standing right above him. “Good fight, pup. When you get revived, come to my room and we can have some more fun.” Cole then maneuvered his feet so that Will’s head was between the two. He brought them close around the pup’s neck and then with a simple twist.

“Hrrk!” Will gurgled, and then he twitched, and then he went limp, as his cock spurted some cum even escaping his loincloth. 
The ref went over to the pup and placed two fingers on his throat, no pulse. “Yep, he’s dead. The winner is Cole!” The ref raised the cougar’s hand in victory.

Cole moved to gather the trunks he took off earlier, and then a thought came to mind. He went over to his deceased opponent and removed his loincloth. He turned it over and licked the cum that smeared the cloth. “Mm, tasty.” He laughed as he exited the gym.

