  “What do you think?”

  I think it's a trap. “It could be a bit risky.”

  “Big red, then into circle. We'll be fine. We'll have the high-ground then.”
  It was a good plan – my partner going ahead and storming the building under my cover fire. At least... It would have been a good plan had I anything bigger than a shotgun. “I don't know,” I said over our comms.

  “Relax, it'll be- shit! Players!”

  “Where?!” I said, spinning my aim madly, aiming down the sights at nothing. We had just crested over the edge of a cliff, but there was no-one down in front of us, nor at the buildings ahead.

  “Here with us!”

  “Where the fuck is here?!” I cried.

  “West- No, fuck it. East! Ah, shit!”

  Just then a blur of grey fur swept across my vision, and a whirl of claws eviscerated my partner, a cloud of blood rising from the sudden strike, and his body disappearing down the cliff.

  “Ah! God dammit. I'm dead again! Fucking game.”
  I ignored the cry as I levelled my shotgun and blast after blast was let loose. The first barely clipped the figure, who turned and snarled as I pumped the next round into the chamber. Just before I loosed the second I recognised those powerful, beefy legs and arms to be those of a werewolf.

  “Ahhh!” I yelled as the next shot hit squarely centre-mass, a wall of buckshot briefly exploding into a wonderful wall of red. “Got him!” I cried, only to have my blood run cold as the werewolf jumped forwards, through the cloud of his own blood towards me, faster than I could ever have believed possible. 

  I pumped the next round, but before I could swing the shotgun around again he was upon me, a claw batting it out of my hand like it was nothing, and I was thrown to the floor, my head hitting the stone behind me pretty hard. Then the werewolf spoke.

  “Please... Lemme...” it growled, towering over me, in victory.

  “Ah, I'm fucked.” I said, not even bothering to draw my sidearm, waiting for the killing blow.

  But it never came. Instead, the werewolf spoke again. “Please... Lemme,” it said, grabbing at my legs and tugging at my trousers.

  “What the hell? What do you want?” I said, trying to kick him away, “Just fucking kill me already,” but the werewolf had other ideas, and one glance between his legs told me all I needed to know. “Holy fuck...” I said, as I saw a good 7-inches of wolfdick, swinging free before two swollen orbs. 

  “Lemme...” he repeated.

  So this is how I die, I thought – battered to death by wolfcock. But still, he was just staring at me. Maybe I still had a chance. Maybe I could play for time. “Whatever you want...” I said, then almost immediately regretted it as the wolf leapt over me, his breath suddenly hot against my neck as he hoisted my rear up into the air, my shoulders flat against the rockside. With a single tear his claws reduced my trousers and underwear to nothing, and as the tatters fell around me I was left nude from the waist down.

  The werewolf wasted no time, suddenly rubbing his substantial wolfcock between my cheeks, not caring for my comfort as his bulbous tip ground it's way against my ass. I yelped as he hit my pucker, not prepared for this. “W-wait!” I said, scrabbling around in the rocks, and grabbing my backpack. It had been torn from me in the initial charge, but was still mercifully in reach.

  The werewolf growled. He wasn't in the mood for waiting but still he gave me a few moments. I blushed as I withdrew a bottle. “I guess I knew this might come in handy,” I murmured, a little self-consciously – as much as a man could be with several inches of wolf-cock trying to split apart your rump. I worked as quickly as I could, emptying as much of the lube as I dared across my nethers, and giving my ass an experimental finger, praying that I could loosen up before he lost his patience and tore me in two. 

  I could also feel the warmth of his member now, the urgent need within him ever more evident as he snarled and thrusted into the warm wetness of my fingers, hot-dogging my rump as I was held almost upside-down. 

  Then he could wait no more. I just about slipped my finger out in time, before I felt my ass give way to something much larger and warmer. I cried out as I felt it slip past my ring, the werewolf driving as deep as he can, before immediately pulling back for another thrust. I winced as he stretched my rear open, the growls of triumph filling my ears as I struggled not to bang my head as my ass reflexively clenched around his member and his hips dragged me back towards him. I rocked back and forwards as those thrusts increased in intensity.

  The werewolf grabbed my legs and yanked them apart, my lower-half fully exposed to his lust, his furry body leering over me as he snarled, dripping saliva over my body as he began to build up the pace, happy to have his wolf-cock rutting such a vulnerable being as I. I could feel the individual bulges in that member as he worked it deeper, my own cock trembling into semi-erection as his tip pushed forwards against my prostate, grinding into that organ, making me gasp out in a bewildering mix of pleasure and pain, a jet of pre shooting from my member as if squeezed out from the wolf-cock in my rear.

  The werewolf wasn't nearly done though, and as I lay back, helpless as that cock rocked in and out of me, I soon felt the building of a knot. It started as little more than another bulge in that gigantic wolf-member but soon I could feel it was a lot thicker than that. The werewolf was undeterred by the challenge though. “Lemme...” he snarled again, his body shaking a little as a wave of evident pleasure rolled across his features, and that pace suddenly spiked again. I groaned in bewilderment, trying to move my legs with no success, the steely grip of the werewolf preventing me from even the slightest reprieve as he pounded harder and harder.

  It felt like hours as he mercilessly drove in and out, my tip oozing pre each time he slammed into my prostate, until finally I felt my ass give, myself wondering whether my pelvis had been turned into powder from those powerful thrusts, and all at once I felt that full-rump feeling magnify as another inch popped in as his knot slid past my pucker. I howled as I was suddenly stretched to my limit, my rump clamping around that knot, not letting it budge as the werewolf kept humping. He thrusted in smaller, tighter motions, all 7 inches buried inside of me now, along with that humongous knot. He whined, he growled, he snarled. “Lemme... Gnnhh~” he said at last, and I arched upwards as his cock suddenly tensed and twitched within me, those balls slapping hard against my ass as I felt his orgasm hit. 

  He throbbed heavy as he shot his load, each throb sending another blast of cum against my bruised prostate, making my semi-erect member twitch until by the third throb it was too much for me and I joined him in orgasm, my member shooting of it's own accord, spraying wildly as it covered my chest, face and the surrounding rock with a trail of messy cum, my pucker twitching in time with my ejaculation, as if trying to actively milk my assailant.

  Then we were stuck there, panting hard, the werewolf suddenly depleted and myself covered in cum, inside and out. I stared into his eyes in fright as he stared into mine in satisfaction.

  “Hey, sorry, I went to get a drink. Are you still alive?”
  I had forgotten this was duos.

  “Let me spectate.”

  “Nooooo!”
