Deep in the forest during the dead of night the hunter loped quickly through the underbrush while licking his lips. Tonight was the night of the full moon and soon he would fill himself with a delectable morsel of flesh. The humans in the village that the hunter kept watch over would prepare for him a live human to be his meal in agreement with the hunter’s pact between them. The hunter would keep the people living in the tiny village safe from the creatures that lurked in the darkness and the shadows and in return once a year on the night of the first full moon of summer they would give him one of their own to devour. It wasn’t something easy to decide for the people but after two attacks on their village by monstrous creatures of the night and more then twenty of their people having been killed it was seen as a necessary evil.

The hunter burst from the trees into a small clearing to appear in his full glory as the cold, white light of the moon above shone down upon him. There, standing at ten feet tall and twenty one feet long was a majestic black wolf with pearl white fangs that could crunch stone into pieces, glowing, crimson eyes that could peer into the hearts of men, giant paws that made the earth tremble when they rove over the ground, claws that could rend steel and iron into ribbons, and ears that heard the noise of the world and music of the spirits in the astral plane. This was the hunter that had watched over and protected the lands long since before humans had crawled out of the primordial ooze and tonight he would be offered up a sacrifice that would sate his stomach as his belly growled voraciously in anticipation. He had staved off eating for the entire week just to get this meal and tonight the gargantuan onyx furred wolf salivated with desire at the mere thought of the treat he would soon feast upon.

Looking around the hunter didn’t see anyone waiting for him and raising his large, wet nose into the air he found that he couldn’t smell the delightful aroma of fear drenched flesh from awaiting prey. Cocking his head in confusion the hunter moved from the clearing onto the human village just a mile to the south of him. Maybe they would feed him inside of their settlement? But, the humans had been too afraid to do such a thing for a second time after he had swallowed one of their women whole while still alive into his gullet. 

For the hunter it had been a fun meal as the woman screamed bloody murder as she thrashed around inside of his acid filling stomach until she went silent and filled out his belly making a nice bulge and warm feeling for the wolf. 

Ever since that day the villagers had agreed that it was best that the hunter take his meals into the depths of the forest where children wouldn’t have questions to ask that they were too proud or ashamed to answer. The massive black wolf couldn’t care though since his main concern was his meal or lack thereof.

When the hunter made it to the gates of the village he set himself down onto his haunches and raised his head to let those inside know of his presence. A frightening howl silenced the sounds of the night and soon the large gates in front of him cracked open before slamming shut. The hunter cocked his head in question before lifting his hind leg and scratching the back of one of his ears and then howling again. Instead of being answered by an opening door, the hunter was meet by a small orb being tossed from atop of the village gates to his feet. 

The giant wolf sniffed the object in question and nudged it and saw a small flicker. Curious the hunter looked back up at the human settlement and began to howl again when he smelled smoke and a blast of fire, heat, and soot exploded in front of him. The force of the explosion made the wolf reel back, his fur singed and burnt, nose filled with a strange scent that resembled that of burning wood, and his ears rang as if thunder had rained down next to him when he was outside of his cave. Stumbling backwards, the hunter growled and glared up from where the orb had came and his eyes widened in panic when several more of those things came flying down from above. 

Not wanting to find out what would happen when more than one popped at him, the hunter ducked back into the forest just a ways. Several more explosions ripped apart the silence of the night and when the smoke cleared the black wolf snarled as he looked up to see one of the humans standing over the gates gloating down at him. 

“Go away beast! We don’t need you anymore and we have nothing here for you!” The man yelled.

The hunter growled and snarled as outrage seeped into his soul before he howled up at the human. Another orb was tossed out at his response making the wolf leap back to avoid the blast. Feeling humiliated the hunter turned and stalked off back into the woods without another sound from his muzzle but the fury raging inside of his soul knew no bounds. His growling stomach didn’t compare to the growl welling up from his throat but the hunter could do nothing about either as plans formed inside of his head and vengeance clouded over his thoughts.

Returning to his cave the hunter sat down in a huff and curled himself over into ball. He had come up with a myriad of plans to strike back at the fool humans for what they had done to him but all of them seemed…inhumane, ironically, to him. He was a guardian and a protector; it was his duty to watch over those who could not fend for themselves not to harm those who he had no reason to. Even if the humans had disrespected him so with the break of their side of the pact he couldn’t bring himself to slaughter them. Sighing in disgust the hunter closed his eyes and curled himself deeper into the folds of his body and drifted off. Tonight he didn’t feel like doing his duty.

Noise drifted into his ears making the wolf’s furry tri-pointed appendages perk up and then rotate around so that he could hear the disturbance to his sleep. Filtering out the sounds of his grumbling stomach and his own whimpering because of his grumbling stomach, the hunter placed a name to the light crunching he heard.

Opening his eyes slowly and then lifting his head the wolf was met by the sight of human standing in the opening of his cave. But this human was much older than his previous sacrifices had been and was… The growl from the wolf was that of pure fury and he lifted himself from the ground like a flash of lightning and charged at the man. 

The human readied himself for the attack but could stop the force of the impact when the wolf tackled him and caused his body to juggle on the ground. The axe in his hands flew away like a bird into the darkness and the thirty plus year old human found himself alone with a very angry hunter. 

The wolf had never been so insulted in his life! How dare they think that he would let them kill him after all he had done to guard them!? He would show them! He would make this one an example. Mauling the man and dragging his torn flesh apart would have been too good for the likes of him. No the hunter had something else in mind. Tearing the human out of his clothing and armor was like catching a fish in a stream for the wolf as his claws made quick work of the metal and fabric. When the man was full nude the wolf stepped back and sat down. An evil sneer was painted on his muzzle but he made no move to attack.

The human jumped up and ran as fast as he could from the angry animal and didn’t bother to look back to see the smile that grew on that black muzzle or the crimson eyes shimmering brighter in the darkness. 

The wolf waited all of three seconds after he could no longer see the human to lop after him at a stead pace. Compared with their builds and the hunter’s prowess at tracking, the man didn’t get far before the wolf was on top of him. The hunter had sprung up and over the human and landed on him with his full weight. The sounds of bones popping was horrific but to the wolf it was musical and he looked down to see the man groan in pain before getting up off of him and standing away.

The human was in agony as his back had been jarred out of its natural alignment just a fraction but he was still able to get up and hobble away from the wolf. Making his way on shaky legs into the forest he never again looked at the playful smile on the hunter’s face. 

The wolf found himself enjoying this game as he let the human get away for a full minute and then loped after him again. This time when he found the injured human he didn’t have to spring up but instead the wolf rushed passed him and then stood before the human and snapped his fangs at him. The man fell down and cried out both in pain and surprise before getting up and trying to hobble away for a second time. 

This twisted game went on for a while as the wolf alternated on letting the man think he could get farther and farther away from him. Each instance the human was allowed to get just a bit further away but in truth the hunter was herding him back to his people. When they reached the halfway point to the village the wolf had broken the man so much with his pouncing, snapping, and biting that the human struggled just to move. Never injuring him too severely but making sure that the man regretted ever thinking about hunting him. 

When he had enough the wolf grabbed the man up in his jaws and then made his way to the small human settlement. Reaching the gates for a second time tonight the wolf kept a good distance away but barked to alert the ones inside. Someone came out and screamed when they saw their village hero lying there bleeding and broken. The gates fully opened and the wolf waited for just the right moment before taking the human back into his jaws and rushing inside of the village.

He burst through thee wooden gateway and ran to the center of the town before stopping and dropping the human in his muzzle onto the dirt. When the men and women came out of their homes some of them had those strange orbs in hand but the wolf just smirked at them and then turned on the man he had thoroughly demoralized and nearly trampled and lifted his tail up. The man had just enough time to see the dark pink bud of the hunter’s anus before it descended on him and he yelled out.

The wolf felt the vibrations and shivered in pleasure but kept a close eye on the wide-eyed people around him. The man inside of his tailhole squirmed and kicked as best he could, given his new malleable form it made no difference to the hunter save for giving wolf thrilling sensations that were delicious to him. He flexed his rear end and sucked the human up into the depths of his anus before rising up and letting the people see. See their so-called champion in his last moments on earth.

Inside of the wolf the man was wishing he was dead, the smell of wolf waste was too potent to comprehend and the feel of it around his flesh was revolting. How he wished he had never followed the mayor’s advice and gone after the beast to kill it after it had departed. Now as he was dragged through mud thick muck he closed his eyes and cried for mercy that would never come.

The hunter panted heavily as the man was dragged into him farther and farther, inch-by-inch. Head, neck, chest, and abs were the first parts to go into his tailhole. While the man didn’t put up a good fight he did make the wolf feel so good that the hunter couldn’t find himself caring. Soon the waist of the human was devoured then the legs, ankles until finally all that was left were the feet, which wiggled about vainly. The wolf then stopped his backwards devouring and pushed the man out of himself.

The screams of women, and a few men, were harmonious to the wolf as they looked upon the defecated flesh of the warrior who had protected them the past few seasons. To see that the wolf could do such a thing drove spikes of fear into their hearts and made some pass out in sheer horror. The hunter’s crimson eyes bled a darker, more sinister red and shown with a demonic light as he sated his ego on the terror he had brought and then decided to finish his meal. 

Swallowing the man back up as he had before the wolf grunted when the toes slipped inside of him and his tailhole sealed shut. He wouldn’t allow the human the pleasure of being digested inside of his belly but keep him somewhere in his anal track and let his body break the human down. It was what he deserved after all. Smiling viciously at the other humans the wolf began to trot away right by the stunned villagers but just before he was out of the gates he caught the sight of a young green eyed boy who stared at him. The look in the young males face made the wolf almost stop before his ears caught the sounds of shouting and he ran away from the flickering orbs being thrown at him.

The villagers watched the wolf disappear into the forest around them and then sealed the gates shut. When morning came the scout atop the gates for that morning screamed aloud when he surveyed the land around him. 

There just a few feet from the village was a humongous pile of shit covered with flies and sitting right beside it was the axe belonging to the village champion. 

Somewhere, a midnight black wolf chuckled in pleasure while his crimson eyes glowed devilishly.

