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There Are No Werewolves in Foxholes

 


When he joined the military, he thought he was going
to see the world and get some excitement. Now, Tyler Harrison stood
watch in a foxhole in a godforsaken stretch of Georgia wilderness
and wondered when all that excitement was going to begin. All he'd
looked forward to most nights was sitting in the parking lot of the
24 hour grocery store, drinking cheap beer and laughing with
whoever showed up. He thought that was boring, but standing here
waiting for something to happen was even worse. Not even a breeze
moved through the trees and, worst of all, he had to stay awake
with nothing whatsoever going on. The sergeants loved nothing more
than finding a recruit sleeping on watch duty and the only thing
more terrifying than boredom was a drill instructor with something
to prove.

He sighed and shifted his feet, keeping his eyes on
the trees and going over his equipment for the thousandth time with
his hands and feet. He found his boots remained tied, though his
feet ached after endless weeks of marching, running, and
calisthenics. He checked his belt and found it still in place, with
all the gear exactly where it should be. His pockets contained
their usual contents. An examination of his rifle revealed it was
still just as ready as it was five minutes ago, though if anything
actually showed up on the perimeter, all he could do was fire a few
blanks and hope like hell help showed up. Lastly, he adjusted his
crotch and found everything firmly in place. Nothing to do but
stand out here and sweat.

The thick clouds overhead rolled away, bathing him in
the pure white light of a full moon. He looked up and scratched his
head, wondering idly what kind of crazies would be out on a night
like this, when there was a low, mournful howl in the distance.
Some kind of animal was on the hunt and while he was concerned, he
grateful for the interruption. At least something was seeing action
tonight.

He'd just started to space out again when he swore he
heard moving through the thick stands of pines. It was just a
rustle in the distance, then a twig snapping, and then a long
silence that stretched off long enough he could fall back into his
watch-standing daze. Something rustled and it seemed closer now.
Tyler tensed as whatever it was got closer and closer, crashing and
crunching its way towards the edge of the trees. He trained his
rifle on the tree line and hoped it wasn't as big as it sounded. He
knew something that large wouldn't be intimidated by a bunch of
loud blanks.



The tension was almost painful and he swore the
creature was toying with him, crashing around and making a ton of
noise before going silent for a long, long time, leaving him stuck
with his cheek mashed against the plastic stuck, trying to draw a
bead on it, scared out of his mind. It crashed around again and
then something finally came out of the trees. He braced, finger on
the trigger, and drew a bead on a fat, brown rabbit meandering out
of the tree line.

"What the fu..." He said, lifting his head off the
rifle and relaxing. It was almost funny, though it would've been
funnier if he hadn't been scared out of his mind.

A deep chuckle behind him just about shot him out of
his boots and a huge, powerful hand shoved him against the dirt
wall of the foxhole. Something leaned over the back of his neck and
sniffed, then took a deep breath before exhaling with a lengthy
whuff that covered his neck with hot breath. It acted like some
kind of animal, but Tyler tried to fight his way free and found him
pinned against the dirt by something powerful and male. He'd
survived all that training and he was going to die in a godforsaken
hole in backwoods Georgia.

"Well, well, well," a familiar voice growled in his
ear. It was a voice that tormented him every day, though now it had
a low and unusual rumble. "Looks like I caught a recruit not paying
close enough attention on watch."

"Sergeant?" Tyler sputtered, trying to turn his head
and see what was behind him.

He came close to screaming when he got a glimpse of a
tall and powerfully built creature that loomed over him with a
wolf's head and a wolf's leering grin. Powerful muscles rippled
under a coat of thick, black fur and Gunnery Sergeant Jackson used
a big paw to turn his head back around, pressing it into the dirt
of the foxhole. Despite being in a slightly different physical
state, the gunnery sergeant was still dressed the same. The olive
drab shirt suffered serious tears in the transformation and the
fatigue pants showed jagged tears with fur peeking through, but it
was his usual uniform.

"I knew it was you, Harrison," the sergeant said in
his usual rolling patter, underlined by a deep, feral growl right
in Tyler’s ear. "All alone out here, not paying attention to
anything. Getting ready to shoot a poor, innocent bunny instead of
the big, bad wolf creeping up behind you. And I've got a bone to
pick with you. You think I haven't seen the way you look at
me?"

"Look at you? Sir I..."

The woof chuckled and Tyler could feel the low rumble
in its chest.

"Don't think I haven't noticed the way your eyes
wander in the shower," the sergeant said. "You're the only one in
the platoon without a porn stash. And there's the biggest piece of
evidence..."

Sergeant Jackson slid one long, powerful arm around
Tyler's hips and pulled him off the dirt. His paw moved easily down
Tyler's thighs and grabbed the rapidly growing bulge in one
hand.

"Ample evidence," Sergeant Jackson said, giving it a
firm squeeze that made Tyler shudder despite himself. As a recruit,
he hated the drill sergeants that always seemed to be riding his
ass, but he admired their sculpted bodies. They were just mean and
pushy enough that he couldn't help fantasizing about them. Others
in the platoon might be lying awake with hard cocks dreaming of
pretty pink panties on high school girlfriends, but Tyler found his
prick rigid anytime he thought about Sergeant Jackson.

"Sir, I," Harrison was stumbling as he tried to
muster a denial with half the blood in his body racing for his
cheeks and the other half racing for his cock. Jackson began
squeezing and toying with his cock, his breath hot on Tyler's
neck.

"You telling me you do all those extra pushups just
because you like doing pushups?" Jackson growled, squeezing and
stroking Tyler through the rough fabric of the BDU pants. "You sure
you're not getting buff and pretty so you look nice for me,
Harrison?"

"I..." Tyler found it was getting harder to think as
things below were getting harder. "We shouldn't be doing this," he
said, a little desperate with Jackson's cock pressing against his
ass, getting thicker by the minute. The sergeant pressed his muzzle
against Tyler's neck, sliding a warm, rough tongue over his skin
and giving a pleased little growl at the taste.

"Well, recruit, you'd better come up with a better
idea," Jackson said into Tyler's neck, giving it a long, playful
lick. His voice was a low and sexy growl, intimidating but
extremely arousing. "I only know one way to calm down this monster,
so I'm fucking someone tonight. And it sure feels...." He squeezed
Tyler's cock and used his hand mercilessly, pumping it until
Tyler's hips began to thrust. "Like you're enjoying yourself."

"I, sir, but...regulations," Tyler found it harder
and harder to think, especially as Sergeant Jackson wrapped his
other arm around him and dragged him backward. Tyler pressed
against a tall, powerful body, a gentle coat of fur rubbing against
his back as the wolf slid his arms around him. One big paw slid
over his chest and down. It unbuttoned his shirt just enough for
Jackson to run his fingers down the trail of delicate hairs
there.

"It's not against the UCMJ to be a werewolf," Jackson
growled in his ear. Tyler could feel the werewolf's muzzle on his
neck, tormenting his neck with play bites and licks, and then the
sergeant's paws unfastened the buttons on his fatigue pants.
Tyler's cock sprang out from its confinement and the werewolf
chuckled, wrapping one powerful hand around it. Tyler groaned with
pleasure as he felt Sergeant Jackson's hand get slick and hot with
precum, squeezing him just below the swollen head, then stroking
him. Tyler hadn't had a good lay in months and now he was at full
attention for the sergeant's teasing. "Besides, ask anyone in the
military and they'll tell you there are no werewolves in
foxholes."

Tyler melted back against the sergeant's powerful
chest. Powerful hands squeezing his cock, sliding up and down over
his thick, hot shaft, covering it layer after layer of slick precum
drove him wild. He felt Jackson's thick prick pressing into his ass
and fought to keep quiet as he imagined the powerful werewolf
bending him over and burying that thick dick inside him.

"I think you need to kneel down, recruit," Jackson
said in a husky voice. "I'm way too hot and bothered to give you a
good fucking like this."
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