Scene One





“"Mid day working in this fucking heat, with the sun on my back, fixing up a piece of shit dock so a bunch of sadist faggots can run around playing hide and snip? I don't get paid enough for this bullshit!""  Emerson Snow wiped his brow as he finished his repairs and turned to put his screwdriver back into his tool chest.  Turning back towards the sun however he noticed a distinct lack of a tool box, as well as his two co-workers Charlie and Ross.  Starting to panic, Snow jumped up onto the dock just in time to hear the motor of his boat, which it is worth noting that he had paid for, starting to kick to life.





Without hesitating Emerson started to run for the boat, heading towards the two laughing Wolves on board at a full sprint.  On a cooler day he might have even made it on board, but in this heat it was impossible.  As he reached the end of the dock he heard Ross cry out, ""Hold onto yer balls, faggot!""





He collapsed to his knees, catching his breath and swearing as loudly as he could.  Those two fucks were going to get what they had coming.  He may be small, but nobody was about to get away with stealing his boat.  Once he gets off this island, they better hope they are long gone.





After some time Snow became increasingly aware of the heat, stripping his shirt and putting his screwdriver in a loop on his carpenter style jeans.  Nobody would be arriving on the island until tomorrow morning anyway, so he was going to need to find a shelter.  Shouldn't be too hard though.  The company who had contracted him to fix the docks was paying the citizens of the island to conveniently ""disappear"" for the next month.





It was a relatively short hike from the dock up to the town.  Naturally most of the houses were locked or striped empty by their owners.  Wandering around for a bit he chanced upon an old boat house.  This company was pretty serious though, the closest thing to a boat was a mangled pile of planks.  However, there were tools there, as well as netting and a few other fisherman necessities.  If those freaks were going to be arriving in the morning he figured he should probably build a trap near the door.  Once everyone showed up all he had to do was hold tight until they passed, then head to the docks and explain what happened.  Surely one of the boats there would take him to the main land, and to his revenge on those pricks.





Building the trap took him a fair bit longer than he had expected it too, but it looked fairly sturdy considering the materials he had to use.  It was pretty much night time already, and after working on the docks and this contraption, Snow was pretty tuckered out, and very irritable.  He put the tools away again and headed to the back, curling up on top of his wadded up shirt and some spare net as pillow.  Sleeping in a bed would be too risky, and he was close to the docks this way.








Light from a hole in the ceiling stung Emerson's eyes as he stirred.  It sounded like something was banging irregularly against the door.  Grabbing his screwdriver and getting on his knees behind the left over wood he could see something moving just outside.  He couldn't believe it, but as he inched toward the door, it seemed his trap had worked!














His eyes took a moment to adjust to the light outside as he opened the door and saw a scrawny hyena in glasses and business casual attire swinging around in his net and fumbling around with an old fashioned straight razor, trying to get it out and open it up.  He wasn't quite as small as snow, but he was armed, and the only ones supposed to be on the island were dangerous.





“Oi!  You with them freaks who rented the island?”, he asked, walking out slowly, holding his screwdriver at the ready in case he needed it.





“Oh God!  Not already!”, the hyena exclaimed, “Why does every day have to be a Monday?”   





“It's Thursday, nimrod, now answer the damn question.  Are you one of those neutering freaks?”





“Y-yeah, I suppose... Not on purpose though.  My boss told me this was a vacation, but once they had explained everything, the guards at the peer started shooting everyone who got even remotely close.  There is no way out, man.”





This caused a sinking feeling in Snow's chest as he looked down the shore toward the dock.  It was no joke, it looked like they'd even set up pill boxes on some of the ships docked there.  He wasn't going to get close enough to say a word before his body was plant food.





“Well... if I can't leave that way, I suppose the only way off this island is to win your stupid game”, snow replied quietly, “Give me the knife so I can nut you nice and quick.”





“Are you serious!?!  I'm not gunna let you cut my nuts off, dude!  No way!”  The Hyena was struggling now, and with the knife finally opened and gripped in his hand he started trying to saw through the net.





“Look, buddy.  That net is real thick, so you can cooperate, and I'll make it quick, or you can keep fucking around with that thing, and I'll just use my screwdriver to get the job done.  Take your pick.”





The hyena remained silent for a moment, trying to saw through the net but barely managing to cut through a few of the strands.  At this rate it would take him half an hour at least.  Finally, with a sigh, he dropped the knife on the ground.  “Every single day is a Monday...”





“Hurry up and get your pants off, I want to be quick about this.”  Emerson sighed as he leaned down and picked up the knife.  It was a bit dull, but it would have to do. “Understand I ain't no queer because I'm holding your nuts.  I'm just doing this to get home.”





After taking as long as possible and struggling around in the netting, the hyena finally got his slacks up around his knees.  He let out a gasp and a small shiver as the rough calloused paw of the carpenter wrapped around his package.  It wasn't even that bad, honestly.  If he had ever managed to find somebody to mate with, it might have even been a good thing in his life.  But just like everything else, here it goes...





Honestly Snow had expected a bit more resistance from the blade, but it went through the dark black pouch like butter.  It was hypnotic in a way, watching this male's pride being removed.  He'd never seen it done before, and honestly he had imagined it would be much more difficult.  And yet, he had just talked this poor sap into this.








The cut may have been fairly easy, but what really made an impression was the mixture of whimpers and moans that were coming from his victim.  The feel of those most precious orbs dropping into his palm.  He could barely believe it, but inside those baggy pants, he was hiding a semi right now.  He was actually really enjoying this.





When he looked up, it seemed that his unfortunate guest had passed out from the experience.  Looking down at his hand, he wondered why he hadn't just let them fall to the ground, or for that matter what the hell he was supposed to do with them now.  He decided to keep them for the moment though.  He was too close to the dock to stick around for long, so he would need to get moving.  Without really thinking he tucked the blade into a pocket and went inside to take care of the “problem” that was now raging in his own pants.





Crouching down in the corner and cursing under his breath, Snow did all he knew to do, stroking himself as he stared at the valuables in his other hand.  He gave them a few firm squeezes, still warm, almost pulsing it felt like.  He had heard once that you could actually eat them...  Unsure of anything else to do with them really he popped one into his mouth, still stroking, this whole thing making him feel crazy, but hornier than he had been in years.





The consistency was a bit rubbery, and the tasty of blood was present, but so far so good.  He was mostly vegetarian, but foxes were carnivores as well, and frankly he was too lost in heat to care.  He waited until he was on the very edge before he bit down.  The burst of cum and blood and raw, warm flesh was intense, if not somewhat bitter tasting.  He let out a moan, making sure to be quiet as he shot an enormous load onto the dusty floor.  He felt like he was adding the hyena's masculinity to his own, and compared to the orgasms he'd been getting from cheap whores the past few years, it certainly looked like he was.





After catching his breath and zipping his pants back up, Snow decided that he should save the other nut for later, to keep his libido... err... energy up.  He grabbed some rope and tucked a hammer into an empty loop on his belt, then looked around for activity outside.  After deciding the coast was clear he looked at the wound he had left behind and swore under his breath, “I am not a fucking queer...”





Doing what he could to ignore the knot in his pants, Snow started to cautiously head towards the center of the island and away from the docks.  He didn't mean to be, but now he was part of this game... and he was really looking forward to getting another meal.


















































Scene Two





Standing on the docks Horatio watched the competitors starting to split up and move away. They were a very mixed bunch from all occupations. It was interesting to just watch for now, observing them all as they hurried away from the bridge. Some of them were eyeing each other up, grinning and joking. Others were busy getting out of sight, losing themselves amongst the streets of the small town. Vanishing into buildings or ducking down side streets. No one seemed inclined to try anything here there were too many people around.  A few were hanging around like him, checking out the competition, seeing who else was on the island and from their facial expressions he could determine quite a bit about them. Some were nervous or even scared others cocky and assured of their eventual victory. Nodding from time to time the sun bear watched everyone departing, making silent notes in his head as to how each person was acting. The sun-bear himself was quite tall with black fur and a heavy-set ursine body. His robes were black embroidered with the universal symbol of peace with cloth of gold vestments over the top. A stiff white collar clung to the fur about his neck completing the outfit, the whole ensemble marking him out as a priest.  They were all sinners, all would face judgement; set free from the shackles of sin so they might live out their lives in peace.  However, he had to hunt out those most steeped in sin first, bring them into the light of the lord by banishing lust from their lives. They would be reborn, baptised through pain and embraced by his church.





The sound of shouting down near the bridge caught his attention. Security guards and menacing looking turrets, ready to open fire on anyone who tried to cross, blocked the path back to the mainland.  He had these sinners trapped now and none would escape justice. A large canine was shouting at the guards operating the defences, raging even. The words he was using had no place coming from any man.  With a well-built physique and a uniform, he looked quite the sight. Navy blue trousers and shirt covered his body, heavy black boots kept his paws safe and a pair of handcuffs hung from his belt.  A peaked cap atop his head completed the look.  Gathering his robes Horatio walked over. On closer inspection, he appeared to be some sort of German shepherd and he did not sound happy. The turrets on the bridge were tracking him mercilessly and the guards were not responding to his anger.  It was somewhat alarming how one of the turrets moved to point toward him, as he got nearer.  Stopping a few feet back, he called out to the dog not wishing to risk getting any closer in case he did something stupid. 





“You seem distraught my son, such rage is not healthy.”


Spinning around the young man raised a fist as if to pummel the bear. He paused when he saw the white collar and vestments; the warm, smiling black muzzle was also somewhat off putting. He glared at the priest and leant forward, “Fuck off; I don’t want to be here, I didn’t agree to be here but if I am here.” His eyes slid past the bear and he grinned at a group of rough looking men nearby. “I am going to make those fuckers pay.”  





Horatio watched the dog walk off in pursuit as the group of roughnecks scattered at the sight of the approaching guard. He sighed, there was so much sin in this world and for a small moment, he thought the dog might actually have been innocent. Putting the incident from his mind, he resumed his analysis of the other competitors; most of them had disappeared from sight by now. Here on this small island he was determined to bring peace to these wayward, needy sinners. Glancing around his eyes fell upon a pristine white figure. Curled black horns, soft well-groomed white fleece and a snappy outfit, pinstripe trousers, a matching jacket allowed to hang open and show off his bare chest and stomach beneath. Gold glittered on his fingers and he appeared to be admiring his looks in a small hand-held mirror.





 Bristling at the vanity oozing off the sheep Horatio began to walk towards him, he had chosen his first sinner; he would help him to repent. The sheep clicked his compact mirror shut, tucked it away, with a brief warm smile for the bear he turned his back on him, and set off into the town. The bear smiled, said a soft prayer of thanks to the lord for this opportunity and started to trail after him.





~~~~~~~~~~~~~~





Eugene had slipped away from the crowd of competitors near the bridge as soon as he got to the island.  He had moved on to the docks and then hopped the railing and landed on the beach. He was sheltering in the lee of the docks out of sight for now whilst he planned what to do. Standing at just over five foot, he was short for a guy, skinny too in a long legged kind of way.  Covered in dark sandy brown fur for the most part he had a lighter patch of white and blonde fur across his neck and chest. Short, sleek fur that lay flat against his body showing of to some degree that he had wiry hardened muscles from life in the army and an awful lot of running.





 With his bare bunny feet dug into the sand and his ears pricked up listening for anyone approaching he checked his gear. He adjusted his camo-jacket zipping it up over the beige vest he was wearing. Next he double-checked his grooming kit was snug in one of the large pockets of his trousers. He had gone for standard army fatigues for clothing, dog tags tucked into his vest and the smooth plastic case that contained all the equipment he figured he would need for this mission.





A shadow fell over him; a figure was leaning on the railing above, Eugene’s breath caught in his throat as he watched them.  He had not heard them approach and his hazel eyes lifted to meet green cat’s eyes, they seemed to reflect the light, glowing for a moment, two points of emerald flame in an otherwise shadowed face. 





“Hello there…” the voice was smooth and soft and broke the spell as the figure shifted out of the shadow. Eugene could feel those eyes roving over his body, noting the clothing and cataloguing everything.  Pushing away from the wall Eugene bent his knees, muscled tense and ready to react if they tried anything.  When the cat vaulted over the rail, the hare jumped out of reach.  The feline landed in the soft sand he paused to examine the hare in more detail.


“Interesting breed…I don’t think I’ve met someone like you before,” he smiled holding out a paw in greeting, “Always a pleasure to meet new people.” 





Eugene did not move and he could imagine the voice of his old drill sergeant shouting at him about trusting the enemy.  It was after all what this enigmatic feline was, an enemy combatant, everyone on this island was.  The cat had rich black fur and was snug against the cold in a comfortable looking leather jacket.  He had a welcoming smile and a devilish alluring thrum to his voice, a sub harmonic purr that his large ears were picking up. Soft, smooth, and unwaveringly erotic in its own way, it thrummed with every syllable giving them a rich timbre and majesty that slid through the ears and pushed buttons in the hindbrain of those who heard it.





“Korean Hare if you must know.” Eugene responded; his own voice quite brash and firm, there was no harm in admitting what species he was, “And we’re not here to make friends. I’m here to win for the pride of the army.”











“The US army I note…. A Korean hare in the US army… immigrant family are we. Doing your bit to serve your country, that's good of you.” The cat kept talking, his smooth and slick voice emulated perfect with that purr, the cadence of his words pleasing on the ears.  “No need to be hostile we can work together, work as a team to take down the others and in the end well we can work something out.” A winning smile, long black tail slinking from side to side, “What do you say?”





Eugene frowned at the cat, he made some good points, there would be more chance of victory but he when you got right down to it did not trust this cat.  He could hear that purr, that dark, decadent thrum that empowered his voice with suave sophisticated delight. Looking over the strangers shoulder, he leaned closer and smiled, short muzzle wrinkling as he gave them his answer.





“Watch out for the cat.” His leg came up, knee driving into the black feline’s groin. He did not stop to enjoy his small victory but kicked off and started to race down the beach away from the docks and the large almost feral looking cheetah he had seen coming down the steps from the docks.  He had quite liked the way the startled, strangled gasp from the cat had cut off that incessant sub harmonic purring, smiling he put on an extra burst of speed, kicking up small puffs of sand as his feet dug into the beach.  He glanced back once to see the larger feline investigating the downed black cat before it gave chase.  Cursing his luck Eugene put his head down and raced ahead, he could outrun a stupid cat any day. He was a private in the US army, he was better then all of these worthless civilians. Pair by pair he would introduce them all to his razor and leave them less, he smiled at the thought of the enjoyable work ahead. Racing away down the beach he swerved to his left and headed for the trees, intending to lose the cat following him and circle back to the town to scout out his first enemy combatant and take them down.





~~~~~~~~~~~~~~





David glanced back over his shoulder and frowned, there was definitely someone following him. Looking around he ducked through an arch and made his way swiftly down the arcade beyond to the next street. The white ram moved as slowly as he dared, trying not to let his hooves clop loudly on the cobblestones and give his position away.





He stopped at the end of the arcade, looked left, right and checked behind then ducked through the open door of a coffee shop and darted into the backroom after carefully pushing the door shut.  Smiling he started to open cupboards and draws to see if there were any interesting items he could use. He had just opened a large tin of coffee and was eyeing up the hot water boiler when he heard the outer door open. Shoving the tin back into the cupboard, he pulled open the door and looked out into the main shop. The bear he had seen on the shore was just closing the door, it had to be the same guy, no one else was wearing those outlandish clothes.  For a second David hesitated then shut the door and was out the backdoor in a flash. He was not going to get in a one on one fight with a bear his size. Maybe it was just chance that he had gone into the same coffee shop as he did but he was not sticking around for a conversation.





Scrambling over a wall, he landed in an alleyway running between a row of shops and several back gardens. A moment to think and then he was off, running half way down the alley and hopping a wall onto a neat law. Along the side of the house, across the next street and down a small cul-de-sac into a quiet residential neighbourhood, pausing to rest on a bench in the small tree lined square in the centre.





David felt quite good, it was this sort of thrill he had been missing, the stage shows and concerts had gotten boring. He felt alive, he felt good, he was smart, he was handsome. Outwitting all these tough men and their macho behaviour would be no trouble.  A noise at the end of the street made him sit up, alert and wary just in case, what he saw made him gape in shock. Gently righting a dustbin he must have knocked over was the bear! White and gold robes glittering in the morning sun, a stern expression on his muzzle. He paused when he saw the ram and made a “come-hither” gesture. Shaking himself out of his stupefied reverie he leapt up and ran, it was uncanny, how was he following him! There was no way he could have guessed which alleys or gardens he had gone through, it was impossible. Breathing labouring he clopped down an alley heedless of the sound now as he tried to put distance between himself and the ursine priest.





~~~~~~~~~~~~~~





The town was quiet and somewhat on the spooky side of things with no one in the streets. The background hum of cars and people talking that usually hung around a living town was absent. Birds still chirped in the trees and a fountain in the town square was running.  Eugene was lying flat on the roof of a hardware store; he’d managed to lose the feral cheetah in the woods and had spent the last hour exploring the town.  Breaking into the back of the shop had been easy enough and he had taken all the cable ties he could find. The zip-lock strips of plastic made handy cuffs in a pinch and were easier to carry then rope.  He had picked up a water canteen, some lightweight foodstuffs, lighting fluid, a rather nice Zippo lighter, scentless soap and a torch.  The items now secreted throughout his pockets. The only thing he’d not been able to find so far was anything to camouflage the colour of his fur.  Still it was quite a good haul and enough to be going on with for now. All he had to do was pick his first victim without ending up on the receiving end himself.





A sound from the street below made him freeze, he felt his ears twitch but thankfully, the sweatband wrapped about his head held them back.  It was impossible to over-come all his instincts and his ears pricking up when something interesting sounded nearby was the most annoying habit. It had gotten him shouted at enough times back at boot camp. Cautiously peering over the side of the building at the street below, he watched as a white ram in a rather flash and expensive looking suit hurried past.  He paused at an opening into an alley and looked behind warily; he had a somewhat haunted look on his face. When it seemed like no one was following him he relaxed and turned as if to make use of the alley but something he saw made him hurry off in the other direction.  He passed into the alley between the hardware store Eugene was lying on top off and the next building and crouched behind a crate, hiding.





Watching this with interest the hare held still as a figure stepped out of the alley and looked up and down the street. It was a bear with rich black fur, but what made him such a sight were his expensive looking robes. As he watched the ursine figure move into the centre of the street, raised his head and started to scent the air.





Eugene frowned and took a sniff himself and grinned, he could smell some very fancy cologne, incredibly expensive and sickeningly sweet. The ram was an idiot, wearing a distinctive smelling after-shave at a contest like this. The bear must have had his scent but if Eugene was smart and fast he could snatch the sheep away from the priest.





 The bear had paused; Eugene could see him snuffling back and forth in the street trying to follow the scent.  It must have been very faint out on the street mixed with all the other scents of the town. It would take the bear a few minutes to follow the cologne mingled in with all those other smells. This gave Eugene some time to act.  Carefully sliding across the roof, he moved out of sight of the street and lowered himself over the edge, dropping down behind the ram. Sheep boy was tense, ready to run for it, nervously watching the street for any sign of pursuit. He certainly wasn’t ready for someone to drop in behind him.  This caused him to react slowly, which was all the opening Eugene needed. One arm snaked over his head and dug in against the sheep’s windpipe whilst he drove a knee into his back, forcing him down. Pulling back against the ram’s throat was easy, the sheep was a weakling and from his clothing, the army hare surmised he was a pampered rich boy.  No wonder he had been so easily spooked by the bear.  The kid scrabbled at his arm with both hands ineffectively; muzzle opening and closing as he tried to draw breath but the hare’s arm was immobile. 





Gently he lowered the kid to the ground as he lost consciousness. A properly trained soldier would have been able to break out of that hold easily it had been very sloppy. Still it had worked, now he had to get him out of sight and disguise his scent before the bear saw him. Smiling he revelled in the thrill of poaching another contestant’s prey, hefting the ram up over his shoulders he quickly moved down the alley and out of sight behind the hardware store.  Eyes roving over his options he dismissed taking him inside the shop, it was too obvious that someone had broken in.  He had to get somewhere quickly, before his new friend woke up or the big priest locked onto the ram’s stink and followed. Looking around in the loading yard his eyes fell on a manhole cover and he grinned. Dumping the ram, he levered the cover off then lowered his prey down the hole by his feet taking his time to lower him onto stone walkway at the bottom of the ladder and not drop him into the fetid water running down the channel. Less than a minute later, he had the cover back in place and was down on the stone beside the white ram.  It was a matter of moments to tie his arms and legs together with the plastic zip-lock cable ties and the sleeves of the sheep’s own jacket ripped off and used as an impromptu gag.  Then it was just a matter of taking his time to drag the ram along through the tunnel, picking which direction to go in at each intersection at random and he took extra care to drag the ram through the stinking water. There was no way the bear was going to find them now and any time his captive started to stir it was easy to send him back into oblivion. His first hunt was over, now it was time for his fun.





~~~~~~~~~~~~~~





Slowly David became aware of sound; it was fuzzy at first but slowly came into focus as his mind crawled out of the pit of unconsciousness he had fallen into.  Running water, a cascade of water continuously hitting something that is what he was hearing. Smiling he stirred, one of his people must be preparing him a bath. The way his head was throbbing it must have been a hell of an after-gig party the night before.   Slowly opening his eyes he emitted a soft bleat in distaste at the painful way light sliced into his brain, he tried to raise an arm to shield his eyes but something was holding it in place. Frowning he tugged on all his limbs and found them similarly tied down. It was about then that memory slammed home, the contest, being hunted, someone landing behind him and choking him!  He tired to scream, eyes snapping open all the way as adrenaline shot through his body, over-riding the lethargy that had been gripping him. He could remember his assailant’s arm about his throat and then vague memories of water rushing past and a hazy vision in the gloom before a foot was pushed down against his windpipe again. 





Screaming was impossible he discovered whoever had tied him down had taken the liberty of gagging him as well and it was foul. Tugging at his bonds he started to thrash as he took in the room. It was some sort of bedroom so it had to be inside one of the empty houses in the town. He was spread-eagled on the bed, tied down at wrists, ankles, elbows and knees. His head was propped up so his view of the room was clear and he did not like what he could see.











Someone had covered over the windows, blocking them from the inside so they wouldn’t show any light but what drew his attention was the cut-throat razor someone had propped up on the dressing table on the far wall. He was staring right at it when he looked straight ahead, the gleaming, glistening silver blade reflecting the light, glistening with oil and all the natural menace of something well cared for and very sharp.  David started to thrash back and forth, squirming and wriggling, trying to tug his limbs free but the bonds were too tight. The sound of the running water cutting off made him freeze, head turning he stared at the door that seemed to lead into a mist shrouded room. It was some sort of en-suite and he could hear someone moving about in there. Paws on tiled flooring, the wet thump of a towel being casually discarded, then a figure appeared in the doorway, paused to examine the white ram and walked casually toward the bed.





It was a hare, sandy fur with a white/blonde under-belly, lanky in that understated muscular way runners had. Bright brown eyes and a towel wrapped about his waist. He let it drop and casually, revealing a nice thick sheath and a pair of very heavy balls. He would have been more pleasing to look if he hadn’t tied David down, probably with the intent to slice off his own large sheep nuts.  He started to pull a beige vest over his head, unaware at the moment that David was awake.  Screwing his eyes shut David tried to slow his breathing, if he had more time to think he could maybe work his way free or something. Especially if they thought he was asleep still and went into another room.  A warm paw suddenly gripping his sheath and squeezing it ruined the plan as it made his eyes snap open and gasp in surprise.





“Ah you are awake good,” the hare smiled, paw teasing his sheath back and forth, working over him slowly. “Such a nice set you have, shame I have to take them off but orders are orders and I was told to win.”





A muffled protest from David just made the hare laugh as he knelt at the end of the bed, paw still stroking up and down over his plump sheath. Whimpering he watched as his thick black cock started to slide out of his sheath. It felt good, his captive knew what he was doing but he couldn’t get the fact that when he finished doing whatever it was he was doing he’d be a ball-less nobody!  His captor took a can of shaving foam off the dresser and sprayed a generous measure into his paw. He then started to massage it into his balls over his cock. It felt rather nice, slippery and smooth, slick and it tingled slightly causing him to squirm, moaning in delight around his gag at the slippery feeling of that paw on his cock.





The hare had him squirming back and forth, gasping and moaning, whimpering in need as he played with his thick black meat. His other paw was massaging his balls now, rubbing over them, teasing them, squeezing and kneading them. “That’s it... good sheep, livestock who can’t be put out to stud get one last orgasm and then I operate.”





Shaking his head David moaned in fear and lust, he could feel the familiar tightness in his loins; he was getting close to cumming. Squirming back and forth he tugged on his arms, trying desperately to pull free, to stop this. His horns were knocking against the headboard as he desperately tried to hold off but the treacherous hair slide that paw down off his balls and sunk a foam slicked finger inside his arse. Eyes bulging David screamed around his gag, another finger spread his rump wider and his head slammed into the headboard hard enough to crack it. Head ringing, dazed he bucked his hips, arse clenching around those fingers as he coated his stomach in a sticky layer of thick gooey sheep cum.  With a final twitch of his cock he sank back down against the bed, cum pooling over his stomach, limbs aching where he had pulled against his restraints.





Blinking his eyes to try and clear his vision David watched as the hare picked up his razor and held it up for the sheep to see. “You should be thanking me really; I rescued you from that bear. He looked the sort to give you a sermon. I’ll at least give you a helpful hint.”  Leaning down the hare slid his razor along the underside of the ram’s balls, gently shaving the fleece off his balls, the curly white fluff shorn off easily by the sharp blade.  “Next time, you enter a contest full of predators don’t wear fancy aftershave.”





Shaking his head the sheep went limp, groaning as he felt that razor passing over his balls, meticulously shaving his sac, it felt sort of calming, he was a sheep he was used to having to shear his fur down but he’d never had a stranger doing it in such an intimate place before. The foam made it slick and smooth and the blade was a constant reminder that any moment now it would start slicing!  The soft scrape of blade against skin as it took off his fur was agonizing, especially the way the hare was being so meticulous about it.  By the time his captor was finished the sheep was hard again from the constant manhandling and the thrill of fear racing up and down his spine at his helpless situation.





The hare wiped his razor clean with a cloth then fished out a lighter, smiling he started to run the flame up and down the length of the silver blade.  The hare gave the sheep a rather predatory smile and then tugged his sac taught. Shaking his head David tried to implore him not to do this with his eyes but he just slide his hand down, the razor blade glinted and flashed and then the world dissolved into white pain!





Screaming around his gag, eyes wide and bulging he felt that sharp blade slicing through the skin of his shorn sac, it nicked effortlessly through the first tube inside and carried straight through to slice the second neatly. The hot blade slid out the far side of the nut-sac and the hare gathered it up and held it up before the sheep’s eyes. “Thank you for playing. I am sure someone will pick you up... sooner or later.” Smiling he set about cleaning up and finished getting dressed. He was so very methodical about it, a satisfied smile on his face as he swung on his jacket, pocketed his case of grooming gear and with that ball sac held firmly in one hand smiled at the semi-comatose sheep tied to the bed.





“Thanks for the sac; I am going to go... put these to good use downstairs. You sleep it off now and bask in the glory that you got bested by the better man... oh sorry, you’re not a man anymore.” Laughing he shut the door behind him leaving David to the agony and the violent, horrifying sense of something being missing, a lack of weight between his thighs.





~~~~~~~~~~~~~~





Eugene slipped into the kitchen, shut the door behind him and smiled, setting the hefty sac of sheep balls down on the counter he flipped on the light and checked the heavy blankets he’d nailed over the windows and door earlier. Hopefully no one would notice that this house was in use.





A frying pan on the hob, a neat measure of sesame seed oil, garlic and onions raided from the supplies left behind when the residents evacuated and everything was ready. He poured the contents of his prize into the frying pan and inhaled the heavy scent of male musk, sheep and the lovely hint of sesame and garlic. He fried them off for a few minutes, spooned them out on a bed of lettuce and sat down at the table. Spoon held in one paw he unzipped his trousers, eased out his raging hard on and started to stroke himself off, savouring the flavour, inhaling the scent of his meal as he worked on his thick bunny meat.








Scooping up the first of his prizes he slipped the warm orb into his maw, murmuring in delight at the crispy texture, rolling it back and forth on his tongue before he set it between his powerful buck teeth and bit down. The flesh cracked and crunched and a warm silky liquid poured over his tongue. Moaning in pleasure he leant back chewing at the crispy treat before gulping it down. Quickly he scooped up the second testicle, slipped it into his maw and rolled it around with his tongue, savouring the taste. His paw was a blur over his hard dick by now, slick pre-cum coating it and then he chomped down again, teeth meeting in the middle, the sphere in his mouth cracking open, spilling its load all over his tongue as he moaned and fired, thick sticky bunny cum soaking his paw as he rocked back and forth as he rode out the wave of his orgasm. Panting he pulled his paw up to his maw and started to suck it clean, enjoying the taste of his cum as a finishing accompaniment to his meal.  Satisfied with his days work and the delightful meal he had arranged for himself, Sarge would be happy when he told him about this.  Settling back he closed his eyes, intending to get a well earned nap before he set out to hunt for his next victim..



























































Scene Three





	Jack grunted a little as he jumps off the Boat into the shallow waters, his back hooves sinking into the soft, wet sand.  He trotted up the beach, carrying nothing but a small, empty pouch and his AOW blade.  This was not a compact knife, Dundee had nothing compared to this thing!  





The stud looked around at the group of contestants, grinning from ear to ear.  “Well i'll be damned.... Quite the turnout...” He said to himself, his tail swishing gently as he leaned against a palm tree.  Jack kept to himself while they gathered and chatted, just eying the crowd and admiring the species.  “Hrm... some very exotic goods...” He mumbled before walking over to a large table people were passing by.  Taking some of the pamphlets on the table, he looked over the rules of the island to make sure he didn't get disqualified.  





“GOOOOOOOOOOOOOOD MORNING CONTESTANTS!!”





Jack's ears shot up, looking around for the source before spotting a large dirigible floating through the air.  He grinned a little at the turrets latched to the underside and lit up a cigarette.  “Damn... They really don't want people to cheat...” 





The dirigible hummed through the air, the turrets spinning on the underside of the airship while the voice continued.  “Welcome one and all!  So glad to see such an amazing turnout!  For those of you who hadn't read the pamphlets, We'll be letting everyone know every three hours how many contestants are left.  Last one standing wins!  Look to the east and you'll see our tower!  When the clock strikes noon, the game begins!  GOOD LUCK EVERYONE!!”





The zebra checked the giant clock on the tower, nodding a little.  “Alright... Forty five minutes.... Screw the idle chit chat...” He trotted away from the crowd, along with a few others who wanted to either hide or set up traps, going north along the beach.  “Hrm... Should really have a plan...” He scratching his chin softly, flicking the cigarette into the ocean before he spotted something off in the bushes.  The stud trotted up to it, then blinked. “A lightpost?” He rapped his paw against it, then shook his head and began to venture into the island.  Jack sliced through small branches while walking, suddenly stumbling over a pipe.  “oooww....” Rubbing his scraped paws, he got up and brushed off his safari outfit, stopping halfway to stare.





In front of Jack was an abandoned town, old buildings and houses decaying from years of non-use.  He wandered through the broken streets, shaking his head softly.  “Damn.... what the hell happened to this place?” His head turned from side to side, staring at the stores until he spotted a small clinic.  The zebra stopped in his tracks, tapped his chin, then grinned and ran into the run down building.  “Hrmm... Supplies....” He rummaged around, looking through the rooms and closets until he nickered happily and found the right room.  “Hrmm... antibiotic... antibiotic.... pain pill... morphine... halothane... wait, halothane?” The stallion blinked, looking at the canister before he grinned wickedly and fished through the supplies in the room until he pulled out a length of tubing and jammed it on the end of the canister before putting it in his pouch.  “There we go! Now then...” He began to stuff his pouch, getting some metal thread and a needle, a bottle of chloroform, pills, and a coagulant.  He then slipped out of the room and went to the janitors closet, slipping the tube from his pouch up the back of his shirt and down his sleeve, jamming it into the underside of his watch to keep it pinned against his wrist.  The stud grinned happily as he fiddled through the closet, grabbing some duct tape and rope.  “Hrm...” 





Curiosity got the better of him, rifling through the clinic until he spotted a calendar at the reception desk.  “September of 1957... I'm sure there's some reason this place is abandoned... but why-BLOODY HELL!” He jumped over the counter the moment something slithered past his hoof.  “That was NOT a snake!” he peeked over the counter, catching a glimpse of something translucent and green.  “Ok... um...” Coughing a little, his fingers grabbed the pamphlet, looking over it for any help when suddenly he felt something crawl up his leg.  He whinnied wildly and reached down for his AOW, ready to stab it when he realized it wasn't a snake.... It was a tentacle.





“JESUS BLOODY FUCKING CHRIST!!!”





Disregarding his own leg, the zebra began stabbing the hell out of the slippery green tendril, making it scream bloody murder and run away.  Jack panted heavily, then noticed the few holes he put in his own leg when the blade went through the creature.  “Bah, flesh wound...” He said, examining his wounds and rubbing powdered coagulant in it.  The stallion walked out of the clinic and looked around, then grinned at the sight of a golden retriever staring back at him.





The dog was panting wildly, his large baton shaking softly in his paw with blue blood dripping down it.  He growled at Jack and held the baton at him.  “I-it came after you?” 





Jack blinked a little, then looked down at his leg.  “I'll b'damned!”  he noticed the blue oozing down his thigh.  “Guess so!  Bettin that thing took this entire town!” He walked towards the retriever, ignoring the baton.





The retriever growled softly and shook his head. “Stay back!!”





The zebra shook his head, putting on a warm face.  “Calm down.  We're bein hunted, and it aint noon yet!” He said, tapping his watch softly.





The canine looked at the watch and nodded, scratching his head softly.  “I s'pose... But what do we do?”





Jack sighed a little and grumbled.  “Well I know one thing we can do....  These tentacles have openings on the end.  I'm gonna take a wild bet and say they're mouths... In which case... Let's poison the fucker!” He reached into his bag and pulled out his bottle of chloroform.  “Or at least knock him out!” 





The retriever nodded softly, putting his baton away.  “Alright, how do we go about luring it out?” 





Jack tapped his chin a little and chuckled, then snapped his fingers. “I got it!”  His right paw slipped into his pouch, gripping the halothane canister.  He suddenly grabbed the retrievers muzzle with his tubed arm, then turned the gas can open full blast.  Halothane blasted right up the males nose.





The dog snarled and tried to get the baton out, but Jack's strong paw kept it at bay until the canine finally subsided and fell limp to the ground.  After turning the canister shut, jack took a deep breath and grinned. “Oh I'm gonna win this easy...”

















“Uuggghh....” The dog tilted his groggy head and slowly opened his eyes.  The world was still a little hazy, but he quickly got his focus back when he realized his aching limbs couldn't move.  “Wh-what the fuck?”  His body began to shake a little, realizing his arms and legs were tied behind his back and around a street lamp.  “You fucking Zebra!  I'm gonna do more than just neuter you when I get out of this!”





Jack grinned softly from ontop of an old candyshop, inhaling a deep draft from his cigarette.  Scanning the area for any signs, the stud sighed a bit.  “Dammit you beast... Now you decide not to show....” 





Suddenly the retriever let out a very loud shriek, making Jack scramble to look.  The dog was fighting with a large tentacle that had slithered out of a manhole and began probing his dog bits, his thighs working to keep it away.  





Jack's paws gripped a long piece of re-bar and jumped from the roof, jamming the pole deep into the creature.  The tendril flailed and screamed, quickly retracting into the manhole.  However, the re-bar prevented it from getting all the way down.  The zebra had no time to waste; his paws were shaking with the rush of adrenaline as it gripped the chloroform.  He jumped over and wrapped his hips around the beast, struggling it to the ground as it thrashed about.  His paws were just able to get the bottle open when the end of the tentacle reared up and tried to attack Jack.





“Holy hell!” He cried out, jamming the bottle into that fanged mouth, watching it spill down into the creatures gullet.  The tentacle flailed like mad, spitting out the bottle and bouncing it off the stud's head.  Jack saw stars as he was thrown off, stumbling off while the tendril squirmed and coiled in pain, slowing down until it softly went limp on the broken street pavement.  





The dog stared in awe at the limp tentacle, then looked at jack.  “Holy crap, you did it!”





The zebra nodded and rubbed the swollen lump on his aching head.  “Ya... hopefully it's dead....” His hooves clopped on the ground as he wandered to the limp tentacle and kicked it a bit.  Leaning down, the stud felt it softly and sighed.  “It's not dead...” He walked over to the re-bar, then pulled out his large blade.  While the tentacle slumbered Jack's sharp knife slid through it's flesh like it was butter.  Blue blood sprayed over the stallion as he hit a vertebrate.  “hrm...” Thankfully the base of his blade was toothed, so he was able to saw through the bone and finish severing the tentacle.  Once it was fully off he jammed his hoof against the removed part.  “There... it'll bleed out before it wakes up!”





The golden retriever smiled and nodded softly.  “Way to go, though next time warn me you're going to use me as bait!  Can you let me out now?” 





Jack looked back, grinning.  “Sorry buddy, according to my watch it's currently 12:34 PM.  Game on...”





The dog's eyes went wide, shaking his head.  “Oh hell no!  G-get the fuck away from me!!”





Jack whinnied and laughed as he strode over, his blade dripping in blood while the retriever whined and barked loudly.  “Oh shut up... you're tied to a light post!  No getting out of this one...”

















His paws slowly gripped those fat, canine testies, slowly pulling them away from the gold male.  His free paw gripped the metal wire from inside his pouch and began to wrap it around those cute testies, tightening the cord slowly to let the male feel the pain slowly intensify.  The dog started out whining, but ended up screaming, which only made the stud grin wildly, his fat equine shaft throbbing in the open air.  No pants, skirts, underwear, or any other article that conceals your testicles allowed...  What a silly rule, but now he was glad.  





“Such a sexy neutered pup you're gonna be... you'd sell for thousands on my market...” he said, winking softly while pulling the wire as tight as possible.  The soft crunching noises followed by the screams of agony made Jack shiver and spurt a thick gob or precum onto the males muzzle.  “Mmmmm....” He leaned over and licked the precum off the canine's muzzle, winking softly.  He slid his large blade between the dog's legs, and with the flick of his wrist, those blue, dying testicles fell onto the street with a soft thump.  While the retriever screamed and struggled widly, Jack used his lighter and burned the wound before lighting up a cigarette and unwinding the wire.  A needle and metal thread were produced from his pouch, using them to slowly stitch up that wound.  “There we go... all sexy and nutless...” He began to rub his thick stud cock while rolling those severed nuts in his paw, panting at the sheer sight of em.  He moaned wildly and arched his back, popping those nuts into his muzzle and crunching down.  The swollen nuts burst inside his muzzle, coating the inside of his mouth with flesh and cum.  The moment that mush and cum slipped down his throat he coated the neutered dog with thick ropes of sticky white seed.





“Mmmmmmm... Such a delicious pup... And ooo!” he slipped the males baton into his pouch, grinning.  “ now I can beat then knock out!” He said, giving the dog a wink before backhanding that canid muzzle with the metal baton, knocking his ass out.  Jacks knife slid down and cut through the ropes to his arms and legs, then washed it off and sheathed it.  “Have fun pup... Guess your out...” 





Jack snickered and admired the tube strapped to his arm, grinning.  “This is gonna be fun...” He mumbled, his ears perking at the sight of a prairie dog being chased by a pudelpointer.  With a little whinny he began to stride down the rode, towards his next targets...





















































	


Scene Four





"“Cocaine!? Mushrooms!? You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!”





Mel Busey, the epitome of rage, everything the tabloids had painted him to be, was near crushing his phone as he marched with the other contestants across the narrow spanning bridge.





“How did I find out!? I do still know how to use the internet!”





The slow march continued, and while some were waving to the unmanned robotic cameras, a few eyeing the banana-republic AK-47-wielding bridge guards, Mel was busy trying to vent his betrayal. One such guard, with rank on his shoulders, pressed a clawed set of fingers against the bandicoot’s shirt and chest! “Hold! You...no phones.”





The panther was wearing pseudo-military uniform, tiger-striped camoflage, a Kalashnikov strapped across his back, and two comrades behind him...and still he flinched at the glare furiously tossed his way! The hand removed itself, and Mel continued walking.





“Don’t try to talk me down, it had to have been you! If they had made it up themselves, I’d have a libel suit on them so fast they’d be looking for their own balls. Jesus Christ! You’re suppose to be my agent! Why would you ever think that saying I was bringing my own cocaine would be good for my image!”





He nearly tripped over the bridge foot, scowling to himself, walking almost aimlessly down the dirt path, up towards the loose gathering up ahead. There was a mixture of nervousness and excitement amongst the crowd, of dread and





“And don’t try to say you told me what this was all about! Of course I know I already signed. See me in hell!? Not if I send yo-” The smartphone beeped, the screen flashed, and there was nothing more. “Fuck! I hate this network.”





It was about that time Mel realized the line had stopped, that the crowd had gathered. Someone up front was explaining the rules. “Yeah yeah, I read the brochure on the boat ride in.” Mumbling to himself, he wandered, phone raised skyward in vain attempts for signal.





“Hey!”





Ha! There it is, one bar.





“Hey! Aren’t you...”





Damn! There it goes. Grimacing, the bandicoot tried to retrace his steps, holding his tongue just so in that pleading prayer pose to the mobile gods.





“Dude, it IS you!”

















The voice finally caught Mel’s large ears, though at first...he tried to play dumb. Hard when those ears of his flicked backwards reflexively. Giving up on his phone, the rat-like actor first turned his head, trying to put on the Fan-Expression for the older fellow behind him...hmm...lynx? perhaps, he was bad with cats. “Yup, that’s me.”





“No kidding! Son! I loved you back in Deadly Force!”





“Thanks bud, means a lot.”





He tried to put feeling into the words, but it’s been too much over too long, and even his smile was forced. It was the usual conversation, praise for movies he made half a lifetime ago, a few of which the Aussie wasn’t even in! But as always he took it in stride, even with the simmering anger of the past few weeks threatening to show on the surface.





“Hey bud, not to interrupt you, but I think we’re starting.”





“Oh...right! Well, good luck!”





Mel had already turned away, scowling to himself at the ‘No Signal’ on his phone.





The briefing continued, talking about possible techniques, how to make it look good for the cameras, blah. Was everyone here a rookie?! Rolling his eyes, at a brief glance over his shoulder, Mel wandered off into the jungle. Hey, there was no rules against getting started early.





Still no signal. Damn! That damn bitch was up to something, he could feel it.





“I need to get off this island. Preferably with my balls intact! Hmph, no doubt that’s been your plan this whole time, isn’t it?” He could just imagine the vixen at her desk, plotting how to make the ‘troublesome’ male actor heel properly. “Like hell!”





Scowling all the way, he slipped off into the trees.





It was going to be tough, trying, and probably more difficult than working with French producers, but damn he was going to do it! Hey, all those summers on his uncle’s cattle ranch in the Bush will finally come in handy...





---------------------





How he caught the caribou wasn’t important. Oh sure, perhaps some viewers might have been interested how you tie up such a snare, setting it just so down a likely path. Some might have even been curious how it was hidden, so that even the sharpest-eyed hawk wouldn’t have suspected it. Hmph, though thankfully there were no hawks amongst the contestant! Damn raptors always gave him goosebumps.





Nope! It was all rather easy if you grew up getting cuffed and sworn at during your teenage summers, but once he had the deer-like male gagged and bound, hog-tied and on his back, those certainly weren’t summers wasted!








“Sorry about those nice clothes of yours mate, but I couldn’t take the chance to trap you somewhere perfectly clean. I think some of that mud should scrub out!” Mel checked his nails, frowning at the dirt caking his claws. Hmph, not that he was vain like that, but the scene demanded such and image. It’s iconic!





“Oh stop struggling! I’ve tied enough folks up to know how to do it right. Now, here’s how it’s going to go. You seem like a well-to-do fellow, I could have went for one of the more blue-collar guys, but then again that’s my audience. Gotta keep up the image ya know?”





Crouching down, he could see the wide-eyed fear in the large bull reindeer. “Goood, just like that mate, give me some panicked breaths through the nose too, and give me a good rolling of the eyes once I show you my knife.” That last line was whispered of course, coupled with a grin the robotic camera two trees over couldn’t see. One had to be mindful of the field of view! “Yes, just like that! A good panicked look!” In a louder voice, Mel continued. “Ha! I don’t need your money you overgrown....venison!” Gotta work on that line!





“Anyways! Time to show the good folks out there just how easy it is to turn a bull into a cow! All you need is your trustworthy multi-tool, I like Gerber myself.” With a flick of his wrist, a practiced move that would look great for the camera, the tool was out, with that subdued, but no less impressive blade! Yes! This guy was good, he widen his eyes to dinner plates...perfect!





It made quick work of those fancy dress slacks, splitting them right down the middle. Far more dramatic that way than bothering with buttons. Sooner than later, that wonderfully fat set of reindeer balls and sheath were exposed. “Damn, almost feel bad doing this to ya.” Clawed fingers squeezed at that handful of caribou testes, causing the hoofed male to grunt and squirm, shifting his head back against the tree trunk in a vain effort to get away. Those knots were going nowhere.





“Just like that mate, give me a good panting groan while I rub ya.” More whispered encouragement, though it was barely needed, his fingers squeezing and rubbing at that floppy-thick member, rubbing it erect for the camera. “Seems you might not be all that hesitant about the idea, huh? Well don’t worry, if you’re goal on this island was to be made a nice, pretty cow, I’m all too happy to help!





Gah, this guy was great, the panicked shaking of his head, the way he tried to kick, perfect! No doubt the camera was catching it all, Mel was careful to keep his shoulder out of the way. The viewers should get a great view of his digging claws gripping that fat scrotum, of that thin twine tying it off achingly tight, of the shocked view of his prey as he realized there was no more feeling in those balls when he clenched down with his fingers!





He needed something though, a good line. He ALWAYS had a good line at these moments. That knife was brought up, just between those two knotted bits of string, a clear view for the camera of that thick, erect caribou cock laying against his opened dress shirt. A line, a phrase...SOMETHING!





“No more jingle-bells for you, Blitzen.” Terrible, horrible! But perhaps the ‘B’ movie theme would work here. Not that it mattered. The stag gasped, squirmed, moaned into his gag, tall ears splayed wide aside his tied antlers.





It was damn easy, just like all those summers long ago. There was a bit of a thrill, of taking something so...primal from another male. It made him grin all the more wickedly.





The knife slid effortlessly, achingly sharp, slicing through that thin reindeer hide, slicing through tough cords, sliding through blood vessles, and coming out the other side.





He raised that pouch, fat and heavy, twin nuts dangling loose as they always had...save that there were no thighs between them! The big former stag’s eyes rolled in the back of his head, and as those balls were bumped against his own nose...he fainted! Fainted!





Mel scowled. “Mate! Hey...you bloody fool. Hey!” He slapped the caribou bull with his own balls, but there was no response.





Muttering to himself, he made sure those balls were tied off tight, and with a rather morbose thought, tied them to his hip, just at the belt loop of his jeans. “Well, might as well play the bad-ass here. Or perhaps the villain? Nah. Bad-ass.





Much better for his image recovery.





































































































Scene Five





The mink walked out of the house he had entered some time ago, looking for supplies. He had come to the island like so many others for one reason or another, money, trophies, bragging rights, doesn’t matter. In one hand he held a seemingly hand carved walking stick as tall as he was, and thick, like that of the staves he used to train with.  Worn on his back was a special type of sack to act like a backpack and hold whatever he needed to survive while keeping it from making him off balance or weighing him down. He was clad in simple clothing, flexible and breath well, allowing max dexterity while giving protection from blows and blades well enough.





As he closed the door, he started walking down the path, looking through the seemingly abandoned town. There where random people around the town here or there, not many though, only a small handful, but no one of particular note. Though, he took a nice pleasure watching males the occasional female having their nice fun with each other. It had been what seemed like roughly an hour or so, and has seen three males neutered, and one female gang raped by some pack of wolves, the poor bunny didn’t really have a chance either as she got in over her head obviously. In passing, he heard something about cooking her, and the mink just grinned before moving on with his search for someone worth a damn.





He yawned in boredom, when suddenly a lion lunged at him from the bush, holding a large knife, and growling. The lion stared the amused mink in the eyes, “You, hand your crap over and maybe I’ll make slicing your genitals off as quick and painless as I can!” The mink just laughed looking him over before speaking, “No style, no form, no grace, just a simple, idiotic brute.” He said, crossing his arm and tapping his foot “if you want my supplies, there are tons of open houses around here full of stuff, get your own, as for my genitals, someone as unrefined as you would never lay a finger on me even if I was shit faced on alcohol.”





Those words just angered the lion, who lunged with a roar of anger, the sharp knife aimed at the mink’s heart, but with a simple twitch from the wanderer makes the blade miss. Smirking, he watches the confusion on the lion’s maw twists it awkwardly as with another move, the lion is disarmed, rotated in air, swept off his feet, and then has the stave brought down with enough force to fracture the lions ribs and knock the air out of the muscle bound stud and cause him to black out as the mink twirls the staff and hits him in the head. “Dumbass, I hope not everyone is as useless as this guy.” The mink said as he looked the male over. Playing with the large knife, he smirked before yanking the knocked out males pants down, and looked over the bits “hmm, not much to look at, would explain why he was so aggressive.” He said, eying the slightly under sized bits, but shrugged, slicing the genitals off and tossing them in his sack as if it was an everyday thing, then packs the bleeding wound with mud. “Maybe he will be less of a moron and learn to be a good bitch, kekekek”


	





























With that, he started walking again, humming a random tune as he looked around himself, enjoying the scenery.  He didn’t take long to find a clearing off the patch somewhere close to the center of the island and set up a camp in earshot of what he thought might be a river or some form of water source. He was far enough away off the beaten path to not be seen or see anyone, but close enough to keep a focus on the sound of footsteps. In all his years, he had almost mastered the ability to tell combat worth by the sound of footsteps, but it has been trial and error. Some people he had fought and found a challenge didn’t even hold any sort of seeming warrior spirit, while others have held it, but no formal training at all more than some kung fu movies.  The mink set up a simple camp, and looked the bits he had collected so far over. Grabbing a stick, he flicked his knife open and started sharpening them, sticking them on the sticks like hotdogs, using another stick to skewered balls on and circles it around a small makeshift propane grill as to not make smoke.





He sat there, watching as he slipped his pants off, letting his huge genitals hang out, and started to paw off at the sight of roasting weenies and balls. Leaning over, he starts to suck himself off and abuse his own balls, with smacks and abuse here or there, grinding them in, using his hands, able to crush walnuts between two fingers, to squeeze and threaten to rupture a nut, if he wasn’t properly trained. It doesn’t take him long to cum doing that, choking down cum as he deep throats his cock some, oblivious to the world. By the time he finishes his lengthy messy orgasm, his cock is half limp, and the food is ready. He was trained to take pain and abuse to the balls, and in his training, his genitals where a weakness early on, but soon, became an asset of sorts he found. They were so large, and easy targets, they were obviously where people go for hits, either fighting dirty or just last resort. But with iron body training, he has been able to take a bat to the balls, and only wince some, the blow strong enough to burst lesser males’ marbles in their pouch, and that was years ago, the memory of it reminding him how he so started to love the feeling of his balls abused.





***





Meanwhile, from another direction an orc was walking through the forest, he was here as a contestant as well. He was hunting for targets, and though he was obviously smarter than typical orc, though that didn’t amount to much. He was clad in a tattered T-shirt and some old torn, stretched jeans, tight ones that left little to the imagination. He was like most of his race, thick, meaty, and could rip genitals out of lesser males with right leverage easily, as he proved on a whole pack of wolves he ran into eating some large cooked bunny. He left them in a pile, half dead, and had himself a nice helping of sausage and eggs, the thick teeth making little work of the spongy tissue.  He left the body behind for others to have at, he wanting to save room for other males he may find. He already was feeling a bit puckish, the strong muscular body taking all those cocks and balls and even the bones and sacks and making them little more than digesting food quickly.





As he walked he flexed and praised himself for his strength, sure he’d win no matter what, that no male here could possibly be stronger than him and was eager to prove that to the world. As he walked, he started to smell a nice smell, one he was well familiar with on the wind, and a new smell, a nice, hearty, musky smell that caused the orc to stir. “Oooh, mmmmh, smells like we are in luck little Jurm, there is a male close, with some nice food roasting, and I’m sure I can guess what, and by the smell of him, he has a nice pair to pluck as well” he laughed heartily, going from a idle afternoon stroll walk, to a light trot, trying to find the guy before he moves, eats too many of the cooking treats, and to work up a nice apatite. 











It wasn’t long before he slowly came through the forest as quiet as he could, seeing the mink there, and gawking with an open mouth at the look of the male. The mink’s genitals hanging low and fat, the male now naked fully as he got ready for a bath it seemed. This close, the smell was musky, but he could tell them ale recently came, and a nice amount. The stove was set to low, keeping the cooked steaming genitals warm as he got ready to clean himself off. Jurm grinned and thought to himself, ‘Heh, this is going to be easy with those hangers, and tonight, we feast well’ he said in his mind, eying the swaying genitals, seeing them teasing the horny orc.





***





The mink enjoyed his meal, he particularly loves the crunch the canine knots gave, and enjoyed a few nicely sized orbs, but soon realized his smell and sighed, “Damn… sometimes sucks being a mink so well endowed, heh.” Getting up, he removed his clothing and got ready to take a bath in the nearby water source, turning the fire to a low setting and making sure it was stable, to not burn the forest down. He heard the individual coming, and knew the sound of someone approaching, and coming right for him. By the sound of the footsteps, he figured it was someone muscle bound, horny, and not too smart to boot. As he got closer, he could even hear the males breathing, and as the wind shifted, could smell the males’ lust. Shaking his head, he acted like he didn’t notice; letting the other male think he was stealthy. He purposely exposed himself, showed off, and teased the person watching, sneaking a peak. Seeing the large orc in the trees, watching and the arousal grow stronger as the mink teased.





Grabbing his make shift stave, he acted like he was injured and like he was sore. “Nnnngh, damn muscle bound lion, he kicked my ass…” the mink said out loud, slowly working his way to the water as he started into the forest towards the water. He made sure to take his time and pretend to be weak and an easy target, which paid off as the orc came out grinning wide. Jurm just crossed his arms and chuckled “Well, well, well, what we have here?” he said, the mink turning some to look at the orc, blinking some, pretending to be surprised, summing the orc up. “Why is such a cute little thing like you alone out here, naked…” looking over at the fire, he grinned “and with so many poor boy bits, eh?” he asked grinning, sizing the mink up. The mink just shrugged “I… I am just trying to win this contest, or rather survive it; those are just bits from people that have attacked me so far. Though if you leave, I’ll pretend we never met and I can bath and you can go find some other weaker male to harass.” The orc just laughed and shook his head “Oh, no, I can’t do that, but if you are good, bend over and let me take your ass and genitals, maybe I’ll not kill you. I mean look at you, you look like you can hardly stand without the help of that twig.





Jurm slowly approached and the mink turned slowly, backing up as he looks around, surveying his surroundings to ensure he’d not trash his camp, and then just nodded. “Well, put that way, I guess there is no choice then?” he asked “Why don’t you get naked and let me see what you got to work with Mr. Stud?” The orc gladly obliged “Mmmm, shame, I was hoping for a fight to work up an appetite, but who can ignore a simple fuck?” Walking over, he grabbed a few cocks and balls, and stuffed his face while disrobing, the mink watching with a smirk. The orc was what some may call hot, tall at a little under 6 feet or so, muscular enough to prolly get in a bear hugging contest with a grizzly and WIN, and his package was sizable, his cock looked like it got at least 10 inches long and was almost as thick as a can of beer.




















Taking a few steps forward, the mink walks around the orc and turns the fire off, taking the last 2 cocks and last 6 balls, stuffing his muzzle and chewing them up, grinning as he gives a swift tap to the orcs sack, enough to make him wince slightly. “Who said we weren’t going to fight, I just wanted to see what I’ll be claiming in a few moments.” The mind added after the tap, circling some holding the staff firm as his cock was starting to harden again as he got excited. Jurm grunted and gripped his fat balls as he squirms and backs away some being surprised. “Why you little… A fight eh? Well fine, but don’t blame me when I rip your dick off and choke you with it!” he said, rushing forward like a dumb orc. The mink just twirled his stave like he was going to hit the orc in the balls, watching him deflect before he hoped into the air some and hit the orc, hard in the face and head, grounding him as the orc stumbled.





The mink wasted no time to use fist, foot, and stave to beat the orc down to the ground, before suddenly hopping back and smirking, the orc groaning as he flexed and cracked his knuckles, getting up, before letting forth a prima roar. He ran at the mink in a rage and started punching, a few hits connecting but being deflected moments after as the mink used his martial arts to pummel and use the orbs force against him. “The rock can bludgeon and beat at water all it wants, but the water will just move and in the end, the rock is enveloped and left to sink into the darkness” The mink said, the words adding fuel to the fire. “ARG! SHUT UP YOU BASTARD AND FIGHT LIKE A MAN!”Jurm shouted before feigning a hit, the mink falling for it before a hard upward kick landed seemingly easily between the minks legs, fat orbs distending as he flew over the orc with the force, and pulled the staff tight under his chin. He kicked out the males legs as he fell, before using a hard palm strike to the back of the orcs head, strong enough to burst a normal sized persons balls if he had enough intent and chi into it.





The orc’s face went from a grin of satisfaction to a look of surprise as he feels the thick hard wood against his throat, the pressure there feeling like it was choking him. He pulled at the stick, much stronger than the mink, but before he could get it free, he had a hit to the back of his head, blacking out from the brain jarring hit, nearly having an internal decapitation; only thanks to the orcs’ thick skull and thick neck muscles preventing death, falling in dead weight the ground. The mink panted and felt his balls, all there, but they ached. “Damn, I underestimated him, he was smarter than the last 200 orcs I fought, but, now it’s time for fun… kekeke” with that, he grabbed a sharp sticks, and twirled it. The minks cock was hard again and dripping, he contemplated killing the orc, for a bit as he walked around the knocked out brute.





After a while, he rolled the male over, taking his favorite knife, and gripping the large genitals. Smirking, he worked the balls low in their pouch, starting to suck the sleeping orc off as he got him hard. He started the grill again and moved the orc to a kneeling position as some blood leaked from his nose, the bruising from the abuse obvious on the light green flesh from his blows. Grabbing some cooking twine, he tied the cock off till it bulged out a good 11 inches and starting to darken. Smiling, he rested the orc sausage on the fire and slid a thick fat pointed skewer stick far into Jurms’ cock. Carefully, he started to cut into the root of the cock, heating his knife to seal the wound as he goes, sliding more and more out as he severed tendons and connective tissue. Before long, the orcs cock was twice as long and sizzling as the root was cooked, before he turned the flame down. Carefully, he cut off the nice size coin purse, and exposed the large orbs, looking them over; he placed them on the metal mesh top of the grill, and started to slowly bake them.














Once they where cooking, the insatiable lust of the mink finally was given in to. He started to press himself into the tight orc ass as he bent him over the simmering fire and forced his way in, feeling as the heat lick at his own balls as they hang lower. After a bit, the minks cock soon got a nice bloody hole to fuck as he fucked hard and fast, sucking on the de-rooted cock before he started to eat it, imagining it still attached, Cumming hard as he sucks it all down. The fluids flooded the orcs ass as he moaned out in bliss. By the time he pulled out, he let his cum drizzle on the bloated roasted balls, shutting the grill off before skewering one then the other balls with the sick that used to hold the orcs cock. He slowly savored them, eating the egg shaped orbs before severing the cords and downing them as well. “Mmmm, I always love the taste of ork pork loins after a battle, kekeke!”





Grabbing his knife, he heated it up again and sealed the orcs severed sack, and then used the string to stitch him up and give him a new man-vag for others to use, and feeling in a giving mood, he gave the former male a nice simple reroute with a catheter he had from a house. “Well, he is going to wake up feeling like shit but his fault, I did tell him to leave.” With that, he carried the orc through the forest, slowed but needing the workout, not satisfied with how the battle turned out. He used the orcs dead weight as a form of self punishment for the nasty hit he took. As he got to the river, he left the male there and got in, wasting little time cleansing himself of blood, cum, and musk before running all the way back to camp, packing up and moving on. 





***





The orc woke up some time later, seeming to late night, but he couldn’t tell well as all he felt was like the worst hang over he had ever had, the taste of blood in his mouth still as he grumbled. “Da fuk ‘appened…” was all he could say, before seeing the water. Feeling like crap and covered in sweat and blood, he got in slowly. As the water hit his newly formed genitals, he yowled and was awaken from pain. He went to grab his genitals in pain, and only caused more pain as he looked down. Seeing the vag-like hole and bluish-black flesh around it, he remembered the mink, wincing in pain before realizing his ass hurt too, reaching back he felt his stretched torn ass. It was all too much to handle for the poor exhausted sore orc as he fell to his knees and passed out once more, now just a fuck toy for his brothers and others he meets. 
























































Scene Six


       ""AAAAAAAWLRIIIIIGHT!!!  You ready Tony?"" a huge, scarred grey face filled the screen, yelling over a cacophony of engine noise, before turning sideways to grin obnoxiously.  The POV camera tilted up and down, a nod of the head.  ""Awesome!!  Fer everyone tunin' in on BOSSSCHNOZZ.COM, I'm Schnozz Becker, the BOSS of all bounty hunters!  And today is day 1 of the big Charnage Productions free-for-all!""  He made a show of glancing at a ruggedized watch on his thick wrist, a glimpse of his bulky, tattooed arm intruding into the picture.  ""And, as of RIGHT NOW, it is ZERO HOUR!  It is now time to go huntin'!  Here we go Tony!""  The big rhino leaned away from the viewer and grabbed the handle of a sliding door, and shoved it open, revealing a clear blue sky and the roaring rhythm of helicopter blades beyond.  Dangling outside the door was a heavy cable which the bulky rhinoceros grabbed, hastily clipped a harness and brake too, and then jumped out the door with a wild ""YEEEHAW!"" that was half lost in the wind.  In seconds the view was thrust through the door, looking down at the streets below and the rapidly shrinking figure of Boss Schnozz.  A soft click later, and the view followed him down, the cable rushing past with a soft whizzzzzZZZzzzZZz as the noise of the chopper faded away, replaced by the wind, and the rapidly growing street below.


	The rhino dropped and dismounted, and the view rushed rapidly downward towards his heavy, outstretched arms, soon colliding with a heavy THUD and a couple of grunts.  The view spun, righted itself, turned around and then, there was the big rhino with his leather-clad hands on his hips, looking up at the retreating helicopter while his necklace, an empty bullet casing on a chain, fluttered in the wind.  He cut an impressive figure to say the least, his broad shoulders and chest filling out his tee shirt, the material stretching around his huge biceps.  His massive arms were a maze of tattoos, the popular 'thorns' covering most of one powerful arm, the other dripping with pictures of skulls, guns, knives and chains.  He had a few tattoos on his neck as well, an iron cross on the left side of his neck, and a barbed wire pattern all the way around it, drawn over a scar.  He wore dark blue jeans and a backpack.


	""Welp, we're on our own now,"" he said, turning back to the camera.  He took off his backpack, fishing out  his jacket as he talked.  ""From this point on, nowhere is safe.  Everybody on this island's gonna be after my balls, 'cept for Tony here.  We gotta stay alert all the time, and not let our guard down for even a minute.  It's a game of cat and mouse now,"" he quipped as he put on his jacket.  ""And there's only one way to win that game.  Don't be the mouse.""


	""So, why'd we insert in this place, Boss?"" came a voice from out of view.


	""Because Tony, we were only allowed to bring one item each with us.  My cajun sauce, your camera equipment.  we need to collect supplies.  Weapons, equipment, provisions.  Everybody else started by the beach, so they're gonna be doing the same thing if they're smart.  BUT, they'll be doing it at the beachfront shops, the tourist traps, and so on.""


	""But wouldn't those stores be good places to get supplies, Boss?""


	""Oh yes, they sure would!"" The rhino stuffed his rappelling harness into his backpack.  ""Hand me your harness, Tony.  Yes they would, except that everyone else is gonna have that same idea.  That is a recipe for an uncontrolled situation!  You don't wanna be bent over shoving crap into your pack when the next guy who had that same notion comes along.  Now these homes were left in kind of a hurry, and that means people left stuff behind.  Since the others won't have reached this area yet, I can get all set up without worryin' about someone getting the drop on me.""


	""So where do we start, Boss?""


	The rhino looked up, zipping up the pack and tossing it over his shoulder.  ""That house there,"" he pointed to a well-kept bungalow down the block.  ""See that car in the driveway?  If those people left a whole car behind, I guaron-TEE you there's more stuff in the house.  So we'll start there, and check in with you folks at home when we've got our gear assembled.""





	""Alright, Boss.  Signing off for now.""  The view went dark for a moment, then the viewfinder peeled away from Tony's face as he took the heavy thing off his shoulder.  The young rhino let out breath and looked up at the clear blue sky...the sun was already starting to beat down and make him sweat, he could feel his white ""Boss Schnozz Camera Crew"" t-shirt starting to stick to his barrel chest already.  His figure was a little leaner, a little lighter than the tattooed ex-con rhino's, he was youthful vigor to the other rhino's hardened experience.  Still, his face betrayed a look of doubt.  Castration Island?  Really?  Running crooks down was one thing, but a free-for-all, where everyone's BALLS were at stake?  He was confident in the big guy, but...


	""You comin'?"" Boss Schnozz' shirt stretched over the rippling muscles underneath that thick, tattooed hide as he turned to look back at his cameraman.  His meaty thighs stretched his pants, as did the elder rhino's own massive prize.


	""Yep!"" Tony replied and jogged after the Boss, without any hesitation whatsoever.


	The house was in good condition, well-kept, with a two-car garage, large picture window, and a stone facade by the front door.  Inside, it seemed cozy, if deserted; plenty of furniture was still scattered about, though most of the electronics were gone.  A sofa, easy chairs, and an empty entertainment unit were all that was left of the  living room.  In the kitchen they found some useful supplies, a little food in the fridge, and a handsome selection of high-quality knives.


	""There, y'see?"" the big rhino said, showing off a big chopper, and a short little paring knife.  ""These'll come in real handy.  The big one fer fightin', and the little one fer..."" Boss stiffened up, and silently tapped his nose.  Tony nodded, and held back as the big rhino slowly moved into the next room...It wasn't just for the horn that his boss was called ""the Schnozz,"" but you couldn't be too close when he was tracking by scent.


	Tony crept to the doorway silently, to see Boss crouching behind the table in the dining room just beyond.  Past the table, through the open patio doors, Tony could see a pale, pink pig, stretched out on a reclining chair by the pool, not wearing a thing.  He looked asleep.


	""Tony,"" the big rhino whispered throatily, ""Put the camera on 'record'.""  The younger rhino silently turned the heavy camera on again, this time setting it to record to disc instead of broadcasting the feed live to the website.  He didn't make a sound, he recognized the Boss in stalking mode and knew better.  He raised the camera to shoot over the dining room table and out the door, keeping the nearly bare pig in view as the bounty hunter silently crossed the room, knives in hand.


	The sliding glass door was open, allowing the breeze to waft through, blowing the curtains and bringing the faint whiff of pork grease that had brought them here.  The bulky rhino stepped onto the paved patio quietly, while studying his target.  He could see both his hands, they were empty, and there were no obvious weapons nearby.  As for the rest of him...The huge male salivates as his eyes ate up the boar's smooth, pale body, his bare chest and manly gut almost blindingly bright from the reflected sun.  As he crept closer, holding both knives at the ready, he licks his lips and stared at two of the biggest prizes he had ever seen.  They were gigantic!  The size of melons, but that's fairly normal for a pig.  But they were so perfectly rounded, the sac perfectly smooth and hairless, so pale and beautiful, and so huge; they were probably the most perfect pair of balls the world-weary rhino had ever seen.  And then there was that bright, shiny ring around them, making them nice and stretched, as if they weren't already perfect.  The huge rhino moved closer, casting a looming shadow over the sunbathing boar.  He was much too close for this to be a trap.  Finally he broke his reserve with a smirk.


	""Ya gotta question the wisdom of fallin' asleep, naked, on an island where every other person wants to cut off your balls,"" he said as the pig jolted awake!  Schnozz had his big carving knife against the boar's neck before he'd even finished speaking.  ""Still, pig.  If you were anybody else here I'd already have your pair onna platter right now.  But, you're lucky,"" the hefty rhino said, smiling grimly.  ""You're cute.""








	Tony slowly made his way to the patio door, zooming in on the pig's body, while keeping his reaction in view.  He made sure he got everything his boss was saying, too.  ""You may or may not know this, but I was in prison awhile back,"" the big rhino rumbled, as he held the wide-eyed pig in the chair with his knife.  ""Ya learn things in prison.  Like, how to appreciate the male body,"" he explained calmly, as his free hand unbuckled his belt, and popped the button on his jeans.  ""Now, I am gonna cut off your beautiful, beautiful balls in a little bit.  Now you do as I say...or that won't be all.""  The rhino dropped his pants, making the big gulp visibly as his thick, veiny slab of cement sprang into view.  ""Get it?""  His victim whimpered, but nodded.


	The camera slid around to the left, to get a profile on the two of them, and good close zoom-shot of the boss's hard pole.  ""Spread your legs,"" the gruff rhino ordered, and spat in his hand, using it to slicken his male organ as the naked boar complied, those pale hams trembling as they parted.  The rhino got to his knees and then took hold of the pig's thighs, still gripping his knife; he thrust that knobbly meat into the pig's tailhole with a slow, powerful push, then a sudden jab, making the pink piggy squeal and kick!  Schnozz jabbed him in the solar plexus, turning those loud squeals into a pained croak as the pig curled up, suddenly unsure which hurt more.


	""Nnf!  moan for me you hot lil' fucker,"" the hulking rhino grunted, as his thick pole ploughed the pig's pink pucker, spreading that tender sphincter several times wider than it had ever been before.  The boar's ass bled, and he moaned alright; there was little else he could do.  ""Oh yeah, you fine little slut, you needed it!"" he snorted lewdly, and bent over the pig, laying down on top of him and shoving his thick tongue into the boar's pale snout!


	The pig squealed again, partly from the unexpected tonguing but more because his fat balls were being mashed between the rhino's hips and his own groin!  Heedlessly the big boss rhino jerked his strong hips forward and back, that short whiplike tail pinwheeling for the camera as those muscular buttocks flexed.  Tony got it all, from the sliding, pounding motion of the Boss's fat dick, to the rolling, bouncing slap of his hefty grey plums against the pig's angry red pucker.  Biting his lip, the youthfully lustful cameraman grabbed his own pants, squeezing himself as he watched that gorgeous slab of a bull rhino ruthlessly vent his lust on the smaller boar.  He zoomed in on the pig's huge nuts, filming them being brutally flattened with every violent thrust, catching the pig's squeals of pain with every impact of those grey hips, something the right customer would pay premium rates to see.  The abused pig could only squeal into the rhino's smothering mouth, and kicks his trotters in the air.


	Tony struggled to keep the camera smooth and steady while he squeezed himself through his pants.  His grey hand wrapped around the thick tube of fabric that bulged beneath his fly, just moving it up and down in time with his Boss's confident fucking made his shaft tingle.  He felt his balls start to pull up, and then...a sudden grunt from his employer, and those bulky grey rocks tightened up.  Tony ripped his hand away from his crotch and steadied the camera, zooming in to close-up on the huge bull's torso laying on the pig's sac, nearly flattening those fat, beautiful stones, and keeping the rhino's own nuts in frame so that everyone who watch the recording could see them twitch...see the sweat on them...and see that gentle pulsing on the underside of that hard dick.


	After a few long minutes, the rhino let the pig's snout go with a deep breath, while the boar coughed and choked, spluttering and sobbing.  Schnozz pulled out, and casually stuffed his dick back into his pants, noting with irritation a large puddle of pig cum slowly drying on his belly.  He peeled off his shirt, showing off his broad, muscular chest to the tropical sun, and carefully mopped himself dry...then wadded it up and shoved it in the boar's mouth.  ""Guess what, cutie?  It's your chance to break into show business,"" he teased with a smirk.  ""Downside is, it ain't a speakin' part.""  He took just a moment to catch his breath, then he grabbed the luckless hog by the hip and shoulder and flipped him over, the boar yelping as he scraped his bare knees on the stone patio, and struggling as the big rhino pulled a ziptie from his pocket and secured his wrists.  ""Alright Tony, flip over!"" he hollered, and the younger rhino obediently switch from disc record to live feed.





	""Well boys an' girls, Tha Schnozz didn't keep ya waitin' long!  Just huntin' supplies, and lookee here, we already found our first conquest of the contest.  Hey that kinda rhymes,"" he noted with a chuckle.  Under him, the pig lay on his belly, his face mashed against the back of the reclining patio chair, his twisted penis dangling limply between the weaving.  His hips were supported by his wobbly knees, the pig's asshole bright red, bleeding, and oozing cum down onto his huge, heavy balls...all of it caught in high definition, color corrected, digitally enhanced  broadcast quality video, for everyone paying the perfectly reasonable registration fee to see.


	""Now this poor slob here, is a good example of why you have ta keep yer wits about ya here!  If you just go...dozin' off, anyone can just come up behind ya, and...welp, cut off your nuts!""  The boar began to look behind him just as the Boss's huge hand grabbed hold of his sweaty, glistening scrotum, and the pig began to thrash and squeal wildly!  But there wasn't much he could do; with the Boss practically sitting on his lower legs, and his wrists bound, his balls were completely defenseless.  ""You might wanna get a zoom on this, Tony,"" he said as that short little paring knife came out.


	The camera's view zoomed in on that knife, catching the matte black, non-slip, ergonomically molded grip, the glinting surgical steel, and the slate gray micro-serrations in the blade in perfect clarity as it was slowly moved against the glistening, globular pink masses.  Viewers could already hear the muffled pleas of mercy working their way through the boar's gag...when those three inches of metal disappeared through the supple skin of the hog's scrotum, those were replaced by the panicked cries of agonized violation.


	""Now there's two ways to take a man's balls,"" Schnozz explained as he cut.  ""Ya can either take off the whole entire bag, nuts, sac, an' all, or you can just cut out the balls, an' leave his scrote empty.""  The blood of the boar's bulky male orbs trickled down his thick grey fingers.  ""Now this big boy here's got a really huge sac, so if you take off the whole thing it's gonna mean a lotta bleedin'.  He'd probably die if I did that.""  The pig squealed in a painfully high pitch as that short blade slowly cut through the thin skin of his sac in a long, straight line, right down the left side.  ""That's not against th' rules, but I might wanna look this cutie up later,"" the rhino joked with a smack to the pig's bleeding ass, ""so I'd rather he live to remember it.""  After a brief pause to pant, the pig began screaming through his gag again as the rhino's knife sank into the other side of his sac.


	Boss Schnozz held the thrashing boar steady as he made another long cut way down to the bottom of the porker's sweaty scrotum. ""Now, there's only a few thin tissues holdin' his testicles in place.  All ya do is this,"" he explained casually as the knife disappeared, handle and all, into the screaming boar's ballsac, the outline of it moving around visibly before being withdrawn, along with the rhino's bloody hand...only to disappear into the other side, the struggling boar screaming himself hoarse.


	When the red blade appeared again, the rhino grasped the pig's scrotum with both hands.  ""Now, watch dis,"" he said with a smirk, and flexed for the camera as he squeezed hard...and suddenly both of the boar's big, precious stones popped out of the cuts the knife had made for them.  They bulged, big, round, bloody, pulpy red and blueish masses, throbbing with the male pig's precious virility.  They quivered, cold even in the hot sun, trembling as if afraid.


	""Now, at dis point, da male's balls are at there most defenseless.  Castration is now very easy.  Watch,"" he said to the camera, the sobbing boar shaking his head and trying to beg for his balls in the background.  The hulking rhino grabbed those two huge, naked organs, his strong fingers digging into their most tender meat, making the boar convulse and retch, nearly vomiting from the agony of the rough touch on his balls!  He squealed as his tormentor pulled on his precious nuts, stretching out the cords that connected them to his loins...The knife pressed up against those many tubes and connections, and then sawed back and forth...cutting right through them!  After squealing with loss the castrated boar collapsed, laying on the deck chair without his nuts.  He moaned, and cried as he lay there shuddering with pain, unable to even grab his ruined crotch protectively.





	""And dat, is how you nut a sucker,"" the Boss quipped, holding those two huge melons up for the camera's voyeuristic pleasure.  ""You'll be hearin' more from the Boss shortly!  Right now th' sun's gettin' low, so it's time for Tony and I to secure a camp and get ourselves fed.  Check back later for a dee-licious recipe for toasted hog balls!  See y'all then!""









































































































































Scene Seven


The Swiss always made the best watches, ever since watches had been invented. Or at least they always made the most expensive watches in the world, which was the same as the best in the mind of Michael Lumdbergh. An otter born into the new aristocracy of CEO's and upper management, Michael had always believed in good business - which meant money, punctuality, and a fawning servant underclass of employees and hired help. Which is why he found himself momentarily lost on the docks of the mysterious island where he was supposed to be conferencing or retreating. He wasn't sure which, because his personal assistants, digital and flesh, had been prevented from accompanying him. They even took his briefcase (hydra scale with platinum fittings, F.K. Bander Outfitters, $26k) and sunglasses (Jekket and Sons Lenses, 'Starchaser' model with platinum inlay, $7k) leaving him in only his finely cut suit (bespoke silk with accessories, Tangier Tailors of London, $18k) and little else. Michael stared at his left wrist, or more precisely at his watch ( 'Ouroborous' by Chronodom, with platinum and lapis lazuli accents, $12K) and silently cursed the exclusivity of the island. He should be getting his 9:20 blowjob courtesy of his assistant ( Nickolas Smithe of the New Hampshire Smithes, 23, Siamese Cat) at this very moment, or at least be climbing into a chauffeured car!





Around him bustled an absolute chaos of unordered and unproductive fursons that almost turned his stomach. Granted, he was standing on a dock, but the crowd of rowdy college jocks, ragtag clumps of security, construction, and random folks not working to make him money upset Michael even more than the loss of his property. The business otter was of course oblivious to the undercurrent of danger floating among the many males eyeing each other, or casting paranoid glances this or that way. The part of his brain responsible for recognizing physical danger had been long smothered under a life of luxurious safety, health, and privilege. Other parts of his brain, like the sections responsible for recognizing sycophants, underlings, and middle management were much more acutely developed. This allowed him to zero in on a single muzzle among the crowd that was drawing closer and closer.





With the help of a few well placed elbows, a black and white face emerged from between a set of confused looking dockworkers arguing about schedules. Labor-talk, which was to the otter little more than an incoherent buzzing. The, well Michael couldn’t quite discern what the fellow was - a bit of a cat, a bit of bear perhaps. A narrow muzzle, black fur, white spots by the nose and eyes. Kind of burly and thick across the shoulders, too bulky for the otter’s taste. Wearing a middle-management suit ( the difference is subtle but distinct) and no tie. For one of the first times in his life, Michael tasted doubt.





Then the creature opened its muzzle, and with his words relief washed over the otter.


“Good morning! My name’s John, the regional office dispatched me to touch base and engage muzzle time for orientation delayering.” The critter’s voice was a bit deep and growling, and the whole time he talked his arm-thick tail curled around in intricate circles. “I am here to dialog synergy and leverage your management paradigms to champion enterprise level world-class solutions!” Strange as the circumstance, the outfit, and just the male himself, the very nature of the corporate buzz-speak instantly put Michael to ease. He could feel his entire body relax, from his ears to his tennis-ball sized otternuts. Business is business, no matter how weird the wrapper.





“You are late. The ship dropped me off almost 10 minutes ago, John.” Michael cut off the bearcat...thing with the subtle annoyance of the furson that controls budgets. The sour look that flickered over John’s muzzle sent a tinge of satisfaction all the way to Michael’s fat ottersheath. “I trust you have a car waiting?” He left unsaid the implicit understanding that the car would contain some manner of twinky young gent with a supple tongue and perhaps a tight tailhole. Fate would not be so cruel as to place him on an island with a paucity of wet-muzzled twinks, would it?





John smiled slightly and curled his thick tail, nearly as long as he was tall, around a nearby spool of rope nervously. “The island is small. Perhaps we can pawpad while we thought-shower on value-added world-class knowledge-share?” The bearcat had to spin quite a few turns of phrase extolling the win-win nature of walking the supposed short distance to the office. John even upsold the top-of-line visual metrics associated with the game-plan, and possible furson-resource acquisition opportunities that would be proactive in personalized muzzle-time with an underlying robust architecture. That is to say, Micheal was won over at the perceived probability of picking up some young thing that would happily choke on his rod while his webbed-toes playfully stomped on teenage kiwis.





John led the way, a bounce in his step, while Micheal followed with a half hardon and his heavy balls stretching out the silk of his fashion briefs. Customarily they would have been emptied by now, and thus provided a distraction that did not wane as they walked along the beach. The bearcat’s patter drifted in one ear and out the other as Michael’s eyes roamed over the scenery. The beach was pretty enough, but the remains of a college kegger caught his eye - a bunch of strapping young lads certainly fell into the otter’s taste. A bit too well muscled and masculine, perhaps, but far better than the fireplug bearcat chattering away. The sight of those speedos and jockstraps almost fit to burst with all that young meat, the rippling muscle as they cleaned up their bonfire, it all inflamed the otter. He had to find a twink to rough-fuck and nut-stomp soon or he’d end up bursting a vessel!





The droning sound of the bearcat melded with the soft strained rips of Michael’s silk briefs struggling to contain his steely erection. All of the otter’s attention and sensation seemed to narrow to the very tip of his cock as it stroked along the smooth inner silk lining with every step. The luxurious weave of silk cradled his overstuffed nuts, heavy with cream those overactive cum-factories had been churning out since the last purging almost four hours before. Could sexual frustration and broken routine actually bridge into physical pain, as Michael felt? The sensations were so intense that even John’s beefy ass was beginning to look more and more acceptable.





Michael snapped out of his cock-fixated contemplation when he realize the bearcat was asking him a pointed question. Asking him a question while stopped, which was important consideration as Michael was still walking and almost slammed into John cock-first. Another important note would be that John was holding something in an oversized paw, and as Michael focused he say that said paw contained a pack of cards. This is the trouble with having vastly overfilled nuts; one generally has a hard time coming back to reality any faster than piecemeal.








“Lets talk about synergy. Pick a card.” The bearcat fanned out the deck of cards, their backs pattered and emblazoned with the logo of an unfamiliar casino. “Just select one.” The cards seemed to beckon, their edges slightly worn from so many draws. Michael hurriedly drew one out, perhaps feeling a hint of guilt for having space out so much. He turned it over, revealing the three of clubs to himself, and to John before sliding it back into the deck. The way the bearcat snapped the deck back together and tucked it away with such smoothness seemed slightly unsettling.





Michael narrowed his eyes, and diverted a sliver of attention from his steel-hard cock. “Explain again how this exercise relates to synergy again?” He even gestured with one paw as he continued. “It just seems to be playing cards, and not good ones at.....hey, do you smell popcorn? Or is that cornbread that I smell around...” The otter did not get a chance to complete his question, or an opportunity to track down the odd popcorn smell. Either task is particularly difficult to undertake when a large mature coconut has been slammed into one’s nuts.





This experience is painful, but to be more clear a coconut about the size of a honeydew melon has an inch-thick husk of dense fiber and weighs nearly eight pounds. Essentially, a slightly softer wooden bowling ball was swung upwards at a good clip directly between Micheal’s thighs. It first impacted his left nut, sending it bouncing up to the root of his ballsac when it bounced on the spermatic cord like a bungee cable. Then it struck the right nut, carrying it like a piston to meet the other. Both nuts were sharply compressed against the base of the otter’s sheath with about half the force necessary to crush either of them. As luck would have it, that was exactly twice the force needed to send a lightning bolt of pain up the otter’s spine, where it exploded behind his eyeballs like an orgy of Cenobite-flavored suffering. Michael dropped like a hamper of luxury driving scarves (Virgin vicuña wool, by Fashion Peru, $4k per yard).








Had Michael been paying closer attention, he might have seen the bearcat’s dexterous tail lift the short section of rope that was rapidly wrapped around his wrists, and subsequently around a sturdy bit of tree. By the time the otter could see straight, he was quite securely staked down. His muzzle opened, and threats of legal action, reports to police, and of course a Grade 4 firing all awaited at the tip of his tongue. They never got a chance to be spoken. John loomed over the prone otter, coconut firmly gripped in one massive paw. He brought it down in an overhead strike, to land it square on the barely recovered nuts. Michael managed to scream this time, his pained bark trailing off to be replaced by a sound choked with menace.








John let out a deep, gurgling chuckle from the depths of his throat. The sound somewhat resembled a drain trying to clear itself, mixed with the devil’s own asthma attack and a hint of James Earl Jones. Or perhaps the pain was making Michael hallucinate a bit, but even frazzled he was aware of those dull claws ripping his slacks off. His slacks cost more than most furs made in months, and they got tossed into the brush. His red briefs followed, and with some detachment Michael noted his cock was still hard, if unhealthily purple.








“There they are....” The bearcat’s voice sounded different, the sycophantic slant gone, replaced with a deep bass undertone. His huge paw dipped between the otter’s thighs, lifting up those big low-hanging nuts. Having been hit twice, they were already tender and the slightest contact made the executive hiss through his clenched muzzle! “...already starting to swell nicely.” The bearcat weighed those nuts in his palm, rolled them around, and the pain was enough to bring Michael to tears.








John was cruel, and skillful. He let those nuts rest for a moment, long enough for them to begin darkening with a bruise, to swell slightly, and most importantly for the numbness to fade. Then he brought the coconut to bear again, dashing it against the massive heavy low hangers hard enough to make them bounce at the very confines of their sac. The otter screamed, and nofur heard him. Michael suffered, and his nuts throbbed as delicate vessels burst under the onslaught, engorging the inner spaces with blood. Again, the bearcat’s paws cupped those nuts, squeezed them gently, gauged their swell. The coconut was swung again.














How many times was Michael struck? A dozen? Two dozen? Enough times that when he opened his muzzle to scream, not even a hoarse whisper came from between his dry and cracked lips. His eyes were red and muzzle wet with tears. He could not even bear to look at his own nuts cradled in the huge bearcat’s grip. They had gone from large and heavy to ridiculously swollen. Practically black with bruises, his nuts had grown large and dark with blot clots until each rivaled a grapefruit in size. His velveteen nutsack was stretched to the limit with the useless bulk of his assuredly ruined balls. After being hammered so many times, they were no doubt dead - and yet his cock was still hard! Purple hard in fact, a color he had never seen before, but sickened him. His nostrils were drowning in the scent of his own fear, coconut, and for reason buttery popcorn.





“Damn, a man can work up an appetite working out in this heat.” The bearcat spoke with a sickening casual matter-of-fact tone, wiping his silver-spotted brow. A twist of his powerful paws, and the coconut was deftly split in half. The water inside sloshed, and from it John took a hefty pull. The rest of the sweet water was dumped into Michael’s mouth, and the moisture startled him so much that it almost distracted from the bonfire of pain in his nutsack. Almost. He greedily gulped down the muzzle-ful of water, wetting his cracked lips.





Licking across his muzzle, Michael stifled back the pain to croak out pleadingly. “Why?”





His thirst sated, John took a coconut half in each paw. “Why not?”





With a mighty swing, the bearcat brought the halves of the coconut back together. Around Michael’s incredibly battered nuts, which would certainly not fit between those halves. With the thick husk and coconut ‘meat’ layer the inner hollow section was barely fit to handle an orange, much less a grapefruit. The otter’s bruised, beaten, and brutalized balls were each well over the size of a tangerine. When those halves came together, there was a bit of resistance - but then both nuts burst in a shower of blood, cum, and fluid. The pressure on those balls was so strong that in the instant before they exploded, a half-load of cum was pressurized up the van defrens. The pneumatic, weaponized load of cum and blood almost shredded Michael’s dick as it exploded out the tip to shower his muzzle. The last load the otter ever shot, pink, thick, and all over his own muzzle.





He was thus spared the sight of that coconut pulling away, taking his liquefied nuts and leaving the empty shreds of a nutsack. The pain and terror hit him like a hammer, and blissfully Michael passed out. He slumped against the tree, ruined cock limp and dripping blood fit to match the slow flow from his ripped out sac-root. In a way he was already dead - he’d sire no cubs, continue no name, build no dynasty.





John, well, Juan when he wasn’t lying through his teeth, walked away. He had a delicious coco-nut pudding for brunch. Protein, carbohydrates, everything a binturong would need for a long day of brutalizing. Why? Well why not? The low throaty chuckle and scent of buttery popcorn filled the air as as sought out another victim. 


























Scene Eight





"“...We have a deal. Split the cash 70 30.” A charming, deceitful, benevolent and manly voice echoed within the small confines of the neglected hotel room. It had been several hours since the large group of contestants had arrived on the Island. The contestants ran the gambit from gentlemen to murderously insane. The bombay cat turned on his charm, even before crossing the ominous, military guarded, barricade and began to get to know some of the people in the large group. A few people in particular caught the cat’s eyes, they were the ones he wanted to get to know first. He got the name of a musk ox, Joe Weiglmen and talked with an Olympic sprinter. But the one he found most attractive was a wild cheetah. He seemed to be untouched by modern life, his body was lanky and lithe and his wildness was sexy to him. Even as the bombay cat held a rope turned leash around the cheetah’s neck.








Spots, walked along the floor of the room and hopped onto the dusty mattress and joined the shirtless cat. His fur hugged his body  and shimmered in what little light that passed through the ripped curtains. It was afternoon now, it had took the cat all morning to get the cheetah where he wanted him; beast like, but as a pet. Off to one corner of the room was a small pile sundry items and clothing. It consisted of the black cat’s leather jacket, empty glass pickle jars and several bottles of grain alcohol; pure ethanol.








The cat stroked the cheetahs belly with his midnight black furred paws., “You’re a natural hunter and a wild animal. But I trust you...”








The cat flinched as the cheetah turned into an aggressive, feral like beast. It’s sharp claws scratched across the black cat’s strong chest. His blood pooled in the shallow cuts masked by his fur. The cat found himself pinned by the snarling and hissing cheetah, panting in subtle fear. Both of his strong paws held above his head by one of the cheetah’s paws. The other paw of the wild cat found its way under the cat’s jeans. The cheetah’s paws bared and wrapped around the cat’s sack. It’s sharp points pierced the skin, as he slightly tugged at the cat’s large nut sack. Though in the vulnerable position, the cat never seemed to lose his cool as he stared at the cat’s eyes with his own coppery green ones. His tail whipped on the bed in annoyance as red spots of blood began to seep through his jeans. The stare was soft, friendly, forceful and confident and seemed to sooth the beast as the animal instincts told the cheetah to ease up on the grips. He felt comfortable around the black cat.








“I see your point I shouldn’t put all my truth into you, after all it’s a game of chest and we’re all kings--” The cat said before moaning.








During the cheetah’s display of wild aggression, his sheath had filled and was now bieng gripped tightly by the cheetah. The cheetah growled and flicked his tail pawing the lithe cat under his jeans. A damp spot began to show in the jeans as the cat shuttered.





“Be a beast for me...” the cat asked the cheetah silently.





The cheetah grinned and took off the loop of rope, braided into a collar. He used the length of rope to tie down each of the cat’s wrists. The black cat tested the bonds as the cheetah hissed and bared his sharp teeth at him. The cheetah continued to act wild and feral. His fur ruffled as he crouched over the bound cat. His sharp jaws lunged forward and snapped in the cat’s face, inches away from actually biting the cat. It scared the male below who writhed to get away. Arms flexed as they tried to move up and protect his face from one of the cheetah’s clawed paws. It swiped across his chest and barely scratched the surface of the cat. Though the cat was not really being injured, the effects where the same. Fear driving the cat’s twisted pleasure. He loved being afraid.








His jeans bulged outward with his arousal, unnoticed by the cheetah who had begun to growl a satisfied growl. Like a cat would do if they had just taken down their prey. The cheetah ground his body against the bloody chest of the cat and the firm tent in the jeans. The cheetah leaned his head down and took part of the cat’s neck into his mouth. This caused the cat to moan loudly and when the cheetah began to pull his flesh away from his body made his entire body tense. His tent ground against the feral like cheetah as a dark spot began to form along one of the cats legs. It flowed outward, the white and dark blue stain grew larger as the cat let out a large load.








The cheetah held the cat in his mouth a bit longer before releasing him. He would of killed the cat then, but he knew that he would be a useful tool in the days to come...








…”I don’t trust that cat.” A confident, youth filled and smooth sounding voice spoke. “He’s just too friendly, it doesn’t seem natural. Maybe he has skeletons in the closet.”








“I think you’re over analyzing John,” A gruff, throaty voice responded to the jaguar. “He doesn’t seem to have a real need to make any enemies. He kind of just goes with the flow” The musk ox started down the abandoned street, the tall, athletic jaguar followed behind. “Trust me I’ve met all sorts of people in my life--”








The stores around them illuminated from the inside. Some contestants where out on the street chattering away, while other where out and about to explore the island. “Yeah? Have those people been hostile toward you? I do not think you’ve been in front of a wall of media and fans that yell hateful and slanderous words toward you. I know those kinds of smiles, the one the cat had, he has two sides.”





Both the jaguar and musk ox didn’t want to be the one exploring, rather have some other poor sap to seek out the danger for them. The rumors of strange creatures and anomalies ran rampant throughout the ship during the transport over.





“He seems to have taken a fancy to you,” the jaguar stated passively.





“Well he can fancy all he wants but he won’t get any--”





“Hey look there he is.” The jaguar pointed out to the older ox and pointed a clawed finger in the direction of the graceful and confident cat.





   The black cat nodded a howdy doo to any of the contestants that had passed. His smile unfazed by empty threats of snarls and taunts given to him by some of the contestants, prisoner or prison guards something like that. He could tell by the way they held themselves, in a way of self importance. It was to early in the game to be deceitful but early enough to get a target on your back. The black cat had his paws hidden within the outside jacket pockets. He began to walk through a propped open door on the side of the hotel. He opened it and entered the building.








   The jaguar and musk ox followed the cat, curious onto where he was headed. The jaguar sprinted ahead and caught the door before it could latch. The cat had knocked the stone that held it open out of the door way. He looked behind him and then at the burly ox who sauntered over at his own pace.





   “You coming or not Joe.” The jaguar said a bit irritated at the slowness of the beast.





   “I have no interest in stalking that cat, I’ll stay here,” Joe said with a bit of a huff. “You go ahead and have your fun John, I got to find a place to sleep.”








   The jaguar only growled lowly as he let the door quietly latch. Joe walked over to the lobby of the hotel to look for an available room key. John found himself in a dimly lit, concrete shaft. The stairs where in flights of six, each two sets equaled a floor. He could here the clomp of the cat’s shoes as he traveled up the stairs. It sounded like the cat was two levels above. John began to climb the stairs quietly, stalking his prey to see if the cat was up to no good.





   John followed the cat up to the top floor, seven levels up. He jumped a little as a door opened and shut loudly a few floors below. He looked over the side of the railing and looked down. A pipe of some sort spanned the entire length of empty spot that the stairs wrapped around. The jaguar’s ears swiveled as he didn’t hear any sound from the cat above. He began to walk up cautiously one flight of stairs. His body hunkered lower to the ground as he began to climb the last set of stairs. Slowly he prowled his way forward and soon the top of the door to the seventh floor came into view. As he took slow and calculated steps forward, more and more of the landing was revealed. He was shocked however to find that the landing was empty. The door had been chained and locked shut, the cat nowhere to be found.





   John swiftly shot up onto the landing. He sniffed the air, the scent of leather still hung in the air. It seemed to solidify that the cat was in fact there at one point. The jaguar looked around first at the cold chain and lock that looked to be undisturbed for many years, then down at the ground. A neatly placed envelope at his feet. The jaguar leaned over and picked it up, it was addressed to John. Curious he opened the envelope and took out the paper within, a simple note scribed on the piece of paper. It read:


   


       Nice try John, but you’ve lost your predator touch. To many drugs got your brain doing loops?





   The cat growled and yelled to himself, “I didn’t do drugs. I had to work for a body like this!”








John began to descend the stairs in a huff, if he didn’t like that cat before, he hated him now. In his huff he was oblivious of the cheetah in front of him as he rounded a corner and slammed into him. The cheetah let out a yowl as he was startled. His neck fur ruffled as his tail straightened and bristled.








The cheetah spun on his feet and glared at the jaguar with a growl. John apologized to the cat and brushed off his shirt. The cheetah’s expression softened though as his paw shot forward and stopped on the jaguar’s strong chest. John was about to protest before he felt the strong cheetah paws rub and admire his sculpted pecs through his shirt. The cheetah meowed cutely and flexed his muscular torso for the strong jaguar. The cheetah’s lithe and tantalizing frame exposed as he wore no shirt, the jaguar liked what he saw.








The cheetah let his hand slide from the jaguar’s chest and subtly grope his crotch before he turned around and sauntering down the stairs. His thin tail swayed elegantly with his hips and seduced the jaguar to follow. Finally John was going to get to do something, the male still young and easily made horny. The cheetah guided the seduced jungle cat into a hallway and then down the dusty hallway of the hotel. Soon the couple found themselves in one of the many hotel rooms left vacant for many years. As soon as the door shut the cheetah became even more cat like and seductive. His tail groped at the strong and athletic jaguar’s crotch. He looked back and growled sexily to John.








The cheetah got down on his hands and knees and rubbed against John’s shin’s like a cat. His stubby snout buried into his crotch giving the nylon covered shorts a nibble.








“Mm kitty cat want a taste of milk?” John snickered at his unintentional pun. He followed the cat who had began to walk and slide on top of the comforter of the bed. He laid on his back sexily, the top button of his jeans unbuttoned. The top of the cheetah’s pubic hair exposed to the jaguar male. John inched his way over the cheetah, slow and seductive like. His paw delved into the cheetah’s jeans and rubbed at the hard cock covered by the grey boxers. But he was caught off guard as the cheetah grabbed both of his wrists, twisted and turned so that the cheetah had John pinned.








“Wooah, strong cheetah. But your ass can milk a cock dry. What’s your name?”





The cheetah didn’t have time for small talk. The wild grin on the cheetah’s muzzle was and indication to John that he was going to have a wild ride. A wrist held tightly in each of the cheetah’s paws, they reached over to the side of the bed and fished two lengths of rope tied to the head board. The cheetah growled feral like as he ground his crotch into John’s jeans. John protested a little but stopped as he watched the muscled body of the cheetah grinding above him and on his hard cock. He moaned a little and pulled on the restraints wanting to touch the cheetah, but the bindings held tight.  John silently said to himself, “Kinky.”








The strange cheetah fell to his hands over the bound jaguar, crawling slowly over his body. His tail dragged across John’s chest as his ankles were bound together and attached to the foot board of the bed. Immobilized, John was at the mercy of the sexy, dangerous and wild cheetah. The cheetah stood above John as his paws moved to slide down his well worn, torn and faded jeans down past his thigh. He teased John with the sight of the top of his groin before turning. The crack of his firm butt showed to John as he slid his jeans all the way down. He bent over his round, heavy and pert balls peeked from under the pink tail bud. He stood and stepped out of his jeans. He posed above john and flexed his strong and wild back muscles for John.





He continued to tease John as he crouched down and rubbed his bare rump against the straining bulge in the athletic pants worn by the jaguar. The strong and snake like cheetah tail pulled against his strong back. The view of the jaguar’s nylon covered cock that slid between the cheetah’s cleft, turned John on more. The musky masculine scent began to rise from under the shorts. Sweat mixed with pre that pooled and collected, hidden by the nylon. The cheetah moaned a growl and turned to face John. His firm cheetah cock complimented his large orbs. It hung over them, weighted by it’s own blood. He leaned forward and pushed the jaguar’s tshirt up and exposed the rock hard abs. He dug his wet nose into the fur and took a deep sniff. He loved the smell of males.








The cheetah growled and purred at the sight of the bound jaguar. The deep, sweaty, masculine musk filled his nose. He used his sharp teeth to bite on the elastic of the shorts. He pinched the jaguar with his teeth and earned him a shuttering moan. The cheetah began to pull and tear the shorts off like a piece of meet until the jaguar’s groin was exposed. With the bit of torn fabric in his muzzle, he whipped his head to the side and let it fly onto the floor. His nose shot under the jaguar’s sweaty balls and began to inhale and lick the musk from under them. The jaguar’s spire already out and in the open, it laid on his abs. The clear pre leaking onto his fur and matted it down.


   





The cheetah’s rough tongue groomed the underside of the large, juicy and heavy balls, whisking away the scent and musk. He sucked first one, then the other of those juice balls into his mouth. His rough tongue licked all over the tasty ball sack before they fell out of his muzzle. The taste lingered on his tongue as he moved further up. He kissed and nipped at the jaguar’s barbed length. His black lips kissed and sucked on the flesh here and there, sucking up the cock juice, drool and sweat. Soon his practiced mouth sucked in the flesh and began to bob his head. Both cats purred and moaned from the attention. John fed the cheetah copious amounts of tasty, salty pre. The cheetah’s tongue was always there to lick it up as the tasty elixir flowed.








John could feel himself getting closer to his climax. The sloppy, sucking, wet sounds of the cheetah that worked his shaft enthusiastically, combined with the scent of his pre, musk and the cheetah’s own arousal, drove him closer to the edge. His balls began to cinch close, his cock grew harder in the hot wet mouth. Expertly timed, the cheetah pulled off the cock and with his free paw began to stroke the jaguar to climax.








   “Oh yes, keep going so close.” John said as he felt his orbs once again wrapped around by the warmth of the mouth. The mouth suckled and teased the pulsing orbs. The cheetah’s sharp teeth clenched just behind the large orbs. The mouth pulled at them as they began to fire and work their seed out. “Oh, yes...gonna cum!--” He yowled in pleasure, but excruciating pain at the height of his orgasm.








   The first pulse of white cum shot out and over his fur. It coating his athletic front in cum. But his ejaculate soon turned red as the cheetah bit down hard on the contracting balls. His sharp fangs piercing the skin, ripping, tearing and severing the flesh from the Jaguar’s body. The last spurts of orgasm, ejaculated only seminal fluid mixed with red blood. The cheetah pulled his head away and snapped the last bit of muscle attached to those huge juicy balls.








   The cheetah sat up and resisted the urge to chew on his prize still warm in his mouth. The jaguar was in tremendous pain as his strong legs curled up toward his chest. His strong body, flexed as he tried to break free from the restraints. He yelled incoherent words that could be heard throughout the hotel floor. But the cheetah knew no one would come to his aid. The cheetah sauntered over to the side of the bed, a visual wet spot began to expand down a leg. His cheetah cum leaked into the denim as he fished out a jar filled with alcohol from under the bed. He openned his maw over the mouth of the jar and lets those exposed beautiful orbs out to splash into the alcohol bath. He twists the jar lid on tight before returning his attention to the jaguar. A fiendish grin on his face would tell anyone in the room that the cheetah was not finished...








...The musk ox had little luck outside among the town. He had explored the shore and the small town. He stocked up on some food and water bottles. He put them in his back pack  and continued to browse the ominous ghost town. He heard the hustle and bustle of the other contestants around him but had his focus jerked as he felt a tap on his shoulder. He spun around and met eye to eye with that black cat from earlier.








“You were the smart one to not follow. “ The strange cat had a friendly smile on his face, “I think there was a real psycho hiding in that stairwell. I got away not to sure about that jaguar.” He paused and let the musk ox relax. His nose flared as he caught the scent of the manly musk. It was true that musk oxs really did have a strong scent to them. So feral.








The ox obviously having a bit of a nerve issue being on the island where the name of the game was to survive. The cat continued, “You got a place to spend the night? I snagged a room in the hotel over there. It’s a little dusty but it’s still shelter.”








The musk ox sighed in relief and pat the cat on his shoulder. The black cat’s coppery green eyes stared at the paw sternly before they returned to the ox’s face with a smile. “No thank you. I think I am fine right now--”





“It would be of great benefit to you and your family if you’d follow me Mr. Weigleman.” The cat said softly but curtly. The friendly manner of the cat still came through the subtle threat. The ox didn’t feel comfortable all of a sudden and took a step backward.





“I didn’t tell you my last name, how do you know it?” The ox asked surprised and scared.





“Follow,” was all he got from the cat as he walked out of the empty shop. The ox however reached out and grabbed the cat’s arm and pulled him back.





“You didn’t answer my question cat. I’ve had a bad feeling about you from the get go. Now you are saying my family is in danger?” The ox said with a huff.





“You’re the one putting them in danger Joe. By not following me you will not get your answers.” The cat snapped himself out of the males grasp and straightened his jacket with a loud growl. He stepped out of the store and almost seemed to vanish into the night.





The ox looked confused and debated on whether or not to follow the mysterious feline. But the looks he was being given by a rough group of men in the corner forced an answer. He followed the cat out of the store and into the night. He followed the cat into the hotel and only stopped when the cat stopped in front of a door. The ox looked over the smaller male’s back as his tail flicked side to side. Something annoyed the cat but he wasn’t sure what.





“I know your debts. I was sent here by the casino to make sure you win. They want their money back...” The cat unlocked the hotel room and turned around to face the ox. “Now I hope you don’t mind, but I have a roommate who is busy with someone. I hope you don’t mind.” The cat had a grin on his face. Sharp fangs overlapped his lower lip.





“No I do not mind, what is he doing? Having sex with someone?”





The cat opened the door and allowed the ox to go in first. “Something like that.”





The sight that greeted him was the jaguar, the proud and Olympic sprinter’s body bound to the farthest bed. The door shut behind him, barely audible to his ears. His eyes focused on the cheetah above the jaguar. His face paled as he watched the cheetah tear open the Jaguar’s chest. A sickening gurgling could still be heard. The sound seemed to originate from the jaguar’s body. The cheetah busily ate up the large bit of skin he had pulled off. The jaguar’s ribs exposed as the still beating heart could be seen under the ribs. The cheetah had a vicious look in his eyes. He turned his head and growled at the musk ox. The ox, over come by what he saw shot through the open door on his right. He found the bathroom then the toilet and began to heave whatever he had ate that day into the toilet.





The black cat only smiled and walked over to the bloody mess. The jaguar was still alive, eyes quivering in their sockets in absolute fear. He reached a paw out to pet the cheetah’s head, his hair clumped and spiked, soaked in sticky jaguar blood.





“You see this John?” The cat says, “This is what a real cat looks like. Do you think he had to use drugs?”





The cat chuckled and moved to the night stand next to the blood soaked bed. He picked up the warm jar and studied it’s contents.





“One down, one about to be go 33 more sets to go.” The cat grinned and turned to the cheetah who growled as if to say ‘yeah right, 32 more to go’. The cat only chuckled loudly as the cheetah snapped several of the jaguar’s ribs out of the chest cavity. The heart still beat slowly as the cheetah sank his teeth into the organ...



































	Scene Nine


                            Damon trundled down a twisting jungle pathway, surprisingly gracefully for a mountain of muscle.  But clad in his gray sweat pants, and powder blue football jersey.  He stuck out from the greenery like... well like a thousand pound Bison running through the jungle.  The 'Thump thump thump.' of his massive hoof beats on the winding twist path a loud warning to another around.  Damon Appleton All-Star Professional Football Player was headed their way, best run and hide or get ready to be neutered.  Because this big stud was going to win... it wasn't a matter of money.  Damon had more of it than he could ever spend, thanks to his multi-year multimillion dollar contracts.  Oh no money had nothing at all to do with this, Damon Appleton was a competitor.  A winner... who just liked to win... who almost always won if he really wanted to.   





There had been three other guys in the Helicopter with him, when they had set him down in this remote corner of the Island.  Each of them had been released into a different clearing in the jungle, his three local competitors only a few dozen miles away.  The instructions had been on the vague side, get to the tower intacted nutting as many other competitors as possible along the way.  And then if anyone else made it... nut them as well until your the last male standing.  Or in this case the last male swinging... a fat pouch between your leg's.  The big shaggy Bison snickered at his own joke as he rounded a curve in the trail.  Instantly spotting a huge old log laying across the path, powerful muscles working on finely honed athletic instinct.  The big Buffalo leaped atop the log, his huge black hoof sinking into the old rotted wood slightly as his full weight came down.   





The big Bison heard the sound a second later, as he was bounding over the old log.  It was a kind of Zinging release of some tightly stretched cord, and then his plant hoof was jerked out from under him.  Sending the big Buffalo falling forwards, Damon reached out to catch himself.  And then suddenly found his big hands, yanked together as a second snare was triggered.   





""RRRRROROROA.""  The big Bison screamed as his huge powerful body was suddenly and violently yanked out straight.  Suspended by his right ankle and both of his wrists, the all star suddenly found himself  dangling helpless.  Luckily with his enormous body weight, the big Bison was only held a few feet off the ground.  ""Son of a Bitch!""  Damon screamed angrily, as he bucked and struggled against the tension in those ropes.  Glancing around, he could see the springy young tree's that were trying to pull him apart.  Reaching down with his free left leg, the big Bison used it to brace himself up.  His cloven hoof digging into the muddy ground, as he struggled to gain enough traction to pull himself free. 





'Clap Clap Clap.' Two small paws beat against each other slow, and mockingly as a small form stepped out of the bush.  ""What a marvelous display of athletic prowess...""  The small Dhole chuckled, as he slowly approached the big trapped stud smiling gloatingly. 





""Wha... who the hell?""  Damon looked this small rusty colored newcomer over, as he opened a small pack and produced a scalpel.   





""Now why is it... I wonder that the level of size and athletic prowess, is almost always inverse to the amount of intellect.""  ""We were all quite plainly told... that this Island was laced with traps.""  ""And since the point of this game is for the contestants to neuter each other... it only stands to reason that all of the traps would be non lethal.""  The small rusty colored Dhole set out his cryogenic cooler as he tugged down Damon's plain gray sweat pants.  ""Ohoo Hoo hahaha... whats this?""  Fukuzawa snickered, as he ran a paw over the bright shiny red materiel of the Bison's tightly packed jock strap.





  ""Bright and shiny... soft and smooth... homoerotic eye candy for your teammates no doubt.""  ""Secretly the big Bull... wants to be a Cow... for all his big masculine teammates.""   





""You'd better run...""  The big Bison snarled, as he trashed and fought against the ropes holding him all splayed out and helpless. 





""Now why would I want to do that?""  The handsome young Dhole snickered, as he tugged on the ropes holding Damon.  Testing their tension as he examined the springy young tree's that were keeping that tension.  ""I mean look at all the trouble running through the jungle has gotten you into heh.""  ""Besides I've got to help you out with those secret desires of yours... I'm going to send you back to your testosterone fueled playmates a Steer.""  ""Perhaps not as good as a Cow... but as I understand it... perfectly suited for all their pent up desires... hah.""  The Dhole smiled, as he slowly tugged the Bison's fat balls out of that shiny red nylon pouch.  Watching amused, as the big shaggy black Bovines long cock slowly pushed that pouch out as it stiffened.  ""Hahaha... you see I'm serious jock boy... I am going to win.""  The Dhole's small glove clad paw reached down to caress's that fat organ through the soft shiny materiel of Damon's jock strap.  ""And you... well you are just another loser... luckily it looks like you enjoy losing...""  The little Dhole noticed the huge powerful corded muscles of the Bison's back tensing.  But attributes it to the fact that the big obviously proud potent male, knew he was about to be neutered.  And was setting himself to bare the pain, Fukuzawa starred at those big potent ball's overflowing from his palm.  As he readied the scalpel in his other paw, to plunge into that sleek shaved sac.  Ignoring the sounds of the ropes creaking and those powerful muscles bunched and strained.  Even the movement of those small tree's, couldn't take his eye's off of the shiny blade of his scalpel.  As he set it against that smooth warm male flesh, and then his world exploded into movement and pain. 





That big cloven hoof chewing through the damp earth as the big Bison pushed himself forwards, suddenly there was a crackling 'Snap'.  And then half of that young tree was flying through the air, as it broke off and was whipped forwards.  The big Bison had been worried about getting hit by it... that is until the Dhole had stepped between the tree and his backside.  There was a loud 'Thwack' and a brief burning flash of pain, but then the small Dhole was screaming as he was thrown through the air.  With the tension released Damon staggered to his hooves and quickly freed his huge hands.  And then stomped over to the small Dhole as he lay on the ground cradling his bruised crotch.   





""That limb hit ya right in the jewels?""  The big Bison snickered, as he knelt down lifting the Dhole's small paws up over his head.  Holding them with in one massive fist, as he spread the small Doctors legs and ripped down his trousers.  ""Bruised them up pretty bad...""  Damon snickered, as he played with those tiny eggs with his thick fingers for a moment.  ""Not to bad tho'... not like this will.""  The mighty Buffalo lifted one huge cloven hoof and sneered down at the panicked Dhole.  ""I hope you're ready to get yer nuts stomped into paste!""  That big hoof came down savagely on those tiny orbs... 'CRUNCH!' went the bigger of those two plums.   





""IEIEIEIEIEEEE!""  The small rusty red Dhole screamed, his eyes bugging out of his head while he watched that big hoof lift again.  ""NNNOOOOOOOO.""  He screamed as that huge cloven hoof came down once again, catching the smaller orb as it had the first.  'CRUNCH!' 


 


 











 *** 





The helicopter set down as close to the radio beacon as possible, but it was still a fairly good hike.  The guardsmen a tall rough looking German Shepard, and a shorter thick bodied Hog found their subject.  Draped over a big old rotten log, the small handsome Dhole was moaning weakly as he slipped in and out of consciousness.  The Dhole's bushy tail pushed up over his back his tail hole a gaping cum drooling mess above his deflated sac.  The big Hog reached down and fondled that black and blue sac, experimentally feeling the mush of what had once been testicles within.  ""Crushed... he got both of them...""  ""Heh chalk one up for the grass eaters.""   





""This one was small game...""  The big German Shepard chuckled as he checked the marker tag with his scanner.  ""Just wait until he runs into some real Predator.""   





""That should be fun...""  The big Hog snickered, as he lean in and licked the Bison's cum off those wide spread thigh's.  ""I'll clean him up... if you go first.""  The big Pig grinned, as he lapped around that gaping tail hole.  ""I like sloppy thirds.""  He grinned, as the big German Shepard began unbuckling his uniform trousers... 


