Splatterfest - Chapter Four





	Author’s note: Hey there kiddoes, this chapter flips back and forth between quite a few simultaneous scenes! Make sure you put on your special anti-epileptic goggles, lube up your favorite dildo, and let’s go for a riiiiide!





A chubby mouse was sneaking around in places he should not have been sneaking. Gala had all the right reasons to be there, or so he told himself, but nothing was working out right. He was going to steal a peek at that super-geek Seymour’s physics notes, but he couldn’t find the raccoon anywhere. He had even tiptoed into the locker room, but there was just a huge mess there, a mess that made the chubby mouse’s tail all twitchy.





There had been no security guards to avoid, and all the dumb jocks seemed to be busy too. It was as if the whole school was empty! Just Gala and his chub-rolls, trying to be a sneaky thief when the only thing Gala was good for was, he knew, stealing cookies from his roommate’s cookie jar.





CLINK CLINK CLINK





What was that sound? Gala blinked, peering down one side of the hallway, then the other. 





CLINK CLINK CLINK





It was getting closer, but he couldn’t tell where it was coming from. He headed away from the locker room, down the outside hall of the rec center, intending to loop back to the library and see what was going on there.





The sound was getting louder, though. He passed in front of the ruined locker room, he paused. What if it was... a cat? Trapped in ductwork? He couldn’t just leave an animal to suffer. what if it was a gas leak? If he found it, he would be a hero! Carefully, the chubby mouse turned back down that hallway, to where the sound was coming from - the equipment locker. He stared through the open door - had it been open before? His heart began to beat heavily in his chest. He felt like he was being watched. Gathering all of his courage, the mouse reached a hand into the dark room, and fumbled on the wall. Feeling the switch, he flicked it upwards - but no light came on. He felt scared, now, scared and alone and intimidated, and Gala hated feeling like that.





	“Oh come on! I know you’re in there!! I don’t know how you knew I was here, but I’m not falling for it!!” 





He reached in again, feeling the smooth cold handle of a bat,  and pulled it close to him. That clinking noise was all around, now, echoing gently all around him. He poked with the bat, into the room, probing at the air, seeing if there was anyone waiting for him in here. Nobody. 


This wasn’t a fun prank, if that’s what it was. Gala had had enough of this.He backed out of the room, taking one step back, then another, and then his chubby butt bumped into something very solid.





He turned around, slowly, and squeaked.





Standing over him was the biggest fur he had ever seen, even bigger than any of the jocks. The source of hte noise was a long metal chain with a hook, clanking against the floor. The rusty hook was smeared in some sort of grey goo. 





“Get away from me!!!”





Thinking it was some sort of juvenile prank the chubby mouse swung his bat at the thing, thinking that if this was a prank, and he hoped it would, that it would catch the jerks off guard. The creature, however,  had its own thoughts on the matter. It caught the nerdy mouse’s attack in one paw, and yanked. The bat slid out of the mouse’s furless paws, sending the chubby rodent tripping backwards into the store room. He hit a rack, and slumped to the floor, as basketballs bounced on and around him, rolling everywhere. He shook his head, but then scrambled back as the bat come right back at him, slamming into the tiled floor of the storage room just where his crotch had been a moment before. 





“Fuck Fuck Fuck!!!” Gala pulled himself to his feet, as the beast neared closer. He squiggled behind a shelf and scrambled to get his phone out of his pocket. A rack full of equipment was flipped over, hockeysticks tumbling and clattering everywhere. He whimpered, sliding further away from the insane lunatic. He managed to dial campus security, but nobody picked up. His large ears perked up. Over the sounds of the room being wrecked, he could hear a phone ringing. Just behind him. He turned to look, and saw a greenish, flashing glow, and holding his own cell phone out, he could see Barnables, one of the campus security guards and all around good-guy Kangaroo, hanging  upside down from one of the racks. Where his crotch should have been was just a black spot, scabbed over. 





A clamp latched itself onto his foot, and Gala screamed as he was dragged out from his hiding space. His chubby belly heaved, and the bat swung down between his legs.





THWACK! THWACK!





Gala was a virgin, and now it seemed he would be a virgin forever. The bat pulverized his avocados into mush, the sound changing from a THWACK to a SPLAT in only ten or so strokes.





The bat was dropped, the creature standing up, and Gala curled into a ball, clutching at his groin. The big bad bogeyman walked away, and Gala’s last conscious thoughts as he blacked out, were that Cheaters never win.





*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	





The tiki torches were sputtering, and little puddles were beginning to form on the plates of crackers. The big brown dog known as Spencer should have been pissed at this sudden storm ruining his rooftop party, and he agreed with himself that it sucked. Everyone was leaving, hurrying down the stairs to the auditorium because of some big fucking announcement. Tony probably sent another wrestler to the hospital, or something. 





Spencer took a swig from his big brown bottle, teeter-tottering over to the snacks table as thunder slammed into the side of the building. He grabbed a handful of soggy chips, and smeared them through the goopy guacamole, stuffing them in his mouth. They were still damned good, even soaking wet!





“Come on, Spencer, we can clean this all up later,” said the last of the party guests, the black lion wrestler known as Drew. He was still wearing his singlet from earlier, all snug and gripping around his powerful feline body. He took a swig from his own green bottle, tugging at the Bernese Mountain dog with his other hand, but Spencer was morose. “Hey, I know what will take your mind off of Sophia, why don’t we go in that equipment locker downstairs... it’s dark in there. I’ll let you nail me, and you can pretend I’m her. It’s not like you’re even gonna remember in the morning.” 





Spencer groaned, peering out over the storming landscape, as if to see his beloved lady friend about to land on the roof on a broom. He sighed. “Naw, man, you go ahead, I’m going to hang out and wait, in case Sophia shows up.” replied the canine, pulling away from the lion and stumbling over to one of those collapsible lawn chairs. He leaned his head back, as the rain started thundering down around him, and made a face. He was drunk, but he wasn’t suicidal. He got up, staggering after the lion, who had already headed down the stairs.





At the bottom of the stairs, though, Spencer got lost. The black lion was nowhere to be found. Which way to the party? Spencer felt his way slowly along the wall, leaning on it heavily for support. He’d get there.





*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





“What do you think all of that was about?” Saila asked, wringing his hands together. The wrestlers seemed confused, and Marcus and Kimbo frowned at each other. “Is Doug okay?”





“Sounds pretty serious,” came a dry, growly voice from the other side of the bleachers. A sleek, muscular tiger, wearing a long, red scarf had risen, stretching his arms over his head. Chester the panther was sitting in front of him, head dipped slightly in submission, and around the two of them were the other furs that made up “K’s gang”. “I think y’all should grab some flashlights and go find out what all the hijiinks are about.” 





Burst chortled, gryphon feathers ruffling up. “It looks like everyone is going to be coming here to find out what’s happening - we should probably at least go get Doug. Poor little puppy is prolly having a panic attack from all the beefcake in the showers.”





Marcus chuckled, “Yeah, or maybe Honeydew got to him. If that’s the case, we REALLY need to go save him, before those bull balls break his hips!”





In agreement, then, the remaining wrestlers and the coach headed out towards the Public Announcement booth to find out what, exactly, Doug was up to.





Saila turned to the tiger, who had, with the rest of the gang, formed a loose standing circle around Chester. “Why didn’t you go with them, Mister K?” he asked, blinking his big fox-coon eyes at the ruthless looking feline.





“Cuz I needed some alone time with Chester here.”, the tiger snarled, and backhanded the kneeling, placid panther!





*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





	“That’s right, I don’t think this is a prank, everyone, so let’s close down your laptops and shut your books, we’re going down to the Auditorium.” said the oldest male in the library, the portly husky-wolf hybrid known as  Faust. He was doing his best to sound authoritative, and he kept an emotionless blank look on his face.





	Assorted groans and snickers met his command, but people were standing, stretching, rubbing at their erections through their pants. 





	“What about the circle jerk, though?” asked one particularly burly raccoon with wide rimmed eyeglasses. “I was expecting a helping hand.” 





	“Yeah, that’s the only reason you’d come to the library, isn’t it?” asked a soft-bellied feline hybrid, toying with the bulge of his knot with one hand, pushing his lionmane back behind his ear with the other. “Stupid jock, why don’t you go throw a ball at a stick or something.” He chortled.





	“How about I throw YOUR balls at a stick, Fioxy?” retorted the raccoon, standing up, letting the fox-lion get his best staredown. “Oh, wait, you’re not supposed to throw marbles, are you?” He made a flick-flick-flicking gesture with his fingers.





	Fioxy shook his head, as the group of furs gathered near the door.  Lightning crashed, outside, and for just a moment, the lights shuddered. 











	“Aww, sunnuvabitch, the internet went down! II was just about to finish my fucking raid!” grumbled a long horned ram. He clapped his laptop shut, and he, along with the rest of his raiding party, stormed out of the library, bulldozing the rest of the students ahead of them. The disgruntled murmuring got quieter, and quieter, until it was indistinguishable from the sound of the rain on the windows.





	A white fox, his extremities tinted a glaciar blue, peeked out from behind the Non-Fiction section. 





	Husher was alone. Alone was the perfect place to be, if you wanted a quick wank. Everything else was just details, honestly. The white fox stepped out into the empty library, his long white labcoat rustling, a science book tucked under one arm. He’d been studying for his finals for way, way too long. Anyone poring over cellular mitosis and anaerobic respiration as long as he had was going to get a case of blueballs. 





	There was a bathroom behind the library, and Husher skulked into it, making sure nobody else was around. The hallways were completely empty. Good. The bathroom was a long line of stalls on one end, urinals on the other, with a couple of sinks and air dryers by the door. Husher went slowly down the line, pushing each door in. Empty. Empty. Empty. Excellent, so far. Empty. Empty. Empty. Perfect. There was just one door left, and he put his palms against it, and pushed it in, to find-





*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





The announcement room was wrecked. The wide glass pane windows overlooked a darkened stadium, totally dark save for the occasional flash of lightning. It gave the room a very exposed, vulnerable feeling - like the top of a lighthouse. The desk in the middle of the room, though, had been broken in half, splintered in the middle. Something had hit it hard. There was brownish gray gunk all over it, and on the floor, and leading out of the door.





There was no sign of Doug, except maybe for that gray goop, but nobody could be sure what it was. The microphone used for announcing with was in the corner, broken and twisted, the cord ripped right off. The intercom had been crushed as well. It was as if a bull had just gone batshit crazy on everything it could find in the room.





“So, Kyle, you finally done trying to convince yourself you’re straight?” asked Tony, the chubby brown wrestlin’ dog leaning against a filing cabinet as the blonde stallion took in the sight of all the destruction.





Kyle rolled his eyes, peeking into the little storage closet. This place gave him the creeps, and here was Big Tony, trying to get in his pants. “I don’t have to even try, when you’re around,” he replied, as the other wrestlers recongregated.





“So, there’s this trail of... gunk...” Marcus pointed out, gesturing to the spatters and drips of greyish chunky goo that led out of the room. “My guess is, if this is a prank, that Doug is wherever this trail ends up, hiding in a closet or something.”





“So let’s follow the trail,” urged Kimbo, as Coach Gronk fumed into his cell phone.





“It’s all ruined, I don’t know what caused it. Whole room torn up. What do you mean security is busy? Make them UN-busy and send them up to the announcement box!”





Kimbo stepped outside, peering down the hall. “It’s heading down towards the lockerrooms.” He squinted, then frowned. “I can see the locker room from here. It looks trashed.”





“All right, let’s split up, then, You and Tony and Kyle go that way, me and Burst and Coach will go check out the gym.”





“What? Are you a moron?” Burst interjected, his feathers ruffling slightly. “This isn’t some cheesy horror movie, Marcus, we’re not going to randomly split up to check out all the different rooms. There’s six of us here, and the gym is on the way to the locker room. We can all check things out together.”





Marcus frowned, looking down, then back up, as if confused. ‘Uh, yeah, that makes sense, actually. That’s weird, I was going to go the long way to the gym, taking the detour around the outside of the building.”





“Methinks you got choke-held a little too long in your match with Chester,” Kimbo chuckled, as they walked down towards the locker room. 





That’s when the lights went out.





*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





The dark jackal’s golden eyes glittered in the dark as he walked with the senior class valedictorian through the recreation center complex. “I’m very, Very disappointed in this, Verus.”





“You have every reason to be.” The tiger who loomed beside him was tapping at his cell phone as he talked, taking one slow lumbering stride for each of the jackal’s two. “I can not comprehend how anyone would think a joke like this would be at all appropriate. I apologize on behalf of the entire student body, Lord Byron.”





The jackal’s designer shoes clicked on the floor. “My investment into this addition to the college was not intended to be used for ‘jokes’. I don’t ramble into exposition and backstory lightly, Verus. My family has helped build this college from the ground up, starting over seventy years ago. It took years to secure the rights to even build on his site.”


He snorted, “I will not have the reputation of my family, of this college, tarnished by such infantile tricks and jobberdegook. I will need the name and major of whichever of your students are behind this, and I would like to speak to the head of security.”





“Of course, Lord Byron.” the tiger’s lips pursed for a moment. “I can’t get Zerky on the phone, though.”





“Zerky? Your head of security is on a first name basis with the students?”





“Well, his actual ranking is Chief Berzerker of the Tribes of Allamor, but we just call him Zerky for short. He’s fully trained, it’s really unlike him to not respond to his phone.”





“Then text the police,” retorted the jackal, “And in the meanwhile, take me to the Auditorium. I’m interested in seeing who’s behind this debacle.”





*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





What do you call a tiger, a fox, a serval, a squirrel, and a timberwolf all kicking, punching, and otherwise beating the crap out of a black panther? 





Unfortunately the answer to that joke couldn’t be posted on the internet due to common decency laws. Chester, the panther who was being assaulted, remained kneeling , arms spread, as his singlet was shredded by serval claws, as clumps of his fur were yanked loose by a two foot tall squirrel, as his tail was stomped on and twisted underfoot by a wolf, as his balls were stepped on by a combat-boot wearing fox. The tiger himself, the leader of this gang, wasn’t actually part of the beating, not since the first punch. He stood to the side, smoking a hand-rolled cigarette and enjoying the scene.





“I don’t get it, why are you beating him up?” the pudgy ram from the first chapter asked, his arms folded over his chest.





“Because he lost.” replied the tiger, blowing smoke at the gold-fleeced ram. 





Aesc waved the smoke away, shaking his head. “It doesn't make any sense, though, it wasn’t even a real match. Whether you wanted him to win the real tournament, or lose it, it doesnt’ go on the record. It’s not like anyone was even betting!”





K shrugged, listening to the panther grunt and groan as his gang knocked him over, stomping and kicking at him. “So? He wasn’t *allowed* to lose.”





Aesc stared at K for a little while longer, before sitting back down next to Saila. Suddenly, the auditorium was the last place he wanted to be. Something bad was coming.





*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





The library group was passing through the large dining area, the various cell phones and tablets and key chains offering a feeble amount of light for the large group. The kitchen was quiet, and the tables all bristled with the upturned legs of the metal chairs on top of them.





A slender fruit bat in the front of the group went stark still, and hurriedly pulled a small video camera from his backpack. The motion caused the people in the front to stop, all standing in the middle of the cafeteria, as the bat whipped one way, and then another.





“What is it, Torrie?” asked the large raccoon from earlier. 





“Didn’t you hear that?” the bat whispered in his peculiarly trilling voice. “I heard something. I know I did.”





That silenced the group, like someone just turning the volume all the way down, each of the males suddenly straining to hear what Torrie had heard.





	The raccoon was the first to break the silence, shrugging emphatically. “Don’t think there’s anything there, Torrie.”





	“There is!” Torrie pointed to the large, black opening that was the cafeteria’s exit. “And if you don’t believe me... why don’t you go ahead and find out, SEYMOUR! Unless the big jock is too much of a scaredy cat!”





	Seymour raised his head back, a little bit, frowning. “Seeing as I have the most muscles, it makes sense for me to go ahead of the group, right? to keep all of you safe?” The raccoon shook his head, gesturing flippantly and heading into the darkness. “Fine.”





	He walked through the door, and into the darkness. Several seconds later, a blood curdling scream echoed between all of the upside down chairs.





*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





Husher was in the very last stall, feet up on the door and hands on his cock. There was something about the flourescent lights, the smooth solid  porcelain cupping his butt, the way his lab coat draped from the door over his ankles. The only sound was that of his dick spit being rubbed into his fox-flesh, his white fur sticky around the sheath where the fox had already been leaking. He splayed his toes, tickling them against the inside of his labcoat, pretending that he was rubbing them against a certain kangaroo’s tummy. So soft, so pleasant, so-





Crrrrrrrrrrrrrk.





The fox stopped his jerking instantly, freezing intensely, his heartbeat quickening as much as his hand slowed. Jerking in public was awesome, as long as you didn’t get caught. The risk of getting caught was what made it so great, but actually getting caught? Game over, man.





There was no other noise, for a long time, just the sound of the fox’s breathing. Still, that definitely sounded like the bathroom door closing. Which means, and this is actually a pretty scary thought, it means that someone may have come into the bathroom and was just standing there. Waiting.





Husher very, very, slowly, put his naked feed down on the cold bathroom tile. He stood up, and with shaking fingers, he undid the lock to the bathroom stall.





*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





The wrestlers were pissed about the locker room situation - as you can well imagine they would be. Their equipment was all over the floor, and their bags had been looted, all of their wallets and cell phones Gone. They were putting their bags back in place when Kyle made the first grisly discovery.





“Hey, coach? Um, Kimbo? You guys wanna look at this?” He was prancing on his hooves, his tail flicking back and forth as the other wrestlers crowded around. There was more of that fluid, leaking out of the bottom of his locker, what looked like coagulated oatmeal.





“What is it?” Marcus asked, sniffing at the air. “All I can smell is everyone’s dirty underwear.”





“Why don’t you lick it and find out?” jabbed the gryphon, and Tony chuckled.





“Yeah, stick your fuckin’ nose in it!” the bernese cackled, pushing at the back of the wolf’s head.





“Boys.” said Coach Gronk, pushing himself to the front of the line. He stuck his finger into the good, smearing and scarping it off the metal locker, and then sniffed at his finger. He made a face, and then stuck it in his mouth, slurping the gray stuff from it and making a face.





“It’s otter. Fortunately, there is no otter on my wrestling team.” He took the handle of the locker, yanking it up and pulling it out. The wrestlers all gasped at the splattered, drooling mass of fatty tissue that lined the inside of the locker. 





“What... what’s that?” asked Kyle, pointing to a gray thing laying on the bottom of the locker. “It looks like... like...”





“That’s a testicle,” Tony smirked. “Definitely someone’s nut. Wonder how they lost it in YOUR locker, Kyle?” he said, and before anyone could say anything, he picked it up, pegging it at the blanching pony.





“Ah, JESUS!” Kyle squealed, slipping backwards and slamming against the opposing set of lockers. He wiped at the smear of goop the pegging left on his shoulder, then trotted towards the shower. “You fucker!” 





“So, all kidding aside,” Marcus asked, quietly, “If that is someone’s ball.. where’s the rest of him?”





Kyle’s shout prevented his question from being answered, though, and the others rushed into the shower to find the second surprise of the night. It was Bruce, chained to a shower, the now cold water still sluicing through his boiled scrotum, an eloquent stream of it puddling ont he ground between his knees. He was very much unconscious, but alive, and they quickly, hurriedly cut the ziplines, freeing the poor bull. 





“Look at his balls, man, look at his BALLS.” Marcus whispered to Kimbo. The hyena nodded - Bruce’s pouch was black, his balls massively swollen, the whole thing looking soft and squelchy. “I think he’s, like, ruined.”





“Yeah. And if what we saw in the announcement room means anything, then that means Doug was being serious about what happened.”





They started carrying Bruce from the showers, when another, new figure lurched into the room with them! They all screamed, dropping the unconscious bull, as the figure heaved towards them!





*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





Verus and Byron walked into the middle of a beat down. Chester was on his back, at this point, and he was naked, his erection being slapped and kicked around. 





“What in the HELL is the MEANING of this!?” Verus stormed, grabbing the closest of K’s gang and tossing the fox aside, elbowing the timberwolf and serval as well. “Krechevskoy Faith, you are in absolute violation of every single rule of the rec center just -being- here.”





The other tiger stood up, stepping from the bleachers and walking chest to chest with the taller, broader older tiger. “Yeah? So? It’s a free country.”





Veras thumbed over his shoulder, “That’s the man who OWNS most of this country.” He grabbed the smaller tiger by the scruff of the neck, and literally threw him away from the beaten panther. Instantly he was surrounded by growling thugs, but he just snarled back, pointing firmly at the other tiger. “Go follow your MASTER,” he spit, making eye contact with any who dared.





They glanced to K, and back again, growling, unsure. K whistled, nodded, turned and left, and one at a time, his pack joined him, following the gang leader out of the room, until it was just Verus and Chester from the original gang. 





Verus offered a hand to the blood, swollen panther, the big dark-furred feline growling and springing to his feet. 





“You’ll pay for that,” he snarled, spitting on the tiger’s outstretched hand, and then turning, and trotting (as best he could) after the others. 





	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





	“So, who should go after Seymour?” asked a tall, lanky maned wolf. “I mean, should we just do a chain, one at a time, until we’re all out there?” His tone was sardonic, his arms folded in front of his skinny chest.





	“Eh, he’s faking it,” said Fioxy. The lionwolf gestured to Torrie. “Just go out there and have him jump out at you so we can get it over with.”





	“Me?” squawked the fruitbat, turning to face the lionfox with his camera light still going. “That’s ridiculous, I’m taping this. You go out!”





	“Jeez. Come on. Let’s -all- go out, or we’re going to wind up getting eaten by Clayton,” snorted the tall wolf. Carefully, the group made their way towards the door, building more literary suspense as the reader is left wondering WHICH of the three groups was going to actually meet the Chainer!





	Let’s flash to one of the groups that ISN’T about to meet the Chainer, and show you what it was that was startling them, instead, and then we’ll go to the group that IS about to meet the Chainer, for the real surprise! Because you’ll be like, ‘Oh, Charn is saving the real surprise for the last one, so this second one has to be the real one instead’. Oh, readers, you know me so well.





	*	*	*	*	*	*	**	*		*	*	*	�	“Hello?” said the blue-frosted white wolf in the public bathroom. He peeked around the door of the bathroom stall, seeing... nothing. But something had made that creaking noise. The door. The door had to have been opened, right? 





	Husher walked, carefully, quietly, nakedly, from the bathroom stall, slowly towards the door to the bathroom. There was a small partition separating the sinks from the stalls, and a very narrow, small person - or a possessed doll, or a crazy midget, Husher reminded himself - could hide there. 


What had that announcement been about, anyways? Suddenly the fox wished had waited, just a little bit, to jerk off. What had seemed like an illicit thrill was turning into a real boner kill.





	He walked past the sinks, and something jumped out in front of him, a black furry blob! Husher pretty much spurted a spray of piss half way down the room at that point, before laughing. 





	“What on earth is a black cat doing in a public bathroom?” he laughed, leaning down and scooping the cat up. When he stood up, again, he was face to face with a hulking, plaid wearing lumberjack, with thick, grizzled, angry faces and black spots where his eyes would be. His arm was raised, a long, rusty chain hanging from it, a hook just skimming along the ground. It looked to be about to whip it forward.





	The shriek the fox let out was twice as loud as the hiss of the cat, and the cat was airborne. Oh yes, Husher had just cat-apulted Lil Black Kitty directly at the bad guy, turned and ran, screaming, to the back of the bathroom. He yanked at the bathroom door, turning in horror for a glimpse at the creature-





	- that wasn’t there. 





	See what happened? I totally psyched you out into thinking that I was going to put the creature on the second group, but instead I pretended to put it in the first one, and now that it turns out it was just a mirage, we can go to the next group where-





	The narrator’s self-congratulatory dialogue was cut short with the sound of a chain.





	Incredibly, unbelievably, the door to the bathroom swung open, and a chain shot through the air, hook gleaming as it twisted towards what could only be the fox’s genitals.





	Husher shrieked, in slow motion, diving through the open bathroom stall. 





	They intersected for just a moment, just enough for the cold, rough steel of the hook to be felt against the fox’s belly. A yank, then, a sudden tugging pulling the slack in the chain,and that hook slid rigidly down his belly, hooking on either side of his knot. The cold metal slid around it,then nudged down, cupping against the very root of his cock, and with another yank, it just as easily went through it.


	


	Husher grabbed his solid erection, the flesh hot and rubbery in his hand, but he couldn’t feel his hand on his cock. He gasped, lifting his hand up, his shaft twitching, once, in his grip, as the chain reeled back towards the lumberjack. Those big wood boots stepped forward, and then again. 





The lumberjack was coming for him. Husher wanted to panic, wanted to scream, but his training kicked in, and he jumped to his feet, instead.





	THUMP came the sound of the boot, at the end of the stalls. Husher grabbed his lab coat, and jammed his cock into one of the pockets.





	THUMP came the next boot, a couple stalls closer. How was that fucker taking such big steps? He slipped one arm, and then the next into his labcoat, putting it on backwards.





THUMP! Only two more stalls left, now. Husher laid down on the ground, prepping his feet against the wall, watching as the boot lifted, came down, then the other.





THUMP! PDANG! The creature was outside his stall, now, and slamming a fist against it, ready to barge in. Husher pushed as hard as he could on the wall, his lab coat acting as a smooth ‘sled’ for him to slide down the length of bathroom stalls. Behind him, he heard the slam of the stall door against the wall, but hushed was out of that stall, maybe even safe. He wasn’t counting himself out of the frying pan just yet, though. He stopped sliding two stalls from the end. Quickly, as quickly as he could, he jammed his legs against the wall again and KICKED, sliding the rest of the way out, but by this time the lumberjack knew what was going on, was THUMP THUMP THUMPing his way back down the bathroom stalls.





 Husher had very, very little time left. His legs ached from where his cock had been cleanly severed, a raw burning pain making it hard to focus. He jumped to his feet, though, and ran, ran from the Chainer as it thundered up behind him.





He couldn’t outrun him, not for long. He reached into his pocket, pulling out his dick. It was a beautiful cock, long, sleek, a cute bright pink, and he had had many, many plans for it in the future. He also didn’t have a future unless he survived this psycho, so he put it on the ground, right in front of the door, turning it just so, and he ran. HE RAN.





He heard the door open behind him, heard the squeaking squishing sound of a three hundred (plus) pound male slap a big heavy boot down on a seven inch fox cock, the sound of it rupturing, the sound of it sliding on the smooth polished tile and sending the Chainer face first on the ground with a heavy grunt and a clatter of chains. Hopefully he would make it to the Auditorium.





	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





	“BOO!” shoulted Seymour, the burly raccoon jumping out of the shadows with his arms up in the air.











	“Jesus, talk about crappy timing,” Fioxy said, pointing a page or two back. “We already know that it’s the other group that was attacked. Why are we even coming back to this scene, anyways?”





	Seymour frowned, looking directly at you. “I don’t know. The author keeps referencing us, too, in the scene. I guess we play some kind of important part, pretty soon, and he wants to establish our personalities.”





	“Excuse me?” said Torrie, the fruitbat stepping in front of the raccoon. “What did you say? Did you, like, forget to take your medicine today or something?” 


	


	Seymour scowled at the cameraman, and then gestured down the hall. “I’m fine. I’m -always- fine. Come on, the auditorium is this way.”





	Soon, indeed, the auditorium was filled with three or four dozen students.. There was no security, though, no janitor, and the dean was of course also not present. There were murmurs. 





	“What do you think this is all about?” asked one peculiar student, who had the torso of an opossum, the striped legs of a zebra, and the head of a raven, of the furry looking red haired gray dragon sitting next to him. 


	


	“Fuck if I know. I just came here for the party on the roof, I’m totally bummed it got rained out.”





	The hippogryph oh’d quietly to himself. “Do you think it has anything to do with-”





	Before he could finish, though, the doors slammed open, and through them came the wrestlers. Kyle, Kimbo, Marcus, Tony, and Coach Gronk, all moved to the front of the auditorium, all with serious looks on their faces. The general murmur of talk increased, as the audience took in all the jockmeat on display.





	“What are we murmuring about, anyways?” the tall maned wolf asked the golden fleeced ram. “Usually when I check people out, I do it in my head, I don’t just go blahblahblahblahblah to whoever will listen.”





“I dunno, Adon, I’m guessing once we shut up they’ll tell us,” Aesc responded, smirking at all the dumb murmurers around him. Of course, everyone else was having literally the exact same debate themselves, and a couple of paragraphs could have been avoided if you all just had better manners and attention focussing skills.














“So, we all heard the annoucement,” Marcus began, and the rest of the room quieted to hear the wolf’s voice. “Doug, our waterboy, went to the showers to clean up, and-”





FWEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP!!! went Coach’s whistle, the ork glaring. “QUIET!”





“... and he didn’t come back.” Marcus continued, clearing his throat. “Then we heard him, over the PA system, the same as all of you. He was talking about being attacked, saying that someone had assaulted Bruce, the janitor, or something, and that some people had been...” Marcus winced at the word “... castrated.”





“Yeah, annnd? So? That’s it? Dog freaked out because he saw Mugs raping a dude in the shower? The guy rapes anything he can get ahold of!” shouted a little squirrel, in the back. “I’ve seen it!” 





Verus growled, the big tiger turning and craning at the sound of the familiar voice, but K and his crew were nowhere to be seen.





“We think something bad happened to Doug. We all went to the public announcement booth and the place was trashed. COMPLETELY trashed. Then we went down to the locker rooms, and IT was trashed. The place was wrecked.”





“Oh yeah!” shouted a coyote near the side. “What about that figure that jumped in on you while you were leaving the showers?”	





Marcus looked quizzically at the coyote, then back to Kimbo. “Did we forget to do that scene?” Kimbo nodded. Marcus turned back, shrugging apologetically. “Shit, right. So that was Spencer. He was totally shit faced and drunk, stumbling around like Dragoneer at a bat mitsvah.. We tried to take him to the Medical Clinic, along with Bruce, who we found in the shower, but Spencer stumbled into the student lounge. Pretty sure he passed out. Bruce, though.. he had been... someone had ripped a pipe out of the wall and... attacked him with it.”





“Ermergerd!” 


“Is he allright?” 


“Will he ever have calvlings?” 


“Oh Bruce, you had such soft supple lips!” the audience cried out.





Marcus nodded gravely, “He’s fine, but he was.. seriously injured, and the doctor said that he, yeah, well basically some fucker BOILED HIS BALLS ALIVE! Now, what we think is going on is-”





Before he could finish, though, the doors slammed open, and through them staggered a limping, golden furred fox.





This caused an uproar! Cirian!? But wasn’t he CROSSED OFF on the cast list?! How can you trust anything the author says if Cirian wasn’t really castrated?!





Cirian nodded gravely. “It’s true. I was there when Doug was attacked. Bartholomew, too. This dude, this, like, HUGE Dude just came in and splattered Bartholomew’s balls like a kid splatters a water puddle. Nut paste everywhere.” He limped up next to the wrestlers, as the audience murmured generally in approval. Bartholomew had always been a prick, and if SOMEONE deserved a random and sudden violent castration, it was him!





The gold fox dropped his bicycle shorts. “He hooked his chain around my balls, and then just walked away with the chain. I saw... I watched my scrotum just snap off of me, flying through the door, taking my balls with it. Only, it only took ONE ball. I still have one.” He gestured to his groin, where one testicle hung, dangling naked by it’s cord. “I think that’s why I didn’t pass out, like everyone else he attacked. It’s like once he neuters you? You’re out cold. He came back for them, dragged them outside, into the woods. I hid. I don’t know if he forgot about me, or if-”





Before he could finish, though, the doors slammed open, and through them staggered a limping, white and blue furred fox.





“Husher!” exclaimed the older husky-wolf, named Faust. “I thought you were with us in the library!”





“He was! He must have stayed behind! Oh man, look at his crotch, it’s bleeding!” shouted Fioxy, standing and pointing. Adon stood too, and began to creep away from the doors, because everyone who came through it was in a worse position than the one before.





“I just... I... the Chainer....” Husher mumbled, pointing back behind him. He collapsed in a feint, and people started shouting. Kimbo quickly gathered the unconscious fox up, scooping him up and throwing him over a shoulder, and Verus gathered Cirian, taking his temperature and ushering him to the side.





“I demand to know the -MEANING- of this!” shouted Lord Byron, the jackal stomping up to the wrestlers and gesturing to the crowd. “What the HELL is going on around here? Where’s security? Where’s the police? Is this a joke? ARRGH! FINE! I’m done, I’m finished. You can interrupt me now.” Byron sat down, staring at the doors with arms crossed.





Before he could finish, though, the doors slammed open, and through them shambled THE CHAINER.





Everything went quiet, as this...creature... stalked into the light. The power was off, but the emergency lights gave everything a dull reddish glow, making him seem even more ominous than a hulking tangible ghost of a vengeful lumberjack would normally be. 





He was a gruesome looking fellow, his fur brown like mud, hidden under a heavy plaid long-sleeve shirt, and a dark green skullcap. It had the snout of a rodent, wide and short and pointy, and it’s boots made soft squeaking sounds as the rubber soles caught on the shiny auditorium floor.





“This is the bad guy?” quipped Tony, shaking his head. “Is this like some kind of Canadian terrorist, or something?”





Drew, the black lion, jumped to his feet, grinning widely and strolling right out of the audience. 





“Hey man, I hear you’re new to town.” he said, peeling off his winter jacket, giving a flexing strut as he headed towards the Chainer. “What’s your name? I’m Drew.” He paused, rubbing suggestively at the blatantly heavy bulge in the bottom of his singlet, then moved to stand right in front of the beast. “Hey, bro, I hear you been giving my friends some trouble.”





The chainer responded with absolute nothing, and Drew turned back to the audience, a cocky grin on his face. “I guess the cat got his tongue, huh?” 





A few people laughed, but most of them were captivated with either a growing feeling of dread, or arousal. In most cases, it was both. 





Drew turned back to the Chainer, spreading his legs in the traditional wrestling pose. “Okay, brah.” He wiped at his nose, and everyone could see the well pronounced uu that his balls made, bulging between and beneath his legs, just hanging there. “Come at me!”





And guess what? The Chainer did! Drew was right in front of the big lumberjack, so all it took was a little leaning forward and one hand swinging forward, and suddenly Drew had someone grabbing his nuts, grabbing and... lifting him up, crushing them against his pelvis. Drew was not a little lion, he was a wrestler, with a lot of muscle and bone to him, and his balls were big and rounded and proud, and that said, he got lifted and flipped right over the Chainer’s back, a sack of flour. Drew howled, twisting and slamming a powerful thigh into the Chainer’s face. The Chainer grunted, and grabbed for another handful of Drew’s package, getting a handful of singlet. It tore, ripped, and somehow Drew’s balls slipped free of the carnage, falling out and dangling, resting thick and black against the Chainer’s shoulder. The lion roared, flexing his body, and the wrestler slid down the Chainer’s back grabbing the beast’s chain and yanking, kicking at the lumberjack’s ass. 





The Chainer stumbled forward, falling down without saying a word, and Drew jumped up, gesturing wildly. “WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU PEOPLE?! RUUUUUUN!!!” And that’s exactly what HE did, bolting out the back door and leaving the rest of the attendees to fend for themselves. 





At this point, everyone panicked, jumping and climbing over each other, so we are going to go to the traditional format for these kind of scenes - the shaky, handheld video camera. 





Torrie squealed and tittered, as everyone around him scrambled, left right, back and forth, a swarm of student bodies fleeing the terrbile monster. Clearly marked exits? Please, this is AMERICA, we panic in EVERY DIRECTION. Coach Gronk barreled through students to be the first one out of the auditorium. 





“This is so awesome!” we hear Torrie trill, watching the students runnind and screaming. Then, it passes over the Chainer, and Torrie zooms in as the creature slowly gets to his knees, and then stands up. It’s holding the chain.





“Oh wow, Look!” Torrie said, and a wing appears from the side of the screen, bumping into a coyote. It was the coyote who had asked the wrestlers earlier about the missing scene, and he looked disoriented.





“What are you doing man, can’t you see there’s a psycho here!”





Torrie glanced over the coyote’s shoulder, to where the Chainer was swinging the chain around. He re-zoomed on the coyote’s face again. 





“I’m documenting, for posterity, in case none of us make it out of here alive. Umm, umm,” Torrie scrambled for words, “What’s your name? Do you want to say hi to your mom or something?”





“What?!” The coyote recoiled, then shook his head. “My name is Reeve, and I have no interest in-”





The chain Swung by over head, and Torrie giggled maniacally. “The Chainer’s gonna getcha!”





It missed, though! Reeve screamed, ducking out of the way and Torrie swung around, camera zooming in on a dingo, instead. He was wearing a fez hat and a bow tie, and a long gray trench coat. The hook disappeared between the flaps of his trenchcoat, and the dingo was fumbling in his pocket for something, his other hand grabbing the chain, desperately trying to keep it loose. He pulled what looked like a little a cross between a fancy pen and a ray gun from his pocket, frantically trying to do something with it. Before he did, though, the chain went taut, and the hook came back out from between his legs, trailing a dingo pouch with two plump eggs in it, yanked all the way back to the chainer.





“You fucktards! I’m a TIME LORD! How could you let this... happen...” the dingo said, and slumped to the side, completely unconscious.





Torrie managed to get a zoom into the dingo’s ballless crotch, before another scream called out to him.





It was Fioxy! The chainer had lassoed the lion-fox with his thick chain, and yanked him back, when he was arm’s reach from getting through the side doors. 





“Oh my god, this is Awesome!” Torrie muttered under his breath, as Foxie jumped back to his feet, trying to run, but the Chainer grabbed at his shirt. Fioxy was pulled back, screaming, as the Chainer ripped his shirt free, catching him by his shorts, ripping those free as well. 





“Oh please, someone help me!” Fioxy pled, looking directly at the camera with one outstretched hand. “Don’t let him neeeuuuuter meeeee!” and then he was flipped onto his back. His sunglasses fell to the floor with a clatter, as the Chainer lifted one boot. 





And held it! Torrie zoomed in, on the boot, as it hovered over the fox-lion’s crotch. 





“What... what in the...” The boots were changing. Slowly, metal spikes pushed their way out from the sole of the boots, jutting out into the air, aimed at the hybrid on the floor. 





“Please don’t do this!” Fioxy pled, his erection bouncing against his belly. It was a fear-based erection, of course, there was nothing more to it than that, but Torrie zoomed in on that, too.





That boot slowly lowered, Fioxy raising his arms to protect his muzzle. It raised up again, and then lowered. Every master has to practice their swing before they take their first hit, of course.





STOMP! That cleated booth stamped between Fioxy’s thighs, and the hybrid’s hefty tangerines were crushed underneath it. The Chainer lifted his foot up, and the video camera caught the dimples still remaining in the fox’s scrotum, before that boot came down again. And again.





The third time it came down. Fioxy’s back arched, and that handsome knotted pink shaft spurted white seed up into the air. The boot crushed into the floor, and the metal-on-wood scraping sound was audible as it’s leg twisted, crushing and stamping and smooshing those testicles into paste.





“Holy shit, that was so fuckin’ great,” the bat heard, glancing around. Oh. Everyone else was gone, except the passed out dingo. 





He turned back to the Chainer, who was looking at him, starting to spin his chain again.





The video clip ends there.





*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*


(yes, one more scene!)





	Fifteen Minutes Earlier...





	“I don’t understand,” said the silvery dragon in the doctor’s uniform as he stood over Bruce’s still body. “You’re saying that he -had- balls when you got him, and they just... disappeared?”





	“Well, we, I mean we dropped him a couple times, we kept getting spooked and stuff.” Tony mumbled, not wanting to be in the hospital room. “It’s not like he needs them anyways.”





	“Well, need them or not, that’s bio-hazardous materials, we can’t just let severed bull balls lay around on the ground.” the doctor pulled off his gloves, tossing them in the waste can. “He’ll be fine, he’s just in some strange state of catatonic shock. I’ll keep monitoring him.”





	Tony grumbled. He had to go looking for lost balls now? What was he, some kind of dog?





	Oh wait, he was. Snerk.





			*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*





Bruce’s balls -had- fallen off, actually. They had gotten snagged on a duffel bag on the way out of the locker room, and just that little bit of a tug had loosened the bag until those hefty, boiled potatoes were hanging from a thread. As they had kept going, they had sagged, lower and lower, until they were dragging along the floor. 





Right when they had passed the cafeteria, just moments after the library gang had passed through, those boiled spuds gave up the ghost, flopping with a soft squelch onto the cold tile floor.


Ten minutes after that, when the first of the screaming started in the auditorium, someone Found those balls. It wasn’t Bruce, or Tony, or the Chainer. It was someone big, though, someone who hadn’t seen something like those in a long, long time.





Clayton, the campus’ cafeteria chef, reached down and picked up that heavy ball-sack, holding those twin mangoes up to the light. They were nearly as big as his own. The hog grinned widely, turning back into the dark cafeteria, and bringing those balls with him.





It had been a long, Long time, and this was going to be enjoyable.











