Splatterfest - Chapter Six
Welcome back! It’s definitely been a while since we last encountered the poor fellows here at Splatterjock University. I really appreciate the patience with this project. I hope that the wait will have been worth it.

Special thanks to Hollud, Krechevskoy, Littilwood, Rex, and Twinburner who helped with some of the scenes here. 
The poor fox-raccoon hybrid was alone. All alone. Lost in the dark, empty hallways of the sports center, with nobody to keep him safe, nobody to keep him warm. Everyone else had split up, fled and scattered and when he had tried to follow the other raccoon, and the tiger, outside, the raccoon had slammed the door in his face! At least, that’s how it had seemed.

Sadly, Saila ran his finger along the locks on a string of lockers, lifting them and letting them flop down with a Clank, Clank, Clank. Stupid serial castrator. He sighed, leaning against one of the large, floor to ceiling windows that were placed sporadically down the hallway. This sucked.

He pulled his phone from his pocket, the screen shining up against his young, slender muzzle. No emails, no texts, not even a notification from Fuzzr... Hmmm. Fuzzr.

He opened up the app, the screen turning into a grid of smiling male faces. All sorts of species, all sorts of ages - though mostly college aged, like himself - and all linked together by one thing - COCK LUST.

BANG! Something, a door maybe, slammed, off in another part of the school. Saila peered in the general direction of the noise, then glanced down to the screen again. The various students and such were arranged by distance away from his own phone, and according to the data presented, there were some in the school somewhere. He didn’t know any of the faces on the screen, not directly, but he wasn’t about to spend the rest of the night by himself!

“Hiding from Crazy lumberjack” he typed, carefully, and soon his own picture had a line of text streaming underneath it. After a few seconds, he felt the phone vibrate as a message was received. It was a troll, one of those anonymous accounts that didn’t put their name or an actual picture on it.

“Where u @” said the message. Saila would normally block such a thing, but tonight, he was running out of options.

“Hiding duh” was his response, and then after a second or two of smug smiling, he narrowed his eyes. “Who this”

“New 2 area lets meet up i want u”

UGH, where was the tact? Gays were getting so damned sleazy these days.

“By the library right now but can move where u want me”

The response took a little bit, but finally it came up, “meet in storage area by gym”


Kinky. Saila smiled, and put his phone away, pushing away from the wall-

And slapping his face into something vile, slimy, and rotten smelling. He recoiled in horror, grabbing for his balls, his throat, shrieking and trying to run and curl up in a ball. “CHAAAINEEEERRRRRR!!!”

He felt powerful hands grasp him, pulling him from the ground and back to his feet.

“Whazzis?” said a voice from behind him, as he was smothered against that slimy, salty, foul smelling chest.

“Some bitch,” said another voice, making Saila spasm. Two? There were TWO Chainers now?!

“No no no no no !” he cried, “You don’t want my balls they’re small and tiny and worthless and they wouldn’t even make you feel like you did anything good and-”

“He sure talks lots. Hey little bitch where Chief Gronk at?”

“Coach... you want to n-n-neuter Coach Gronk?”

“What crazy wonk you smokin, Chief Gronk is my dad.”

Finally, Saila calmed down enough to actually look at who was holding him.

It was not the Chainer. Some might say it was worse. It was a group of orks.Greasy, dirty, stinky, smelly orks. Saila wasn’t really sure if this was better. The Chainer would have neutered him, sure, but orks...

Well, there was just nothing Saila could think of that could make this situation end up better than a meeting with the Chainer. Then again...

“Gronk, um, I think, uh... I think I saw him... “

“Eh, why do we need to see Chief Gronk anyways,” said one of the other orks. Saila felt a crude hand grasping his ass, squeezing, a finger prying up between his buttocks. It was thick, the fingernail misshapen and rough. Saila squirmed away, pushing back against the chest of the orc who was holding him, and he felt other hands touching, stroking him. “I got better things to do..”

“He sez its important, so dats what we are gonna be doing, this lil bitch, she can wait til we are done.”

“Yeah, well, its MY bachelor party you interrupted,” said a third voice, and the foon felt himself abruptly released. “So there better be something hot and wet waiting for me before the night is done.”

“I.. I can wait for you guys.... and anyways... the Coach.. he seemed really excited about seeing you guys...” Saila fibbed, biting his lip as that finger pushed past his soft pucker, working deeper, roughly, drily into his backside. ‘He was in the cafeteria. You should go say hi. Then... you know.. bring him back or something...”

That got some laughing, that finger twisting roughly. Saila sputtered, going on tip toes to get away from the intrusion, “And, and, besides, it’s not like I’m going anywhere..”

Saila found himself discarded, pushed back against the wall. His ass burned as the finger was yanked free, and he grasped at his backside, leaning against the wall as the orks walked away from him, towards the cafeteria.

Saila waited until they had turned the corner, and then he booked it towards the storage room.
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Krechevskoy cracked his knuckles, the tiger peering out into the wet, dark, stormy evening. His tail lashed behind him, flicking upwards with every crack of lightning, the rolling thunder lowering it again.
“What’s wrong with the power?” He asked, quietly. Behind him, several of the other males were spread out around the garage, and at his question, they exchanged glances.

“There’s been no contact, boss,” said a serval, his uniform sharply designed, a dull, muted blue, but emancipated from dreariness by an assortment of buttons and regalia. His own fur was dark, as well, almost black, but with a bluish luster that gleamed in the occasional flash of lightning. There were a couple lanterns, flashlights, and even a portable mechanic’s light to illuminate the rest of the spacious hall, but even with the team bus and a few electric golf carts, the place was uncomfortably empty, the far walls not even seen with the dim lights. “I can’t get Barnables to respond to his walky talky.”

Krechevskoy shifted, rocking from one foot, to the other, his hands folded behind his back. “Anyone heard from Little?”

The others glanced around, again. The squirrel had, indeed, not returned from the announcement in the gym, and that had been some time ago.

Krechevskoy unfolded his arms, and tail lashing behind him, he reversed his stance, striding back to the rest of his gang. “I don’t like this, at all.”

Immediately, the rest of the occupants of the room stood up, adopting the rigid poses associated with on duty military cadets. There was not the smell of fear, no, but there was a tightness in the air that the tiger seemed to follow, gliding along it towards his fellow members.

“I said, I don’t like this,” Krechevskoy said, again. “The power, Littil’s disappearance, and the lack of guards. Something big is going down. Something bad.”

“Do you think we should leave?” asked a red fox, playing with a stolen soccer ball. 

The tiger scoffed, turning back to the rain outside. “We could... but I don’t see any reason to, yet. If there is someone on the loose, we’ll handle it.”

“Sure we will, boss!” said the serval, and there was some nervous laughter from the others in the room. He turned to the red fox, shaking his head reprimandingly.  “I’m beginning to doubt your commitment, Rex.”


The door on the far end of the garage swung open, and a muscular black lion hobbled in.  Chester’s ears perked up, as this was the lion he had been matched up against earlier in the day.

“What do You want,” snarled the serval, moving immediately to the workbench between the lion and the tiger.

Drew stood up, rubbing at his pained nuts, and grunted. “Just my bike.” He muttered, putting his head down and heading towards the beat up looking harley in the back.

The serval stepped in front of him, barring his access. “Why are you in such a hurry?” He asked. Suspicion poisoned the question, and Drew twisted his head to glare back at him. 

“To the fucking hospital to make sure that freak didn’t give me tetanus or hepatitis or dropsy!” the lion growled. “Back off!”
The serval snapped his fingers, and the red fox and a beige shiba inu hefted a wooden workhorse over, blocking the path. 

“Sit down,” the serval said. “I’m Lieutenant Scorpiious, of K’s Crew. You are now our guest.”

Drew sighed. These guys. “I respect your work,” he said, apologetically, turning and resting his butt against the workhorse. “I really.. need to leave, though.”

“The school is in lockdown,” the tiger said, stepping closer, peering stoically at the other cat. “You’re bleeding. Why?”

“This guy threw me over his shoulders. By my BALLS.” the lion replied. He pulled his hands away from his scrotum, showing the swollen, tender looking  balls, the black sack lacerated with small tears. 

“Tsk. That does look bad. Leon, get him an antiseptic.” 

The gray wolf blinked, lips pulling back in a blank grin. “Uh, uh...” He glanced around, then headed towards the side, rummaging around one of the benches.

The tiger rested a paw on the black lion’s shoulder, keeping him from jumping up just yet. “Scorp, get the nail gun. We’ll fortify the door. Who, exactly,” he said, turning his attention back to the handsome wrestler, “‘threw you over his shoulder’?”

“I.. I don’t know his name-” the lion stammered. He cradled his balls, and the door slammed open against. “HIM!”

There, in the doorway, stood the Chainer. It was a magnificent block of thug muscle and decaying, mud-caked clothes. It bulged, throbbed, a mirage of fantastic horror made flesh.

“The fuck is that?” The tiger said. “Chester. Go welcome our new guest.”

The black panther stretched out, his bruises from earlier ached in protest, and that made him smile. The feline loomed over the other members of the gang, looming even almost over the beast himself, and he walked boldly up to the creature in the doorway.

The Chainer ignored the black panther, it’s eyes circling through the various males in the room, moving from the tiger, to the serval, to the wolf searching in the corner. Circling through the rest of the gang, his eyes rested on the lion, who had turned his head down, refusing to make eye contact.

“Holy fuck he’s gonna kill us, gonna kill every single one of us, shit dude please, I have to get to my bike!”

“You step away from that sawhorse and you won’t Want to get to your bike.” The tiger said, and the lion yelped as a dagger tip pressed against the meat of his left nut. 

“Shit, please, you don’t understand, the guy is... he’s psycho!”

Chester stretched his arms out again, standing easily,  his legs spread.

“Chester,” the tiger said, canting his head to the side, slightly. “Show the... intruder... that we mean him no harm.”

Chester smiled brightly to the beast, holding his naked hands up to either side. “No tricks up my sleeve.”


“And...” The tiger paused, then continued. “Let him know that if he means us no harm, he may continue his presence in this location.”

The Chainer turned it’s grotesque muzzle to study the tiger, head similarly canted.

“You can’t be serious-” the black lion spat. “The dude’s been massacring people everywhere... shit, half the wrestling team is missing!”

“Half the wrestling team are morons. Chester, let our guest know that we mean no harm to him. Welcome him to take a gift, with our blessings.”

Chester narrowed his eyes, turning his head to look at the tiger confusedly. He thought about that, then smiled. He wrapped his sleek fingers around the scarred wrist of the creature. Sliding down over scabs, crusts, and a pocket of something slimy, he wound up holding the Chainer’s hand between his own. 

“Welcome,” The panther said, and brought the massive, thick, gnarled fingers up, to cup against the silky black heat of his own testicles. His sack filled that hand, bulging around the loose fingers, two warm thick nuggets of panther pride.

The Chainer continued to stare at the tiger, and Krechevskoy began to fidget under the intense scrutiny.

“What’s he doing?” Scorpiious asked, pursing his lips.

“He’s not doing anything... his hand is cold, and clammy.” 

The black lion whined, shaking his head. “Please... please, close the door. He’s going to kill us.”

“Apparently he’s only really here for you,” the red fox said. “He’s staring at you now. Maybe he wants another go atcha.”

“No. I didn’t do anything,” the lion mewled. He looked to the left, and to the right. He could feel the creature staring at him, inescapably, and the tiger’s dagger remained at his nuts. He took a deep breath... and looked up.

The creature was looking at him. Directly at him. Chester started to screech.

Drew couldn’t look away though, from those dead, intense eyes, even as the panther next to the creature squirmed and kicked. 


“Dude, what’s that?!” The blue bear said, hopping to his feet. “That stuff dripping between Chester’s legs.”

Chester couldn’t seem to talk, though his back flexed and arched. His hands  reached for nothing, his head thrown back as the Chainer finally claimed what was offered.

“I think it’s jizz,” the red fox said, brow furrowed.

The fingers that had cupped so loosely around the panther’s pouch had broken inward, thick dull nails puncturing into the plump nuggets, and even as the others questioned what that good was, Chester could feel more of his masculinity being pulped, splattering in broken jizzy clumps to the floor. 

“Hnng! Hnnnng!” he said, finally doubling over, retching as with a short  jerk of his arm, the Chainer ripped his handful of flesh free. Chester fell to his knees, and the beast stepped out of the room, leaving the gang to ponder what had just happened.

Chester left out a purr, flopping over onto his back, eyes rolling into his head as he bared his ruined crotch to the others in the room. There was just hamburger, raw hamburger where his balls had been, still flopping and dropping out of the ragged hole where his scrotum hung not a minute earlier.

“Shut... the fucking... door,” Krechevskoy growled, and immediately his gang set to work. The door was slammed shut, and Scorp fetched a battery powered nail gun from the workbench. 

He gestured the gun to the red fox. “Rex, grab that plywood over there.”

“Right boss,” the fox said, and dragged it over.

“Okay, I’m leaving now-” the black lion said, and Krechevskoy stepped aside. The lion stood, and the tiger lifted one leg, planting his boot squarely at the small of the lion’s back. With an easy shove, the lion was sent sprawling, rolling over, landing with his muzzle down in the unconscious panther’s groin.

“No. Scorp?” the tiger said, and the serval stepped on the lion’s shoulder, pinning him in place and kneeling down. 

FFT! FFT! Two nails embedded themselves into the concrete of the garage, only an inch or so jutting out from the twin bruised mounds of the lion’s balls.

“AWWGGGHH! WHAT? WHY?!” The lion howled, as Scorp got off of his back.

“The guy’s after you - not us. If he comes back, I’m not risking one of my boys to let you keep yours.”

The lion screeched, again, and the blue bear snickered, pulling his head back down onto the panther’s cock. 

“Suck on this, it’ll help,” he snickered, as Scorp and Rex worked on the door. 

Drew moaned, tears flowing from his eyes, as the serval nailed the left side of the board to the wall. He circled around the fox, and casually lodged four more nails in the right side.

“That should hold it,” he said. 

A hand burst through the plywood - and the wall behind it, too - bursting outwards in a shower of splinters, between the fox’s legs.

Rex yelped, jumping back out of the way- - but the fingers were faster, grabbing a hold of the bulge in his crotch and crunching tight. Ripping sounds were heard, as the hand began to pull back into the wall, taking Rex with it.

“Help!” The fox cried, putting a foot against the door, bracing himself. “Boss! Help!”

Scorpiious pressed the nail gun into the wrist of the arm, and fired three shots, FFT FFT FFT! The nails jutted out the far side of the wrist, but Rex’s yowl of pain only got louder. 

The hand retreated back through the hole, and Rex was pulled up against the door, the red fox desperately reaching for Scorpiious. “Please!”

“Eh, fuck that!” The fox was as good as neutered! Scorpiious scooted away, nail gun held at the ready. In the back, a motorcycle revved to life.

“My baby!” Drew shouted, spitting out the panther’s cock and reaching towards the back. “Don’t you fucking drive her you assholes!”

At the door, Rex arched his back, blue hair tousled and disheveled, shouting hoarsely as his nuts were pulverized. Nobody came to help him, abandoning his cute little nuts to the monster on the other side of the door. He felt one of the slippery orbs pop, splattering through the pouch even as he scrabbled at the plywood. Then the other, a soft crunch announcing his eunuchosity to the world. He didn’t think anyone was paying attention, though.

The door blew open, the fox flying through the air to land in a crumpled heap at the tiger’s feet. Krechevskoy took a step back, frowning as the fox curled into a fetal position around his bleeding groin. His cock was hard, not so much as scratched from the experience, and thick clumps of his seed were still oozing out onto the hands that grasped at the ruptured, ruined pouch. 

“He.. neutered me,” he said, his eyes rolling back in his head, much like Chester’s had.

“He’s here!” The shiba inu said, picking up an orange traffic cone, wielding it like a chair to hold off a lion.

The chainer Was there, his form filling the doorway again. He stomped in, glaring at the males who made a loose circle around him. He took a big step, lifting his gore-spackled boot high, and then brought it back down.

Drew yelped as those garishly long cleats punctured through his nuts. Up, and down again. The cleats slid around the nails that still jutted through the floor, to crush down into the vulnerable flesh. The weight of the creature was held up, though, stomping onto the nails but leaving the testicles unsquashed.

It didn’t matter, though, as those cleats speared in, the creature twisting his boot, twisting those cleats to drag them, plowing through the flesh of the lion’s testicles, so that they erupted raw, naked tissue through the gored holes, spunky slime smearing and sticking to the creature’s fang-like cleats. Drew had gotten lucky, once, but not this time. With his nuts crushed and raked out of his scrotum, over the concrete floor, the Chainer moved on, advancing towards the Shiba Inu.

“Wolffine! Duck!” came a voice from behind, and the beige pup did just that, cowering as a motorcycle roared past! 

The leather-studded Nelson was at the handlebars, his tusks yellow and gleaming as he glared down the psychotic Chainer. Behind him, the short blue bear was holding a loose chain, one of the ceiling winches used for lifting engine blocks, and was spinning it like a lasso. They whooped and gunned it, planning on running the brute down it would seem. The front wheel lifted up, almost to the monster’s ugly mug, and the blue bear prepared to launch his chain lasso.

“Flip the switch!” he shouted, and off to the side, the black-haired timber wolf fumbled for the controls for the winch.

It turned out to be unnecessary, though, as the monster lunged forward, to wrap his arms around the undercarriage of the motorcycle, the wheel spinning in the air next to it’s head.

“THE FUCK!?” Nelson shouted, as the monster heaved, lifting the Harley, Nelson, and the blue bear right off the floor. The motorcycle itself churred, in protest from this humiliation, as the blue bear was yanked off of the back of the cycle by the chain going taut.

“GOT IT!” Leon exclaimed, the wolf pressing the green button. 

The blue bear landed on the ground with a whump, the chain sliding away. 

Nelson twisted the handlebars the other way, trying to get the tire to hit the Chainer’s head, but the Chainer had other dies. He pile drove the bicycle down, the front wheel landing right between the blue bear’s legs.

The boar holding on to the bars with all his might, the wheels were turning at full speed. The rubber treads tore through the bear’s thighs, and the bruin’s fat fists of juicy bearflesh were abraded into so much splattering confetti. It rained through the air, in a majestic arc, spattering over the tiger who was watching this carnage unfold. 
Nelson watched, shocked, as his bud’s balls disintegrated into Taco Bell quality taco meat before his eyes, before letting go of the handlebars.

He didn’t get the chance to dismount though, as the monster swung the cycle around again. He was thrown clear free, crashing down into the workbench with all the tools, as the Chainer advanced towards his next victim. 

Wolffine shrieked as he realized that it was him, and grasped as the winch-chain as it was reeled up towards the ceiling. What were they going to do with it, tie him up with it? He didn’t know how to tie knots! He whimpered, frozen to the spot as the chainer drew nearer and nearer, hands reaching out to crush, to tear, to rip!

“Noooooo!” He cried, just as the Chainer drew close enough to grab him. Suddenly, it was as if God Himself had parted the skies, reaching down to help the cute little beige doggy. He felt himself lifted into the air, up and away from the crazy psycho, and he laughed as relief flooded through  him. He was safe! Safe from castration! He looked up, expecting to find two angels at his sides, and...


and instead...

He found a Chain. The chain he had been holding, being winched towards the ceiling. He felt it then, the tightness in his groin, and he looked down in terror, to find that the noose at the end of the winch had somehow looped over his prodigious bulge, and snared tight. He was being lifted up by his crotch!

The pain set in, then, and the dog wailed as he sailed away from the Chainer, trying to pull the metal noose free of his groin.

The Chainer, left empty handed, turned back towards Nelson.

The big bellied boar was sprawled over the workbench, groaning as the wolf tried to bring him to his senses.

“Nelson, come on!” Leon cried, glancing over his shoulder as the Chainer started walking towards him. “SHIT, he’s coming!”

“‘m’stuck,” the boar said, and the wolf looked around, panicking. There!

The boar’s boot was wedged into the arm of a vice. The vice was open, but the width of his boot had slid through, and pulling it back out... Leon had neither the engineering capabilities, or the brawn for such a thing. 

This acetylene torch might be useful, though. He flicked on the fuel, and with a spark, a bright yellow flame erupted from the tip. He turned towards the Chainer with it, lifting it over his head. “HA!”

The chainer was there, though, his fetid muzzle only an inch from Leon’s own. His pupils shrank, almost as quickly as his testicles tried to pull back up into his groin. The Chainer reached up, grabbing the wolf’s wrist, and pulling it, slowly down. The wrist that was connected to the hand that was holding the torch, that is. 

“Nelson! You gotta go! Run!”

“‘M stuck, asshole,” the boar said, tugging at his boot again. He wiped at his eyes,which couldn’t seem to focus, as the Chainer and Leon struggled for control over the acetylene torch. “FUck, it’s really wedged in there...”

“I can’t stop him!” Leon said, and with a woof the wolf was pushed back, the torch being jammed down, the bright yellow flame licking at the bulging leather of the boar’s crotch.

“NO! GOtta... Turn it... off!” Leon shouted, as Nelson hollered, kicking, trying to pull away from the heat as his leather pants burst into flames. Leon struggled to twist the dial for the intensity of the flame, but instead of turning it off, he only turned it to a lower, more intense heat. Nelson shrieked, as the leather burned through, crisping into blackened char, letting the torch crisp and smoke the skin of his sweaty boar sack.

Leon gave up, releasing the torch to save his own skin. The sizzling sound from Nelson’s groin couldn’t be a good sign, but his own balls were still intact. He Slinked away, fumbling at the tools in the dark, trying to find something to help defend himself.

Something hit him from behind, and Leon shrieked, finding a flying dog clinging to his chest. 

“Uggggh... it hurts... can you help?” Wolffine pleaded, swaying by a horrendously stretched, purplish ball-sack. The chain had tightened to the point that both of his nuts had been squeezed into one solid mass, and it seemed to be determined to slide up over them. “... is that... is someone cooking Bacon?”

“Uh... no. No they’re.... not.” Leon winced, as he reached up, trying to help Wolffine down. He touched the brightly shining, dark purple ball sack-

SPLAP!

It popped, a confetti bomb of dog nut splattering over Leon’s face. He stood there, in shock, as Wolffine slithered out of the tight noose, flumping to the ground unconscious. 

He stumbled back, wiping at his gunk-covered muzzled, and something else bumped into him.

Leon sobbed. Carefully, slowly, he turned around. The garage was empty, now, which means that everyone else was unconscious or had escaped, right? Which means he was the last girl. 

The chainer was holding a belt sander. With a flick, the sander whirred to life.

“That’s not even fair!” Leon protested, and cackling, the beast swung it down. Leon backed up, tripping over Wolffine and landing on his ass, legs akimbo.

He screamed, as the belt sander glinted in the reflection of lightning from the window, before it drove down into his crotch.

Pants and underwear immediately ripped away, baring tender wolf goodies. He tried to scoot away, but the slickness from Wolffine’s splattered nuts kept him scrabbling, even as his scrotum was abraded away. Fur, and then skin was peeled through, the boring sandpaper digging through his soft flesh. It shredded, and then his slick, tender jewels were being gouged. The protective membrane was lacerated, grinding down to reveal those pale jewels. The Chainer bored down, the sand belts engine whining high and loud as it plunged into those testicles, as much crushing them as ripping them apart. The sandpaper was losing it’s roughness, as the slickness of his sex flesh filled in around the spikes of the rough paper. It didn’t matter, though, Leon thought morosely, as the crushing weight of the Chainer mooshed what remained of his nuts into paste against the ground. 
The chainer stood up. At his feet, a wolf and dog, unconscious. Behind, a boar, crispy bacon all that was left of what had been a decent sized hairless sack. Two black cats by the door, and a red fox. That left just... the tiger.
A window in the back of the garage was letting the rain in. The Chainer walked to it, staring out into the raging storm. The tiger had escaped. Where, exactly, did the tiger think would be safe?
The night was still young.
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-


“Hello?” the foon said, the storage room dark and quiet. There was the scene of sex in here, heavily, of semen and musk and blood and pain. The slender little  fox-coon crept in, dwarfed by the massive shelving unit on either side of him. To his left, football helmets big enough  that he could almost curl up to sleep in lined a shelf, dark and empty.

To his right,  baseball bats, lacrosse sticks, and soccer balls were clumped together, hanging and dangling, eeried stakes of shadow. At the end of the shelving unit, a figure waited in the dark, just a shadowy form. Saila froze, staring at the dark figure, who seemed to stare back at him, just as silently.

Seconds passed by, the sound of a distant, hoarse bellow mingling between the thundering storm outside. 

“Ah..are...are you the Chainer?” the slender foon asked, his cheeks blushing deliciously hot and pink in the dank, cold, dark storage room. 

The creature’s muzzle was illuminated, from below, by the glow of a cell-phone screen. It was not the Chainer, unless the terrible monster had somehow managed to transform himself into the shape of a brown haired, fuzzy, grey-pelted dragon. 

“Do I look like the Chainer?” the windragon asked, snorting through his slender nostrils. 

Saila shook his head, then stepped closer, his bright eyes glimmering .

“I’m Saila.” He said, and offered a paw to the dragon, getting a low-five in return.

“And I’m horny. Are we gonna do this, or were you actually hoping to find the Chainer?”

Saila cringed at the dragon’s directness, but shook his head. “Nah.. I don’t think the Chainer’d be a top. Waaay too interested in cock to have much of one himself, don’t you think?”

“Are you still talking? Drop your pants, and get over here.” The dragon had dropped his own, and there was a decently long, thick length of pale blue cock jutting half hard from above his plump nuts. Saila licked his chops, and scooted over, working his own pants down over his slender hips. His blue and grey striped tail covered his modesty, the foon shyly kneading it as he eyed that thickening length of blue cock.

“You’ll be gentle, right?” he asked, hopefully.

“Probably not - we’re all gonna get castrated tonight. I’m gonna make this fuck memorable. To me, at least, so I got something to think about year down the line, when I’m working something under my own tail.” He moved to one of the hanging net-bags, stuffed full of soccer balls. He leaned against it, shifting, settling his ass down into the collection of sports gear and then pointing down at his now firm erection. “Get over here, bitch.”

Saila traipsed over, feeling lightheaded, like he was in a dream. He was going to do it - his first time being taken by another male. He was giddy with excitement, the potential. He climbed up, over top of the dragon, using the netting of the bag behind him to hold himself up, and closed his eyes tightly as that thick smooth cool dragon cock nuzzled against his rear. 


“Damn, haven’t you done this before?” The dragon asked, as he rested his scaled paws on the fox-coon’s hips. He pushed down, rolling his hips up, and casually speared himself up into that snug, tight rosebed of the foxcoon’s backside. Saila screeched, as that smooth cool snake, wider than his snout, speared up into his tender, sacred backside. It hurt, not just hurt, but burned and ached and felt so strange, like-


“I think I have to...poo.” he said, cheeks blushing furiously under his fur.


“You don’t. That’s my cock jamming your prostate. Don’t worry, after I’m done with you, you can wear a diaper the rest of the night, if you want,” the dragon snorted, working awkwardly to get the foon’s body to rock against his. “This damn thing isn’t fitting right... hold on.” 


Saila groaned, his head swimming in the different sensations, as the dragon leaned back, sliding his hands through the netting to grab onto the far side of the net bag. It gave him enough leverage to arch his back, and fuck upwards, spearing deeply into the foon’s backside. 


“Yeah, there we go. Unnng! Yeah, now just roll your hips. Right, move back against me. Sweet salmonella, you really are a virgin, aren’t you?” 


Saila nnfs, feeling the thickness sliding against, through him, feeling himself filled inside with the dragon’s thick length. He opened his eyes, to protest the dragon’s accusations, and gasped.


Standing there, right behind the bag, with that long, wickedly curving, bloodstained hook in one hand, was the monster.


“OH! Ch-ch-Chainer!” The foon said, clasping his hands over his mouth.


“The fuck are you getting off on him for? You know what, nevermind, I think I’ll find someone-EAARRGGGH!”


The chainer had introduced himself to Foxie in his typical blunt way, by putting a paw down, pushing the dragon into the netting full of balls, trapping and pinning him in place. He swiped with the hook, and Saila fell to the floor, crab-walking backwards in terror. The poor little foon cringed in embarrassment and shame as he felt his bowels empty, a slippery, hot sensation...



as he squeezed a big, shiny blue dragon dick onto the floor.

Foxie was screaming, thrashing, and Saila had a perfect view of the Chainer’s hand, wrapped around the dragon’s handsome eggs. Only they weren’t so handsome, when a gnarly, dirt-crusted lumberjack’s hand was crushing them, violently pulping them in against each other. Saila kept, carefully, crawling backwards, as those pretty dragon nuggets were pulverized against each other.

The first one yielded, first, a visible deforming take place, the bulges of the dragon’s scrotum suddenly filling out as pulped nut-paste filled in the space between those crushing fingers.

Foxie’s jizz shot from the bleeding stump that he had been left with, a heavy, thick, geyserly splattering that drenched over the Chainer’s arm, over his own chest, even nicking at the beast-creature’s terrible muzzle.

It roared, in pain, and it’s hand snapped closed, exploding the dragon’s ball-sack, and his last testicle, into a secondary, one-shot geyser that squirted out over the floor, even touching the foon’s foot. Then, he clasped at his head, rolling it back and forth and growling.

Foxie had... had jizzed! Right in the Chainer’s eye! Saila prayed to every God he believed in, as he got to his feet, bolting from the room. 

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

The rapid clattering of metal against metal atop the pot on the stove indicated to Clayton that things were going along as planned. A rush of steam shot out as the boar lifted the lid, the rich scent of chicken stock and boiled vegetables tickling his nose. Such a hardy, robust recipe; it would take a complete idiot to screw it up.
“Mister Clayton!” It was the jackal. He was the first to wake up. Clayton glanced over his shoulder as he sprinkled a pinch of salt and pepper into the boiling concoction, giving the bound jackal a dismissive glance before returning back to his masterpiece. “I demand you set me free this instant!”
Dipping a spoon into the mixture, he gave it a taste, smacking his greasy porcine lips as it swished around his tongue. It still needed a little something, to give it a bit of heft and richness. He glanced to the still slumbering orks, and those broth-smeared lips pulled up in a smirk. He had plenty of supplies to enrich this flavor.
The boar dropped the spoon into the sink, wiping his hands on the towel he had tucked into his apron. He lumbered over to the walk-in chiller, grabbing a few more ingredients whilst checking on Coach Gronk. The older ork lay bound, hand and foot, with a roll of duct tape the electricians left behind. The Coach needed not the additional reinforced bonds; the pig had made sure of that with an extra dose of his special sedative in his drink. Even so, the frosty box was enough to keep the naked coach comfortably cool, the hot-headed orc definitely in need of a time-out.
The porcine then moved on to check on Lord Byron, who was seated comfortably in a chair. A fresh apron bound his arms and legs to the pantry shelves - a bag of flour had already tipped over, a nimbus of white powder interrupting the rich man’s complaints with the occasional sneeze. He had had the decency to leave his employer fully clothed, careful not to tear or scratch the designer suit. He could not afford to replace it, not with his meagre salary. Well, not yet, anyway.
“Set me free,” Byron whispered harshly as the boar checked his bonds. “I can make it worth your while.”
Clayton looked up, and chortled. “Don’t worry, Mr. Byron. I’m sure you will.”
“WHAT SO FUNNY, PIG?!”

There was an audible sigh as he turned to face the owner of the obnoxiously loud voice. There was no doubt to whom it belonged to: Coach Gronk’s son, Grugg. The other orc had been bound back-to-back with the friend he had brought along when he sent the fake “Daddy” text. The muscle-bound orc was a carbon copy of his father, right up to the brazen in-your-face attitude that the Coach would display to his athletes. His friend was far more subdued, probably the “yin” to Grugg’s “yang”.
“Yeah!” exclaimed the slender orc next to them. It was Artuk, the Coach’s half-son from some affair with a human, bound in the same manner as Grugg with the friend that he, too, had brought along. “Cut us free so that we can beat your fat ass in a fair fight!”
“Oh, shut up Artuk!” Grugg grunted. “Your skinny ass couldn’t even get off the ground without some tail-raiser banging you.”
“You’re jealous because I get more action than you, brother!” Artuk retorted.
“Your ASS!”
Clayton snapped the brothers in their faces with his greasy towel. That silenced them, but the defiance in their eyes was still rampant. The mere thought of such youthful energy made the boar alive again. Such virile, youthful ener-...
“You gonna cut us free?” The voice belonged to Grontog, Artuk’s friend, who seemed more at ease than the others. “We won’t talk.”
“Y... Yeah! We won’t!” Zugg spoke up. Being Grugg’s best friend, he seemed meek in comparison to Grugg’s brazen attitude, but perhaps such a disparity was the reason that brought them together. “We promise!”
“Don’t bet on it,” Grugg grunted. “He’s probably that loon cutting off people’s balls.”
“What?!” Byron exclaimed. “You’re the one?”
Clayton gave a chuckle as reached for a small paring knife. He gave it a flick against one of his hardened nails, a thin shaving of keratin floating down to the ground.
“No,” the boar replied. “But whoever he is, I sure like what he’s been doing with the place.”
The porcine bent down, bringing the sharpened blade to each of the four bound orc’s clothing. Thin nylon shorts and cotton t-shirts were no match for the knife, which sliced through with relative ease. His victims were much more of a handful: half-brothers Grugg and Artuk jerked and struggled as the knife stripped them down to their bare green skin, resulting a quite a number of nicks and cuts. Zugg was much more subdued, shrinking away as Clayton ripped his clothing off with ease.
Artuk’s friend was far more interesting. The heavily pierced orc did not squirm or flinch, nor was there a look of fear. Instead, as he shredded away at his clothing, Clayton observed the smallest of grins, eyes that lit up with excitement. His pierced nipples were hard and erect, their shiny barbells rising and fall with the rapid breathing. As he tore away at the jock strap, he was the only one with an erection, and already dripping from the tip. There so many metal rings in this orc’s crotch, Clayton quietly wondered how airport security would handle him.
“What’s your name?” Clayton asked, knife gently scraping away hairs on his chest like a fine razor.
“Grontog,” he answered.
“Do you like this, Grontog?” Clayton slowly slid the edge of the knife down the orc’s stomach, shaving off more hair off the paunch of fat and muscle. Metal gently danced through the small pubic bush crowding below the generous erection, curly whiskers falling onto the otherwise clean kitchen floor. “Is this turning you on?”
“Yes!” whispered the orc harshly. “Yeeeessssssss!”
The knife dropped lower, Clayton scraping the hairy thighs free of their natural covering. As he did, the orc’s erection jumped and danced, as if the metal were conducting a live current straight to his cock. When cold steel eventually touched the orc’s hefty scrotum, it instantly tightened and pulled up against the blade, even as the boar applied just enough to pressure to hold those fat nuggets down.
“Do you want to be neutered? Like the animal you are?”
“E... Eventually,” Grontog stammered out, embarrassed yet immensely proud of his answer.
“Eventually?” The orc’s answer intrigued him, and it brought a hearty chuckle to his lips. Clayton stood back up, tossing the knife into one of the nearby sinks. “Eventually! I like you, Grontog!”
“Are you fucking kidding me?” Artuk blurted out, writhing his naked body against his friend’s. “You getting off on this, Gron?”
“You should see his erection, guys!” Zugg retorted. “He’s drooling slorp all over himself!”
Clayton palmed the innocuous pill bottle sitting on the countertop. He unscrewed the lid, and pinched the Grugg’s wide nose. The orc sputtered, but Clayton pulled upwards, lifting the orc’s head back, and tipped into the open protesting mouth more than the necessary amount of blue pills. Holding the writhing orc’s jaw shut was a challenge, but when the distinct action of neck muscles reluctantly swallowing was observed, the boar finally released his hold on the gasping orc.
“The fuck was that?” he gasped, spitting foamy spit around his tusks. Some of it bubbled on his thigh. “Poison?!”
“I have no interest in tainting your meat, beast,” Clayton said, as he grabbed his halfbrother’s darting snout with one big smooth hand. Artuk fought far less than his half-brother, but Clayton still forced him to swallow a handful of those blue pills. Zugg was hardly a challenge; a single glare and the orc submissively opened his jaw open, even sticking out his tongue to receive his medicine. Grontog, on the other hand, was already sufficiently aroused of his own accord. There was no need to produce an erection with drugs, like the others. However, the pierced orc willing sucked the single pill from the boar’s hand with erotic fervour, even so much as licking his fingers when there was nothing more to swallow.
Clayton shot Lord Byron an amused look as the jackal watched on in disgust, eventually turning his head away from the scene. As he busied himself around the kitchen, the effect of the pills rapidly took effect. Four very different erections were protruding from the laps of the four young orc jocks. Grontog was the flashiest, with a ladder of frenum piercings topped with a jewel studded Prince Albert glistening in the dim light. Grugg’s erection was not garnished in metal, but match Grontog’s in girth and size. His half-brother was not as thick, but had a length to rival Grugg’s and testes that were far heftier.
The only out of place was Zugg, with an erection so puny that it looked like it belong on an prepubescent young orc than a fully grown male. The undersized orc was well aware of what he lacked, trying to hide it by pressing his thighs tightly together. Clayton, however, was already quietly watching with the knowledge that the drugs were doing what they were supposed to do.
“So,” grinned the boar, “Which one of you wants to go first?”
Lord Byron blushed heavily doing his best not to look at his own erection. The tip of his tongue peeked out between his clenched jaws. Despite being the lightest bound, with only a few straps of cotton holding him in place, he was helpless looking, trapped. He rllseemed more focused in trying to melt into the chair, unseen. His ears flattened against his forehead at the sight of that large meat cleaver. He couldn’t look away. He swallowed hard, eyes fixed on the shiny cutting utensil.

Grugg grunted, glaring at the boar suspiciously. “Go first for what? If you mean who should be let go first, it should be ME!”

Artuk rolled his eyes, “I’m pretty sure that meat cleaver isn’t for cutting your ropes, cock breath” 

The pierced orc tugged at his ropes a bit himself, “Yea, what, are you dense? I’d think even you could figure that one out.” He glanced down to his erection, that was throbbing excitedly in the air, then around at the other males. One of them was about to get sliced. He had dreamed, fantasized about this happening, but had never expected such a thing to happen, not really. 

Grugg snarled, “Some of us aren’t exactly chomping at the bit to get their nuts chopped, you freak!” He glared at his half-brother. “Why did you even bring that perv, he’s just going to make things worse! I think HE should be first!”

“Leave Grontug alone!  You say he’s a pervert? Last I checked, he’s never fucked one of my girlfriends!  Maybe... it’d be best if You went first!” Artuk did his best to try and kick his brother in the shin, stubbing his toe in the process with a loud crack.

Grontug smirked and joined in, “Yeah, Grugg! If anyone here could do with less testosterone... it’s you, not me. I think you oughta go first!” He worked his wrists a bit. As, hot as this was, he didn’t wanna get snipped, not before anyone else at least! 

“WHAT?!” Grugg roared, flexing his chest powerfully in an attempt to break through the ropes that tied him to Zugg’s back. “My own piss-sized brother, trying to betray me?! I always knew you were a piece of shit, Artuk, you’d do ANYTHING to be ‘daddy’s favorite’!” He twisted his head, hacking a volley of spit at the smaller orc, before settling his eyes on the jackal. “What about THAT asshole, he’s not even an orc!”

Artuk grinned, “You might have a point, brother.”

Byron snapped out of his daze and swallowed hard, trying to find his voice. “N-now look, sir. You clearly don’t want me. I mean.. look at me, I barely compare to any of these big, meaty orcs. I am sure we can be reasonable about this. If its something specific you’re after, I come from a very prosperous family. I am sure we can come to a reasonable understanding that won’t involve…”

At this, the boar laughed, interjecting into the conversation. “Don’t talk to -me-, furry porkchop. It is these orcs that you should be trying to persuade. After all, Someone is going in my pot.”

What ever color Byron had left in his face quickly drained as he stammered for a moment before his voice failed him completely.

Zugg continued to sit quietly, his legs pressed closely together, hiding what he was clearly lacking in. “I know nobody wants me. I-I am supposed to be preparing for a union!”

 Artuk’s gaze wandered back to Zugg behind him, and he spoke loudly, “Then again, what about puny over there?  It’s almost like he wouldn’t even lose anything.  Plus, then Gertrudildo would be back on the market again, Grugg.”

Grugg grunted, “I don’t give a Fuck about Gertrudildo. I stretched her wide enough once already!” he said, and made his thick cock flex against his belly, pure machismo. He laughed, though. “You’re right, though. Zugg IS the least manly of the four of us. I don’t even think HE would notice if he lost his nuts!”

“H-Hey!” Zugg shouted, maybe too loudly. “That’s my fiance you’re talking about! She wouldn’t give you.. or your third leg the time of day! She says I’m ALL the man she needs!” He opens his legs, without realizing much of what he is saying, and bares the slender prong between his thighs. 


Grugg laughed at his best friend, “I know, right? ‘wah wah wah, i’m getting maaarrried, don’t neuter meeeee!’ What a loser! Why don’t you just give up, Zugg, and avoid the embarrassment of finding out your wife’s cheating on ya with the town donkey!”

“And everyone else for that matter!  HA!” Artuk stuck his tongue out, pretty sure they had found the scapegoat he needed.  As long as he could escape intact, he would be happy.


“N-now look everyone… I-I know tensions are high, b-but can’t we just sit and talk instead of arguing, and come to a rational decision here, so that we are ALL happy? Maybe if we don’t choose anyone, he’ll let us go?” He said, his voice cracking with stress. “I know, this is just a bachelor trick! Y-yeah! You’re all pranking me! G-Good one guys!” He said nervously.

Grontug glanced over to Zugg. What a boring first choice. Pick the rich guy, or the biggest guy, or even Artuk, anyone but Zugg! “You know, the more I hear out of Grugg the more I ‘want’ to see him be the one who gets sliced. Seriously, is anyone else hearing him? Zugg’ed be barely a mouthful compared to Grugg and the prick’s asking for it at this point!”

“Hey chef, why don’t you show him how real that blade is so we can all go, aye?” Grugg leaned forward, flexing a bit as he lifted the smaller orc on his back up enough to expose his manhood.


Zugg squirmed as he was lifted into the air, his maleness exposed. “Hey! Put me down, asshole! See? Grugg is nothing but an asshole! Take him and be done with it!”


 “Aww, don’t be embarrassed” The bigger orc said, wiggling his shoulders back and forth, making Zugg’s groin waggle in the air. “If you’re so embarrassed about your dick, why not just make it unanimous and say you want it cut off!”


“I’m NOT embarrassed by it! I love my dick, and so does Gertrudildo! She told me last night in bed!” He growled, still squirming in the air, trying to hit the other orc. “And if ANYONE says one more damn thing about my soon-to-be wife, I’ll cut your dick off MYSELF! THEN we’ll see who has the bigger maleness!” He stuck out his lower lip adamantly, but it only made Artuk laugh at the attempt at being rough. 


“We don’t have all night. Do we have an agreement?” Clayton said, casually sharpening a knife. He looked from one orc to the next.


Grugg nodded his head. “I vote Zugg!”

Artuk chuckled and nodded, “Not like his wife will have a hard time finding dick.  I say Zugg!”


Grontug sighed. “Yeah, Zugg works. Better than me!”


”I vote for... everyone but myself” Zugg added, desperately. 


Clayton ignored Zugg, turning to Byron and pursing his lips. “And you? Benefactor of the school, what say you?”

Byron ‘s head was reeling as he let out a quiet, “Zugg…”


“It’s decided then. Your peers have selected you to be the appetizer, Zugg. Let’s come along, then, I want to get dinner started. Up you go, boys.”
Grabbing Grugg and Zugg by their long hair, Clayton forced them to their feet and marched them in a crab-walk towards the alley of stoves. The cooking area was narrow, flanked on two sides by rows of stoves. For a single cook, it was enough space to work with bubbling pots and sizzling pans all day long. For a pair of orcs bound back-to-back, it was a very tight fit.

Clayton dragged them over, stopping only when Zugg’s crotch hovered only an empty pan sitting on a recently fired up stove. Even the pan was only on a medium heat, Zugg was already pushing backwards on Grugg to escape the scalding tendrils. Grugg could not see his friend’s predicament, but as he tried to turn to soothe his buddy’s struggles, the boar pushed back, gripping the orc’s scrotum harshly.
“Move,” came Clayton’s acidic tone, “and it will be your cock and balls on the line.”
Before Grugg could utter a word of protest, a burst of flames shot up from the front and back stove rings on his left. As he tried to turn to his right, the ignition sparks set the gas alight, forcing him to face forward. His erection bobbed nervously, remaining painfully erect even as the rear stove ring in front of him ignited. This had the intended effect of pulling back to avoid his cock from being roasted to a crisp. The heat was intense, but so long as he stayed over the inactive stove where his erection currently was, it was manageable.
“Good boy,” Clayton whispered, giving a firm shove on Grugg’s hip enough to thrust his orc cock towards the flames. Desperate to stay in the safe zone, the orc shoved back on the struggling Zugg, his bulky frame more than ample to handle the weaker orc.
As Zugg danced with the heat scorching along his thighs, Clayton drizzled some vegetable oil into the pan, making doubly sure to get some on Zugg’s crotch as well. Tears were streaming down the orc’s face, just as the oil was beginning to smoke in the pan.
“Please,” Zugg pleaded. “I’m engaged! Going to get married! Start a family! Don’t do this to me! I’m begging you! Please! I’ll do anything! Anything you want!”
The boar was oblivious as he stood next to the crying orc, shaking a knob of butter into the pan along with some minced garlic. The oil began to sizzle and splatter, vaporised droplets of hot oil splashed straight onto Zugg’s undersized erection and baby balls. The orc shrieked and pushed back against the solid wall of orc muscle, which barely moved an inch.
As Clayton briefly pulled the pan off the heat to ladle in the cream sauce for his recipe, the flames licked at Zugg’s crotch, the medium fire singeing his hairs off within seconds. He could barely hear the panicked screams, drowned about the fantasies of the perfect recipe. Once the pan was back on the stove, the boar had to work quickly. Picking up the small paring knife he had left sitting over an open flame, the boar yanked Zugg’s scrotum and pulled his crotch right over the pan.
“NononononoNONONONONONONONONONO!!!”
Being raised on a farm had its advantages, especially having to learn how to geld and neuter uncooperative animals. In one hand, he gripped the neck of the orc’s testicles, spreading his fingers out to create a taunt patch of skin. In the other, a blade of super sharp steel made quick work of thinned out skin. The hot knife meant instant cauterisation, while quick, short strokes spared the sobbing orc of even more pain.
Once Zugg had been relieved of his scrotum, which Clayton tossed into a steaming pot of water, the naked exposed testicles were left to hang just inches from the bubbling creaming mixture. Before they could pull back up into Zugg’s body, the knife then moved on to gently scrape the sides of the spermatic cord, little shavings of cremasteric muscle falling into the pan below. Letting them hang back down once more, wafts of scalding steam wafting around those vulnerable, unprotected testes.
The sauce was still too watery, and would probably need a few more minutes to reduce. Idly, his thick porcine fingers gently masturbated the small orc cock, a steady throbbing betraying the pleasure Zugg was feeling behind the pained sobbing. With careful manipulation, assisted with the cocktail of drugs, the soon-to-be neutered orc was drooling strands of pre-cum into the sauce below.
Clayton waited for the telltale signs of orgasm before he stopped jerking off Zugg completely. For a poorly endowed orc, the amount of cum that slowly drooled out and down into the pan was pretty substantial. Under his greasy manipulation, the orc writhed as his final moments as a male was denied to him, his scalded testicles giving up their final load before he could reach the peak of his orgasm.
“Please,” Zugg begged with tears streaming down his face. “Don’t do this.”
The boar slowly milked the infantile length in his fingers, squeezing out every last drop of thick spunk into the sauce while his other hand stirred the mixture with the superheated knife. The cream began to bubble more slowly as the combination of both heat and semen congealed into an uniform aroma.
“Too late,” Clayton whispered. “I already have.”
A simple touch of the hot blade to those loose cords and the heat simply seared Zugg’s testicles right off into the pan. The sudden loss of weight from below confirmed the orc’s worst fears, even if he felt no pain at all. The orc went limp in the boar’s grip, almost as if he himself had cut off the source of the orc’s rowdy behaviour. He sobbed openly as his future legacy evaporated away before his very eyes.
The only time Grugg knew something had happened was when the fire on the stoves surrounding his groin began to go out, and he found himself being dragged back to the group. Clayton glanced at the larger orc’s groin, noting that the heat had turned his hair-ridden front into dried follicles that crumbled at the slightest touch. It was an amusing sight, and one that made the orc and even more attractive morsel.
“Shit, dude,” Artuk managed, spotting the freshly castrated Zugg. “No way...”
“You’re sick,” Lord Byron spat out. “Just you wait until the police get their hands on you.”
Clayton chuckled, dumping the bound pair back onto the cold floor. The jackal’s threats were thinly veiled; no one had even thought to call the authorities in the chaos and pandemonium. Even so, given the storm outside and the isolated location of their facility, it would take a good hour or so to reach. He returned back to the stove with renewed confidence, giving the pan a quick shake to thoroughly coat the fresh testicles in their own flavour. He dipped a spoon in, stuck in his mouth, and smacked his lips.
“Not bad,” he reported. “Could use a bit more flavour.”
Clayton turned his gaze back onto his captives, grinning as they began to struggle anew.

