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It was a very, very hot week, in the forest. The slim little female tigress didn’t mind the heat, especially when she was able to be out in the forest during the day. The trees always blocked most of the heat. She was a little irked at Ace,though. The big white northern tiger had called out sick, Again, like he always did when there was a heat wave. She had tried to get Star to cover for him, but he was already deployed to the southern side for the week. Jai-Kla may be able to take over that area, but there had been some problems, and she would feel bad if the smaller tiger was put in a situation in over her head. So, the pretty little tiger  sat in front of her boss, who was peering over his tiny little glasses at a piece of paper.
   Finally, he spoke. The great bear of a tiger’s  voice was deep and almost scary, but Suea Noi knew that he was just a little kitten underneath.
“Suea Noi, here’s your assignment for the day.”
She snatched the paper from his hand.  “Thanks, Pre-Cha.” She studied it, then turned to look at him curiously. “I was in this section last week, though, and everything was working fine.”
“Perhaps, but they are not working, now. Check on everything, and make sure to take your batteries. Oh, and be careful,” he smirked. “It’s the rutting season for the lions.”
Suea Noi grimaced, nodding grimly. “Of coures, Pre-Cha.” She turned, and making sure she had all of her equipment in her back pack, headed down the trail.
It was really a very  nice day to be outside - if you were used to the heat. Suea Noi was pleased, actually, because she knew of a wonderful little water well in that part of the woods. It was very deep, deeper than she had ever dared to dive, and that deep, dark well kept the water exceptionally cool. She would have to take a dip, later on, when it got really hot.
She studied the paper again as she walked. Apparently one of the remote sensors they used to monitor moisture in the air was registering one hundred percent moisture, and an acidity level that suggested it was in the ocean. One a kilometer or so away though was fine, as was all of the other meters in that area. So something had happened to it.
She found out soon enough, of course. It had been pulled down from the tree it was mounted on, and, if her nostrils told her correctly, peed on. It smelled like lion, too. Ugh.
Lions.
“Hello there, little girl,” said a voice from behind her. She turned, her slender fingers moving immediately to her hip holster. It was a lion, leaning suggestively against a tree, and he was naked. That wasn’t odd for being in the forest, or for it being in the summer, but he was also aroused. His shirt, thick, bright red dick was jutting right at her, it’s fuzzy barbs prickling out in every direction from it’s core. Underneath hung a sac of lion nuts so heavy, so ripe that the tigress couldn’t help but whistle at them.
“Oh, you like this, do you?” he smiled, reaching down to stroke against that erection, and let out what Suea Noi was sure was a sexy growl, to him as he did so. She couldn’t help but watch a long glittering blob of fluid leak down from the tip. “Well fortunately for you, I have a whole bunch of it to give you.”
Suea Noi shook her head, making a disgusted face as she held up her paw to show off her finger. “No thank you, I’m engaged,” she replied, sharply. “Are you the one who molested our water sensor?”
The lion pushed away from the tree, growling again as he stalked towards her. “Sure was. Guilty as charged. Don’t worry though, I saved some.” His eyes slitted as he approached her. His balls were so big that they did not fit between his thighs - each time he stepped forward, he would push one forward, before it slid back to nudge the other. His pouch was fat with his seed.
“Are you rutting, or something? I said I’m not interested, and not available. Go away.” she said, sterner this time. She pulled the tazer from her hip, aiming it at the ground in front of him. “One step closer, and-” OOF!
He had jumped at her, the big hulking beast closing the distance before grabbing her in his big, strong arms. He was easily three times her weight, all muscle and thick glossy fur, with an extra foot and a half in height as well. She gasped as he crushed the wind out of her, and hunched his slimy erection into her belly. She could feel his fat, warm nutsack flop against her thigh, the silken pouch slithering down to nestle intimately at her own private place.
“And what? I don’t care if you are engaged, married, or the Pope.” He snuffled at her, his breath heavy with jackfruit liquor. She pulled the trigger on the taser, but he had grabbed her hand, and pushed it to the side. The needles slapped uselessly into“ the moss on a fallen tree trunk, wasting the charge in the device. Suea Noi roared.

“YOU WILL GET OFF ME. NOW!!!” 
She jumped upwards, to snap at his soft furred throat with her sharp white teeth. He pulled his head back, though, letting her teeth clack togehter sharply, and then butted his head back down, slamming it into hers! Everything exploded in colors, swirls and stars, laughing at her. 
“Don’t you know your place, FEMALE?” He grabbed her muzzle, in one hand, and more than that she could feel him rubbing his big, hot shaft against his belly, as if he was enjoying it. Enjoying it! She growled through the hand on her muzzle, and lashed at his chest with her sharp, scythelike claws, but he twisted her around. As fast, nimble and strong as she was, she was also fairly light, and she felt herself lifted off of her feet, spun, and slammed onto her back in the soft leaves on the ground. Stunned, she watched him stand back up, moving to straddler her.
“Feisty, mm? I like that. I like that a lot. I think I’ll rape Both sides of you, for that. I was going to be nice, buuuut....” He stroked his erection, drips of his pleasure landing on her thighs, stinging like acid in her mind. “Now, are you ready to play nice and lift your tail like a good little girl for me?”
“I have a better idea,” she replied, anger in her voice. Tigers are very beautiful creatures, and she may have looked small and delicate, but under that fluffy, striped hide, lays a powerful body. It expressed itself, in the form of her thigh twitching upwards. Followed by her foot. That slender leg slid up, and he glanced down in curious surprise as it rocketted up between his legs. His huge lion nuts were unfortunately in the way of her kick, and when her foot slammed into them, they scooped up and slammed into his taint. She felt the triple thump. First when the front of her ankle hit the underside of his nuts, second when his nuts hit his groin, and third, when her ankle her hit groin, his nuts crushed up and to either side, almost disappearing inside of him.
“How’s that?” she replied, sweetly, pulling her foot back, then pushing her foot against the hot-blooded lion’s muscular naked chest with it. He staggered backwards, paws gripping his aching orbs, before sinking to his knees.
“oOoooohhhh.” He moaned, head down, his thick honey colored mane flopping over his brow. “Oh, shit, that hurts. Oh, shit. You’re gonna get it now.” He snapped his head up, snarling, slicing her in half with his black, angry eyes. She watched as he pulled his paws from his groin, and got to a crouch, preparing to spring.
She wasn’t afraid, no. She did know that the lion was a lot bigger, stronger, powerful than her. At least as far as muscle was concerned. She turned to the side, and Ran. she knew the area pretty well, so she knew there was a downed tree, bridging a very shallow creek in that direction. There it was.. She slid under it, and it shuddered over her as she rolled over the hard, smooth wet stones beneath it. She slid out the other side, the lion grappling over the top. He roared at her, and leaped at her again -
Only he didn’t quite make it over the log! He jumped, and then kind of flailed his arms, flopping over the log with a startled, painful YOWL! He flipped over it, landing on his back, and Suea Noi giggled at what she saw. The Lion’s cock looked broken! It was flopped over his thigh, still thick and hard, but not sticking straight up like it should.
To make things worse for the poor lion, the log fell down, too, landing over his chest and upper arms. He kicked, he hissed, but he couldn’t move the big, dead tree. He was trapped.
Suea Noi came closer, and kicked the lion’s foot. “Hey, are you okay?” she asked, as she carefully scanned the area around her. Ah, there was a bamirchoo tree.
“No, I can hardly breath! Help me out from under here!”
She wandered over to it, and let out her claws, slowly grinding them down the smooth, gray bark of the tree. Long ribbons of bark peeled free, curling in cute little spirals and twists against her wrist as she pulled down to the ground.
“I’ll be with you in just a second, I just have to catch my breath! You were going to rape me, weren’t you!?” Suea Noi repeated the process a few more times, until she had a fistful of the long brown strips.
“What? I, uh, No, of course I wasn’t going to rape you!” the lion sputtered, then grunted as she sat on his ankle.
“Yes you were,” she replied, and used one of the strips to wrap around the base of the lion’s cock, very, VERY tightly! She grabbed it, waggling it from side to side, and he howled! Apparently it hurt a bunch!
------------------------------------
“Hmm, oh my! I see what happened.” She reached over and touched the log, where a hole lay embedded in the soft wood. “You must have speared this log with your, hee hee, penis, and when you tried to jump.. you got snagged. Oooh, that must have hurt!” She playfully squeezed that shaft, giving it a tug or two, and the lion’s legs kicked and flailed! Oh, it must hurt  a good deal, based on how he squealed. She set upon his swollen-based member with one of the bark strips, nimbly tying it into a knot there, just below where it was thick and hard and inflamed looking.
“I think you may have broken it, but that’s okay. I’m sure we can fix it up, later. Meeeanwhile,” she continued, giggling softly.
“Oh, that hurt, that hut so much, please, please stop touching it,” he whimpered.”Just lift this log up, and I’ll slide out, and we can go our separate ways.”
“Yeah, right. You would pounce me as soon as I got ten feet from you, and then you’d rape me.” She giggled, flicking his darkening penis with one slender finger. “Or you’d Try, anyways!” He yelped, and tried to kick her away.
She was faster, though, and wrapped that handful of barkstrips around his ankle, and flung herself to the side. She yanked on them, pulling his leg way out from the other, and used about half of the strips to tie it to an exposed tree root. She pulled the other half free, and binding his other leg as well, snared it to another tree root on another side.
“That looks -much- better,” she asserted, grinning down at the half of the lion she could see. With his legs spread wide, and his cock trussed up with the bark in a bow, he was a pleasant little present on a lazy summer day.
Suea Noi didn’t pay attention to his response. To be honest, she didn’t care. She was eyeing up those fat little peaches that hung down from his groin, laying down low enough to rest on a smooth rock that poked out from the muddy bed. She tiptoes over to them, and lifts one foot up to delicately poke at them with her toes.
“What... what are you doing?”
“Oh, nothing.” She responded. Then stepped down. The warm nuggets slid under her toes, the scrotum being pushed up by the edge of the rock as she used her weight to stretch them down. “Nothing worth talking about, anyways.”
She lifted her foot up, then stomped down. THUMP! She felt one of the eggs slid out, but she crushed one against the rock. Oh, how his body convulsed! You’d think she had tasered him! She twisted her foot left, right, left, right, feeling it try to squirt and slither out from under her crushing foot.
It was not meant to be, though. Suea Noi was a very determined, if very small, tigress. She pulled her foot back, grinning as the tawny legs went still, dormant again. He could hear him panting, smell fear begin to soak into the cool forest air. She tapped at his nuts again, one hanging lower than the other, and thrilled at the sound of him mewling pitifully.
She thought about stepping on him again, but, really... she could do whatever she wanted with him. He was completely trapped.
He was completely hers.
Hee.
She launched her tiny foot right into his unprotected spuds, crushing them along the smooth rock, pushing them ahead like a bulldozer before imbedding her foot into his taint. His nuts were still under her toes when she struck, and the impact crushed them firmly, deeply into his own groin.
It sounded like someoenepoured out a pot of stew. Liquid with splattering chunks splashed somewhere on the other side of the log.
“Hope you didn’t pop your top, over there,” she cheerily called out. She pulled her feet back, one of his nuts swelling even as she watched, one side swelling up dangerously. She knelt down in the muddy rocks, and grabbed his ball-sack by the neck. Pulled it down, feeling how hot and swollen and soft they felt in her paw. Her other paw went up to his cock, which had swollen and bloated, looking huge and ugly. She grabbed it, and twisted it, like it was a door handle. It twisted FAR too easily, with soft ripping sounds, and when she left it go it was upside down, flopped over his thigh and not even twitching.
    “That’s gonna be hard to fix,” she commented. Then dug her thumbs into those eggs she held in her paw. She had to grab it with her other paw, squeezing the two fat nuggets to keep them from sliding free. “A lot harder than it is gonna be to fix You!”
    “Pl-pl-please, no, I’ll do anything, don’t hurt them anymore! I want to have, I need to have children, sire a litter of my own!”
    “Well then you should have gone after a lioness!” She replied! Her fingers clenched, the tigress squeezing with all her might. The hard, rubbery, resilient orbs slid one way, and she squeezed harder, trapping them. They tried to slide the other way, and she grunted and squeezed those fingers, too. They were warm, spongey, though no matter how she squeezed them she couldn’t get them to break. The lion seemed to think otherwise, the way he screamed in his high pitched voice. It was really very silly, what a fuss he made about it.
    She crushed themin against each other, using her palms to sandwich them togehter. They bulged out between her palms, and she used her forearms to push. Elbows out, making a straight line between them with those balls in the middle, she pulverized them between her palms.

They flattened, distended, and she could feel her wrists were nearly touching each other.
    “Man, they don’t make these like they used to!” she said, finally letting them go. They flopped, huge, swollen, tender, over that stone again, looking bruised.

Hmm. Stone.
    She fished around until she found another big flat stone, and brought it over. Carefully, she put it on top of the lion’s mangled, blackened cock, and let it flop over, on top of the other one. With his balls between them. It made an extraordinarily painful sounding CLACK as it rolled over the nuts, and she squealed as she saw the pouch bulging out around the two rocks. She picked it back up, but the balls were STILL THERE.

“Geez, did you fill them with rubber or something?”

The lion didn’t answer. She kicked his foot. No response. He was unconscious.
    “What a spoil sport!” she gruffed, and dropped the rock back on top. CLACK! Again his ball sac bulged, the two rocks squishing his eggs probably nearly flat between them.
    “I guess I just -can’t- pop these nuts. What a shame, I’d love to take you out of the gene pool.” She wasn’t an evil tigress, though. Even though she hadn’t been able to have her fun, she wasn’t about to leave him trapped under a tree, where he could starve to death or perhaps be eaten by wild animals. He may be a dick, but just because he was a jerk didn’t mean she had to be.
    She went to the edge of the log, trying to figure out what had forced it to be stuck. Oh! That was the problem. He had probably tried pushing it off, but the end of it was lodged under another big rock. She just had to push down on it, a bit, and pull backwards... there we go.
    She peeked down at the bedraggled feline underneath her, half buried in the mud. His mane was full of his own chunky vomit, and he smelled terrible. His lips were bloody, his cheeks stained with tears. He had ripped his own claws off, scrabbling at the log that had trapped him, pushing it and pushing and never once trying to pull.
    “Don’t worry, you’re safe now, free as a bird,” she chimed, carefully pulling the log over his belly, lifting and carrying it just a little bit above his body, careful not to step on him. Then she felt a hand, between her legs, fingers reaching for her ladysex.
    She SHRIEKED! And dropped the log, turning and raising a foot, kicking the startled lion in the cheek. He had reached up, having woken up with the release of weight on his chest, apparently, and being a male, the first thing he had done was try to grope her!
    His eyes had gone so wide, when he saw that foot coming to him, and his eyes rolled back in his head, and he passed right the heck back out again!
    “Some idiots never learn,” she said, picking up the log and carrying it the rest of the way over. “That’s it, I don’t care what your name is, you’re not leaving here with...” Her eyes sank down to his groin.
    “...balls.” The top rock was now resting firmly and securely on top of the second rock, and there was what looked like a greasy hamburger dripping out from between the two of them. She got closer, sniffing, and noticed the bark on top of the first rock. She glanced back to the log, then to the rocks.
    When he had grabbed her, he had made her drop the log. When she had dropped the log, it had been directly over the rocks. It must have instantly pulverizd his scrotum - and everything inside it. She wrapped her little hand around the top rock, and pulled it slowly up and away from the other.

It made a sticky crackling sound, like breakfast cereal when you put milk in it.
    You wouldn’t have known there was any balls at all between the lion’s leg. His testicles were creamed into a paste, even his scrotum was obliterated, leaving only a meaty, sticky residue behind. She scooped a finger through it, and licked it clean. It was tasty!

Salty, a bit pungent, but very tasty! She didn’t want any more from HIM, though, he was a disgusting would be rapist.
    Well, maybe a little bit more. She reached over and grabbed that big, now black, dead lion dick. Twisted it around, and around, and around. It made a few more popping, crackling sounds, and then with a wet rip, came right off in her hand, leaving a twisted messy stub as all that remained of the lion’s once handsome genitals. She didn’t know what she was going to do with THAT, but if worse came to worst, there was a homeless kitty cat who she sometimes left treats out for.

First things first, though, she had a nice, relaxing water hole to soak in for a while. 
