




Cubs Ahoy
It was a calm evening on the ship, the winds blew a steady breeze, the setting sun cast pinkish-red coloring on the sky. How could it have all gone wrong? 

Lucas was swabbing the deck. The young squirrel grunted in frustration at a particularly stubborn stain made by some of the crew after a gut punching competition. There wasn’t much he could do about the smell, but at least he could make it look clean.
It’s not like he disliked the work, it was fairly simple compared to the other crew duties, but he did wish the crew wouldn’t make such a big mess.

“Hey, Lucas!” One of the shipmates called. “Get your scrawny arse to the captain’s quarters.”

Lucas perked up at that. Straightening his bandana, he rushed down below deck, maneuvering past the other shipmates until he came to Captain Langford’s door. Knocking twice, he opened the door and poked his head in.

“Captain Langford, you wanted to see me?” Lucas asked, though he already knew the answer.

“Quit with the formalities boy and help me out here!” The captain yelled. Captain Langford was a squirrel, just like Lucas, and the rest of the crew. The difference with the captain was that while everyone had brown or grey fur, the captain’s fur had a golden-brown coloring. Even at his old age the fur had a mesmerizing effect in the light.
Lucas thought it made him more attractive. Along with his big belly, toned arms, and barrel chest. He could feel himself getting excited just thinking about what was to come tonight.

The heavy rapping on the desk broke him from his thoughts. “Well? What are you waiting for!?” The Captain yelled.

Lucas hurriedly slid under the desk and was only mildly surprised to see that the captain wasn’t wearing any pants. Lucas went to work, kissing and licking the captain’s cock. The captain moaned as the little squirrel’s affection caused his dick to become rock hard.
Lucas smirked as he heard the captain let out a loud moan and then dragged his tongue over the older squirrel’s cock. The captain began leaking precum and his breathing became heavier. He grabbed Lucas by his light brown fur and rubbing his head. This was how the captain let him knew he was doing a good job.

Some time passed and by now the captain was moving Lucas’ head back and forth, not too roughly, but he was ready to get off now. With one sloppy lick, his tongue circling around the captain’s dick, the captain blew his load into the young squirrel’s mouth. Lucas was able to swallow six loads before he pushed himself off the captain’s cock, allowing the rest of his seed to shoot onto his body and the floor.

The captain let out a heavy sigh as he basked in the afterglow of his orgasm. “Thank you, boy. I needed that.”

“Anytime, Captain.” Lucas said as he wiped the cum off his face.

“I’ll have something special for ya tonight.” Langford said as he went to fetch his pants.

“Before or after sex? Or is it the sex?” Lucas asked.

“Get back to work!” Langford yelled, though he was smiling when he did.

Lucas gave a mock salute to the Captain and exited the room. On his way back to the deck he removed his shirt, seeing as it was covered in the captain’s seed. Spotting the clothes hamper he tossed it in and hurried back up deck. When he arrived, he was glad to see that his two mates had continued where he left off.

“Hey, mates!” Lucas said cheerfully. “Good to see ya again.”

“Not as good as it was to see the captain, I reckon.” The grey furred squirrel who was a head taller than Lucas said.

“You jealous, Clyde?” Lucas said with a smug grin.

“Please, you think I’m jealous cause the captain chose you. I like my men big, but the captain’s too old for my tastes.”

It was then that the third member of the youths, Peter, spilt over the bucket. He hurriedly picked up the bucket and scrubbed the deck with vigor. Lucas and Clyde exchanged a knowing look, it was time to help their friend get laid. Unlike Lucas and Clyde, who had been part of the crew since they were toddlers, Peter had only been on the ship for a month.

The captain had saved the young squirrel from some kidnappers. From the way he was dressed it was clear he was a noble child, but what stood out was his blue fur. The captain offered to take him home, but he refused, stating he had no desire to go back to that life. So the captain brought him on to the ship.
It had been a real treat to see the boy’s reaction when he learned the rule of the Flying Raiders. All the boys belonged to a man. And seeing as how Peter was the same age as Lucas and Clyde, they had to explain to him exactly what that meant.
“So, Peter,” Lucas said as he slipped behind the chubby squirrel. “Still haven’t gotten fucked yet?” Peter’s cheeks turned purple as he did his best to ignore Lucas. “Ya know, maybe you’d get more men if ya showed them your booty.”
Peter felt his pants being pulled down and quickly sprung up. “S-Stop that! I’m still not used to all this…”

“Well, get used to it.” Clyde said. “I still can’t believe you hadn’t heard of “sex” before you got on the ship. I thought you nobles were supposed to be educated.”  

“I’m pretty sure I read it somewhere in my father’s study.” Peter said as he grabbed his tail and began to hug it. “I don’t think anyone even likes me. I don’t have muscles, I don’t know anything about sailing, and I’m too fat.”

“Hey, don’t go saying that.” Lucas said. “Did you forget about the captain and his fat ass? Nobody cares how big, fat, or old you are. Plus a lot of the crew like chubby boys.”

Peter’s ears perked up. “R-Really?”

“Yeah, we just got to make ya more appealing. Work on your good qualities. Come on!” Lucas grabbed Peter by the arm and dragged him below deck, with Clyde slowly following, shaking his head in amusement.





****

Lucas took another swig of his fruit juice, before he slammed it down and cut the deck. Captain Langford watched with pride as his little cub dealt another hand of cards around the table. The Captain had taught Lucas everything he knew about dealing cards, especially how to deal them in the captain’s favor.

The three other squirrel’s around the table had already lost most of their clothing, while the Captain only lost his pants and underwear. Of course, that’s how Lucas planned it. Couldn’t let the Captain win every game or the crew might get suspicious. That and the Captain just liked being pants-less.
After he dealt the cards, he looked around the room to check on his mates. Clyde was on his back being hot-dogged by two large pirates on the table. He was amazed by the way the grey squirrel could take so many men at a time. He could barely handle the captain.
The larger squirrel moaned as he orgasmed in the boy’s mouth. This was Clyde’s signal. He clenched his booty around the cock of the other pirate. The pirate let out a silent moan and thrust his cock deeper into Clyde. Lucas swore he could see the squirrel’s cock making a bulge in Clyde’s stomach.
On the other side of the room, it seemed that Lucas’ plan to help Peter had worked. Of course, Lucas knew it would. Who could resist a cute pudgy squirrel boy in the nude?

Peter sat impaled on the cock of a pirate while another pirate tended to the blue squirrel’s little pecker. Lucas was honestly surprised with how gentle the two adults were being. The bigger squirrel whispering words into Peter’s ear while playing with his nipples, causing the young squirrel to moan in pleasure.

Suddenly, an arm wrapped around his neck and he smacked face first into the chest of the captain. “Ha! Did you see that boy? They never knew what hit’em!” The captain’s boasting was met with groans and swearing from the pirates he had just beaten as they forked over the last of their belongings.

“That’s no surprise at all, Captain!” Lucas said as he lowered his voice. “I gave you the best hand after all.” He smiled and kissed the captain on the cheek.

The Captain smiled at him and picked up the young squirrel, carrying him on his shoulder. They headed above deck where it was quiet as most of the crew were down below. Langford set Lucas down and went over to the railings staring out at the sea.
“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” The Captain began. “The ocean, the sky, the light cast by the moon.” 

Lucas looked over the horizon while the Captain talked. It was beautiful, of course. He enjoyed the light of the sun than the moon.

“The day I ran away from the church and stowed away on that pirate’s ship, I knew I made the right choice.” Langford said. “We weren’t put on this Earth just to squabble our lives away. We were meant to live, to be happy, to be free.” He turned away from the rail and faced Lucas. “Tell me, Lucas, now that you’re eleven years, have you ever thought about leaving this life?”
The question shocked Lucas. He had been a part of the captain’s crew since his mother gave him away. He didn’t remember much of his old life, only that he and his mother were poor, homeless, and starving every night. But when the Captain’s ship came his mother saw it as his chance to have a better life. The Captain saved him.

“I’d never want to leave!” Lucas shouted. “I can’t even think of any other life that lets me live this way. The ocean, the crew, you… I’d never leave.”

The Captain then scooped him up and nuzzled his nose. Lucas blushed at the affection. The Captain certainly was acting different tonight and what he said confused the young squirrel even more.

“Ya know, I’ve never said this to any of the boys before but… I love you, Lucas.” 

Lucas was speechless. The Captain always acted so stoic and tough, he was a gentle lover in bed, but this was a side of him the young squirrel had never seen before. Especially since all his time on the ship, he had been teaching Lucas how to toughen up and be a real man. It was then Lucan noticed that the Captain was waiting for him to respond.

“I… C-Captain I…” Lucas couldn’t find the words.

“It’s okay,” Langford said. “At first it was just fun for me, but I hope that you feel the same way, too.” The Captain then tossed Lucas over his shoulder and carried him to his cabin. “And a good way to change your mind is to fill that little arse of yours with my seed!”
Lucas chuckled. Same old Captain.






****

The bell sounded. Lucas and Langford stirred from under the cover sheets. Langford reluctantly got out of bed only for Lucas to grab his fluffy tail in an effort to keep him from leaving.

“Sorry boy, but when the bell sounds the Captain has to answer.”

Lucas only groaned. “Send the Quartermaster to check, it’s probably just another fight…”
Cannon fire was heard, followed by the rocking of the ship. Both Lucas and the Captain were ride awake now. The Captain grabbed his jacket while Lucas fetched his blade and pistol. The two didn’t even bother putting on their pants and immediately headed above deck.

When the two arrived on deck, the crew was scrambling to their posts. It was hard to see as the moon was covered by the clouds, but Langford could hear his Quartermaster shouting out orders over the crew’s cries. “Edward, what’s happened?” The Captain shouted.
Before the other squirrel could answer, the ship shook violently. The captain nearly lost his footing while Lucas fell on his ass. “Who the hell is attacking us!?” Lucas cried. He soon had his answer.
The moon appeared from behind the clouds and the light shined upon the enemy flag. A black flag with a flaming wolf skull.
“It’s the Hellhounds!” A pirate screamed. As if on cue, pirates from the Hellhound ship began boarding the Flying Raiders. They were all wolves and they all had a flaming wolf skull on their person.

“Men, ready your blades! All the young ones, below deck! Make sure the gunners have what they need!” Langford cried. From the rail a wolf appeared with a knife in his mouth. The wolf pirate quickly leapt over the rail and darted towards the Captain. But the Captain was undeterred. He pulled out his pistol and shot the wolf right between the eyes. The wolf dropped dead on the ground.

“C-Captain,” Lucas stuttered. He watched wide-eyed as the battle unfolded around him. He had been trained for battle by the captain, but he had yet to see actual bloodshed.

“Lucas, get your arse below deck!” Langford shouted. “I rather you be in the powder room than up here.”

“Y-Yes, Captain!” Lucas didn’t waist another second and rushed below deck.
Captain Langford smiled to himself as he watched that naked lad running. “I could watch that ass all day.” Of course, he didn’t have time to do that. He was under attack. Another wolf appeared leaping left and right towards the Captain. The Captain scoffed at the wolf, seconds before the wolf could stab him with his knife, Langford whipped out his blade in a flash, slicing the wolf’s neck.
Rallying his men together, the Captain charged ahead with his cutlass. In moments, the deck was filled with cries as swords, knives, and whatever other weapons the pirates wielded clashed with each other.

Captain Langford was signaled out for his bright red jacket. But any Hellhound who thought they could take on the half-naked squirrel didn’t live long to regret it. The Captain blocked, parried, and jabbed his way through the enemy pirates. Any he didn’t finish off were quickly done in by the crew. The old squirrel was angry.

“Did ye scurvy dogs really think you could take me on?!”

“Not them,” A voice answered. The Captain looked to his left to see a tall bare-chested wolf with a black jacket around his shoulders. “Just me.”





****

Lucas burst through the doors, his entrance drowned out by the sound of cannon fire. All around him the boys were helping the gunners load the cannons.
“Run out the guns!” One of the older squirrels yelled.

Another squirrel lit the fuse and covered his ears as the cannon fired. Multiple shots were heard as they fired at the enemy ship, but the enemy ship fired back and Lucas nearly lost his balance as he felt the ship take damage.

As Lucas began loading the gunpowder, he spotted Peter, wearing an oversized jacket trying to lift a cannonball. Is he crazy? He went over to the pudgy squirrel and noticed that he was shivering. “Peter, what’s wrong?”

Peter looked at him with tears in his eyes. “L-Lucas? Are we gonna die?” Lucas didn’t get to answer. “I don’t want to die, Lucas! I don’t know what to do! What if they feed us to the sharks!? What if they hang me from the gills?! I…”

“Shut up, Peter!” Peter shut up, and Lucas took a breath. “It’s gonna be alright. We’ll make it through this.” Peter then embraced the blue squirrel. “Most important thing is to not lose your nerve. You do that, and you’re already lost.”

Just then the wall behind them exploded. Dust and splinters flew everywhere as Peter and Lucas were sent to the ground. Struggling to stand, Lucas looked at the chaos around him. The debris lied everywhere, boys laid scattered, injured or dead, and a huge hold in the ship revealed the Hellhound was sailing menacingly across them.
“Lucas!” Lucas whipped his head around to see Clyde running towards him. The grey squirrel was just as naked as he was, but covered in less dust. “We got to get out of here!”
Lucas nodded as he rose to his knees, only for a low moan to catch his attention. It was Peter, out cold but still alive. “Grab… Peter.” Lucas said. 

The blue squirrel was covered under pieces of wood which Clyde quickly pushed aside. After placing the pudgy cub’s arm over his shoulder, he slowly but quickly made his way out from below deck with Lucas right behind him.






****

Blades clashed amongst the warring pirates. Those who weren’t quick or strong enough were soon outmatched and quickly taken out. Cries filled the air as many pirates on both sides lost their lives, but the fiercest battle of them all was between the two captains.
Captain Langford held his own against the younger Captain. The wolf was quick and light on his feet, but the Captain had years of experience and what he lacked in speed he made up for in strength. He parried another swipe and then locked blades with the young wolf.

“I’m growing tired of this ya mangy fleabag.” Langford spat. “It’s time I sent ya to Davy Jones’ Locker.”

“I’m not leaving until I get what’s mine, you bucktooth geezer.” The wolf jumped back ready to launch another attack, but as he did he slipped on the blood of a dead pirate and fell on his back.

The Captain was quick to take advantage of this and lunged for the wolf. “It’s over!”

A gunshot sounded.

Langford stumbled back. His face marked with disbelief as he placed his hand over his left breast in a useless attempt to stop the blood from flowing out.
“Yes, it is.” The wolf grinned.






****

“Captain!” Lucas screamed. He and Clyde had just managed to place Peter into one of the dinghies. He had seen the Captain fighting the other pirate and it seemed he had the upper hand. Then the dog pulled out his pistol and shot the Captain. And now the Captain laid on his back.
Lucas made a dash to the Captain. Fortunately, his cry had alerted the remaining crew of the Flying Raiders. The pirate squirrels leaped to their Captain’s aid. As his crew mates reengaged the Hell Hounds, Lucas reached for the Captain’s side.

“Captain, we need to go.” Lucas said.

The old squirrel was panting heavily. He looked up at the young squirrel struggling to stand, but it was hopeless. “L-Lucas… left pocket…”
It only took a second for Lucas to understand. He reached for the Captain’s left pocket and pulled out the item inside. It was a knife, with a golden hilt. Lucas’ first thought was to take the small blade and attack his Captain’s killer, but before he could pull the knife from its sheath, the Captain stopped him.

“No…” Langford said. “Take it… and run… it’s yours now.”
“What? Captain I-I…”

“I love you… Lucas.” Langford said as he stroked Lucas’ face. “Edward!”
Out of nowhere, the Quartermaster Edward snatched up Lucas and rushed him to the dinghy where Clyde and Peter were.

“No! Edward, get your paws off me!” Lucas yelled.

“I’m following my Captain’s orders.” Edward said. “Getting as many of the boys off this ship if it ever falls. Take care of yourself, Lucas.” 
With that, Edward tossed Lucas into the dinghy and in a quick motion slashed the rope that was keeping it up. The dinghy fell into the water with the three young squirrels with a loud splash. Clyde wasted no time grabbing an oar and doing his best to get away from the two ships.
“Captain! Captain Langford!” Lucas called.
“Lucas, come on!” Clyde yelled. “Help me row.”

Lucas reluctantly grabbed the other oar and began to row, but he still looked back at the ship. Hoping beyond hope that his Captain would survive.





*****

By the time the boys had found land, the sun was beginning to rise. Lucas and Clyde were exhausted. Peter, who had regained consciousness while they escaped to safety, did his best to find food and fresh water. The blue squirrel had found a waterfall and some trees with coconuts.

After they rested, they began looking for shelter. The best they could do were some large leaves and enough sticks to build a fire for the night. As the moon hang over their heads, they were all silent. Each one off in their own world.
Clyde kept poking the logs of the fire with a stick. Peter had been silently pouting to himself, and Lucas just stared at the fire while staring at the golden hilt of the knife the Captain had given him. His thoughts always returned to his Captain, his body bleeding out, the pained look on his face, his final words to him.
“Lucas?” Peter said.

“What?” Lucas responded.

“I asked if you were cold.” Peter said. “You and Clyde don’t have any clothes. I just thought…”

“I’m fine. I appreciate the thought, Peter.” Lucas said. He was a little cold, but he was a pirate. If he could stand naked in the middle of a storm he could certainly take a little chill while being naked next to a roaring flame.
Peter gave a half-smile. Looking towards Clyde, the grey squirrel was still silent. Peter looked back at the fire for a moment longer before speaking again. “What do we do now?”
It was Lucas who spoke. “At dawn, we will send a smoke signal. Hopefully, someone will see it. Then we can focus on hunting down the Hellhounds.” Clyde’s head bolted upwards and Peter just looked at Lucas with mouth agape.

“Are you crazy?!” Clyde shouted. “How in the seven hells are we supposed to take on the Hellhounds?”

“We’ll get a ship.” Lucas said while not facing either of his crewmates. 

“A ship, he says?” Clyde said in a mocking tone. “And who’s gonna give a ship to a bunch of cubs? How are we even gonna pay for a ship?!”

“We could sell that dagger.” Peter said, causing the other two squirrels to turn his direction. “I noticed you’ve been holding on to that dagger for a while. I know it’s the only weapon we have, but once we make it to civilization we could probably sell it for some coin.”
“We can’t,” Lucas said. “The Captain gave this to me.”

“What for?” Clyde said. “Unless there’s something special about it, Peter’s plan sounds like a good one.”
Lucas looked back at the knife as he pondered about what his friends said. What was so special about this knife? If it was valuable, maybe it could help them. He pulled the knife from its sheath and went slack jawed at what he saw.

“Holy shipwreck,” Clyde breathed.

The dagger wasn’t made out of metal, it was sapphire. It was a blade made completely out of sapphire! Lucas raised it up to the moon and it began to glow with an ethereal blue light.
“I-Is it magic?” Peter asked in astonishment.

“Whatever it is, it’s worth a fortune!” Clyde said as he eyed the dagger. “The Captain was holding out on us. How did we never know about this?”

Lucas was still transfixed by the blade. There was something otherworldly about it. And he wondered if this is what the Captain was planning to tell him. That’s when another thought came to mind. What if this is the reason they were attacked?






*****

“I’ve never seen a blade so sharp, the guards in my town would be awfully jealous.” Peter said as he looked over the dagger.

As they searched for more things to burn for the signal fire, Lucas decided to test out the blade, much to Clyde’s protest. But Clyde’s fears were put to rest as the blade cut through a tree as if it were paper. If it wasn’t obvious before, this was no ordinary dagger.
“I’m starting to wonder if you’re right, Peter.” Lucas said. “This has to be magic.”

“Lucas, Peter!” Clyde called. “There’s a ship coming!”

The two squirrels got up from the log they were sitting on and joined him on the edge of the beach. There on the horizon, a ship was closing in.

“Who is it? Do you think they see us? Are we saved?” Peter asked, hope and worry in his voice.

“I can’t tell, I don’t have me’ spyglass.” Clyde responded.
They waited a bit longer, Peter and Lucas doing all they could to make the smoke bigger as Clyde kept observing to get a read on the ship. When he saw the flag, his blood went cold.

“It’s the Hellhounds!” Clyde shouted.

“What?!” Lucas shouted as he ran towards Clyde. Looking back at the ship, he could clearly see the flag of the wretched pirates they escaped only a few days ago. “Damn. How did they know where to find us?”

“S-Should I put out the fire?” Peter asked worriedly.
“No, they’ve surely seen it by now. We need to lose them in the jungle. Quickly!”

With that, the cubs turned tail and ran. Running deep into the woods, they found a cave behind a waterfall and hid in there. Minutes passed, it seemed like hours. Three squirrels huddled together in the cold water, doing their best to stay hidden. At first it seemed like they were safe, than the dagger started glowing.

“What’s it doing?” Clyde whispered. “Make it stop!”

“I don’t know how!” Lucas said trying to keep his voice down. 

As the dagger glowed, it began to make a low humming sound, it almost sounded like music. But Lucas needed it to be quiet! He snatched Peter’s jacket and wrapped it around the dagger, but the humming and glowing only became stronger. It refused to be hidden!

“Found you,” a voice said.

Through the waterfall, three wolves entered the cave. The one in front, Lucas recognized immediately, the pirate who murdered his captain.
“You, bastard!” Lucas shouted. Without thinking he tried to attack the large wolf, only for Peter and Clyde to hold him back.

“Mind your manners, cub.” The wolf said with an amused smirk. “The name’s Captain Rusto and you have something that I need.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Lucas said. Although he had a good guess.

Rusto gave a disappointing look at the young squirrel before removing a dagger from his hip. “Really, boy, just hand over the key and we’ll be on our way.”

“Key? What key?”

The Wolf took a deep breath, his brow furrowed in clear sign of annoyance. He then removed the dagger from its sheath and a crimson light filled the room. The dagger that Rusto wielded was made completely of rubies!
The boys stared at the scarlet dagger with their mouths agape until Peter spoke. “H-His dagger looks just like the one you’re holding!”

“Quite right, little one. Now if you could just hand it over…” Captain Rusto said as he began marching forward.

Hundreds of questions were going through Lucas’ head right now, but he had to focus on escaping. He needed to distract the Captain. “Wait, you called it key. A key to what?”

The three wolves halted, looking at each other quizzically until the Captain spoke again. “You really don’t know? It’s one of the seven keys to the Island of the Avatars.”

“That’s a myth!” Clyde shouted. 

Of course it was a myth. The Avatars, the seven deities who ruled this world alongside mortals before they disappeared. It was said they lived on an island protected by powerful magic and possessed treasures that would make a king’s ransom seem petty at best. Of course, it was just a fairy tale, right?
“Well, can’t say I blame you.” Rusto chuckled. “I used to think that, too. But I’ve seen some crazy shit just getting my hands on this beauty right here.” He said twirling the ruby dagger in his paw. “And let me tell you, it made a believer out of me. And even if it isn’t real, you can bet these daggers will fetch a high price on the market.”

Lucas gripped his dagger tight. He wasn’t sure how much he truly believed, but what he did know was that Rusto would kill them for this dagger. “So, we hand you the dagger, and you’ll leave us be?”
Rusto’s lips curled into a smile. “Of course.” He was lying.
Lucas wasn’t sure why he did it, but in that moment he raised the blue dagger into the air and a blinding light erupted from it. The pirates shielded their eyes from the blue dagger’s magic and once the light faded they found that the three cubs were gone.

“Find them!” 






****

“Lucas! What the hell was that?!” Clyde shouted as they ran from the cave.

“I don’t know, I just knew that it would happen.” Lucas replied as they ran through the trees.

“Shouldn’t we have just given him the dagger?” Peter said. “He’d said he would let us go.”

“He was lying, Peter,” Lucas said. They halted near a boulder as Lucas checked to see if they were being followed. “That bastard was gonna kill us for the fun of it.”
The pudgy blue squirrel gulped as he grabbed his tail and began to stroke it. “W-What are we going to do?”

“First,” Clyde said as he took Peter’s paw and handed him a pistol. “You’re going to take this.”

Peter looked at the gun to Clyde’s naked grey furred body. “Where were you hiding this?”
“My tail,”

“But…”

“Quit your babbling and get a move on!” Lucas shouted. “And Peter, hand me your jacket.






****

Captain Rusto had ordered his men to split up to find the cubs. He sent the stocky one to the right and the gangly one to the left. The fat wolf was giggling the whole time as he searched the island for the cubs, thinking of what he would do when he got a hold of them.

“I’m gonna take the pudgy one and stretch that hold of his real nice.” The pirate said to himself. Just then he heard a sound from nearby. “Gotcha’!” 

The wolf traveled a bit further up and saw the jacket that belong to the blue squirrel. He could barely contain his laughter, the exact cub he was thinking about, hiding poorly among the bushes. Tip-toeing carefully, licking his lips in anticipation, and once he was close enough, he pounced!
“Your miaaahhhiiieeee!” The wolf snatched the jacket but there was no fluffy squirrel. Only open air and the pit of spikes below him.






****

“Sounds like our trap worked.” Clyde said.

It really wasn’t their trap. Whoever was on the island before them had dug that spike pit. They had discovered it when they first came to the island. By simply hanging Peter’s jacket on a nearby branch and causing a little noise, they had lured one of their pursuers to his death.
“I really wish I could get that jacket back.” Peter said.

“It’s just a jacket,”

“It was Damien’s jacket!” Peter cried. “He said it was good luck… and I could have it if I agreed to be his boy.” Peter began to sob, thinking of the pirate who took his virginity before things went to hell.

Clyde wanted to say something, but he wasn’t sure how to deal with this. He usually just relieved all his tension with his lover. He would talk and the older squirrel would listen. “Come on, Peter. We have to go before the others catch up.”

“Too late, you little runts!” Out from the bushes, another pirate jumped out and sent a fist into Clyde’s jaw. “That was my mate, you bastards. I’m gonna skin you alive.”
Clyde struggled to stand up. Peter had run off when the pirate showed up. The gangly pirate was on top of Clyde now and grabbed him by the neck. He was going to choke him to death!

“Should have handed over the trinket, fuzz ball. Maybe you would have lived longer.” The pirate grinned.

Clyde struggled to free himself from the pirate, but despite the pirate’s skinny frame, he was still stronger than the little cub. He frantically began kicking the pirate in the stomach, but the wolf only grunted. The more Clyde struggled the tighter the wolf squeezed. Soon he couldn’t breathe.
A gunshot went off. Clyde gasped for air as the hands around his neck weakened. The pirate stumbled backwards his eyes wide with pain. A second gunshot went off and this time he fell face first into the ground.
Peter held the gun, his hands still trembling after he pulled the trigger. The blue squirrel was still processing what he had done.
Clyde was still struggling for breath as he clasped his paw on Peter’s shoulder. “You… alright?”

“I-I just killed someone…” Peter said, his voice hollow.

“He was trying to kill us Peter. He was about to kill me. Thank you.”

Peter looked to Clyde and gave him a weak smile. He was still trembling but knowing that his friend was still alive thanks to him calmed him, if only a little.
“I guess we should meet up with Lucas now.” Peter said.

The two followed the path that Lucas took when they escaped the pirates. They found the young squirrel on the edge of a cliff, looking over the isle. When he heard the two approach he whirled around, dagger in hand. But he relaxed when he saw it was them.
“Are you two alright?” Lucas asked.

“Yeah, we took out Rusto’s goons. Now we just need to get off this island.” Clyde said.

“None of you brats are leaving here alive.” Captain Rusto appeared, pistol in hand and he aimed it straight at Lucas.
“Shit!” Clyde shouted as he pushed Lucas aside. The gun went off, and the bullet grazed Clyde’s shoulder.
“Run!” Lucas yelled. He raised the blue dagger and the blinding light came forth once more. As they ran away from the Captain, though, the wolf fired another shot and Lucas swear he felt it zip past his cheek.

“The same trick doesn’t work twice, boy.” Rusto growled while shielding his eyes.
“Split up! We’ll lose him in the trees!” Lucas yelled.

“What? Wait guys, don’t leave me!” Peter shouted, but it was too late. Lucas and Clyde had both separated, leaving Peter all alone. “Guys please, I can’t…” Peter tripped over his feet and fell on the ground.
“Ow…” Peter got back up slowly, only to come face to face with Captain Rusto.

“Hey there, fatty.” The wolf smiled. Suddenly his hand shot out and lifted the little squirrel by his neck. “Okay ya blue bastard, tell me where my dagger is.”

“Ah… Ahhh…” Peter couldn’t breathe. Tears were streaming down his cheeks. He was scared, he didn’t want to die. If he knew it would’ve ended like this when he joined the Captain… He still would have joined.
With as much force as he could muster, he opened his jaw and brought his buck teeth down on the Captain’s hand. The Captain, surprised by the action, immediately let go and began swearing while holding his hand.

“You little piece of shit.” The Captain went over to Peter who was struggling back on his feet and kicked him in the gut. 

Peter’s lungs were gasping for air. It hurt just to breathe. The Captain picked up Peter by his head fur. He took a moment to look in the plump squirrel’s eyes expecting to see fear, instead he saw defiance. 

“Heh, you got some balls to look at me like that, boy.” Rusto said as he threw him back on the ground. “Let’s see what you got.” Peter was on his back as the Captain placed his boot above Peter’s cock and slightly brushed it.

Peter gasped at the touch. The Captain was gentle at first, bringing the blue squirrel’s prick to full mast. Then he came down on his nuts hard. Peter screamed as the Captain began torturing his cock and balls. Rubbing his dick and smashing it down. Before long, his cock unloaded a massive load of cum.
“Whoa!” The Captain said as he dodged the torrent of little cub seed. “I was right about those balls. You must have been pent up!” Peter didn’t respond, he just laid there gasping for breath. The Captain raised him up one last time and drew his sword. “Too bad, ya could have been the ship cum bucket.” And with one swift motion, Rusto brought the blade across Peter’s neck.
Time slowed down for Peter as he fell to the ground. He was dying, he knew that much. Even as all feeling left his body and his vision turned dark, his final thoughts were of when he left his old life and became a pirate. He didn’t regret anything.






****
Clyde exhaled a sharp breath as he held his bleeding shoulder. He could have sworn he heard Peter back there. They shouldn’t have separated. Peter was obviously the slowest, the weakest, he needed the most protection out of all of them.
Clyde suddenly heard movement nearby. He kept as still and quiet as possible. He couldn't move until he knew who it was. At least he was well hidden, nobody could find him… unless they followed the trail of blood!
Clyde ducked just in time to avoid Rusto’s blade. While Rusto licked his lips with anticipation. “One cub down, two more to go.”

“One cub? Damn…” Clyde didn’t have to guess who the Captain was referring too. He hoped that Peter would have made it, but no. The Gods were cruel, indeed.

“Make this interesting, boy. Even the fat one put up a fight in the end.” Rusto grinned.

“His name was Peter, you bastard!” Clyde shouted as he lunged for the Captain. 

The Captain lazily swung his sword, aiming for Clyde’s neck. “Disappointing,” he thought. He was surprised to hear the sound of his sword connecting with something hard.
Without the wolf noticing, Clyde had picked up a rock, and with the wolf’s lazy sword arm he parried the blade and took advantage of the Captain’s shock. Rock still in hand, Clyde drove the edge of the stone into the wolf’s ribs. He drew blood, and he was pretty sure he felt a bone.
Rusto’s face went from shocked to terror-stricken. He stumbled back, how could he let a cub get the better of him. He reached for his pistol and aimed for Clyde’s head. But that’s when a bright flash blinded him.

“Let’s end this bastard, Clyde!” Lucas yelled.

Fueled by vengeance and survival, the two squirrel cubs attacked the wolf. Lucas drove his blue dagger into the Captain’s knee. The Captain fell as he cried out in pain. Clyde was there in an instant, delivering a right hook to the Captain’s face.
When the wolf was flat on his back, Lucas took the blue dagger and brought it to his throat while Clyde did his best to keep him to the ground.

“Go to hell,” Lucas growled.

Rusto smiled. “You first.” With swift movement the Captain pulled out the red dagger and it flashed a crimson light. 

Both Lucas and Clyde recoiled as their fur suddenly caught on fire! They rolled along the sand, doing everything they could think of to put out the flames, but nothing worked.

“Gaaahhh!!! What is this!?” Clyde cried.

Lucas knew what he meant. This fire, it wasn’t natural. He had been burned before, but this pain was intense. What kind of witchcraft were they dealing with? What other powers did the daggers hold? Did his hold the same kind of power?

Spurred by the thought, Lucas held up the blue dagger again and prayed for a miracle. As the dagger shined, Lucas could swear that the sea herself had washed over him. Instantly, a wave of cold air washed over him and the flames dispersed. Lucas took a breath of relief, only now noticing that he could see his own breath and that the area around him was covered in frost. 

“Such amazing power. Did you see it, Clyde?” There was no answer. Lucas looked over to see his friends body covered in ice. “No… No!”

He rushed to his friend’s side and turned him over, even though he was covered in ice, but he could tell by looking at his burnt body. The flames had taken him before the dagger could save him. Clyde was dead. 

“Clyde… Peter…” Lucas whispered. His friends, his captain, they were all gone, he was the last of the Flying Raiders.

“Let’s end this boy,” Rusto’s voice came over Lucas like ice water. 

He turned around, barely avoiding the red dagger from slicing his neck off. He wielded the blue dagger, but the magic blade trembled in his hands. All his shipmates were gone, what was the point anymore?

He brought his blade up just as Rusto brought his down. As the two daggers struck each other a wave of power was unleashed. Lucas yelped dropping his dagger and leaving him defenseless. Rusto however pounced on the little squirrel, driving the dagger into his belly.

Lucas was face to face with Rusto. The Captain grinned smuggly as he looked into the eyes of the dying cub. Lucas began to cry, he was dead and he knew it. He shivered as he felt Rusto lick away his tears until he withdrew the red dagger from his stomach.
“Tough break, kid,” Rusto grinned. “I’ll remember you when I’m ruler the seven seas!” Rusto continued to gloat as he went over and picked up the blue dagger and walked away from the dying squirrel.

Lucas’ crying began in earnest. He thought back to his friends, the crew, and his Captain one final time. “Captain… I love you, too…”

“Took you being on death’s door to finally say it, eh?”

That voice! It couldn’t be! He strained his eyes staring into the sun as the form of Captain Langford appeared before him.
“Let’s go, Lucas… There’s a whole new adventure waiting for us.”

Whether it was a death dream or it was real, Lucas didn’t care. The sunlight shone down on the beach. Shining brightly on corpse of a little squirrel, smiling happily.
