Cub Pits: Croc vs Shark
Brok entered the arena. The young crocodile wore his purple boxing shorts. As his opponent Gabriel or Sharp Tooth, as he liked to be called, strutted down in his blue wrestling trunks. Brok had waited so long for a chance at the shark. He was a newcomer, originally from the Aquatic region where everyone can breathe underwater. But ever since coming to the Central region, he had made a name for himself.
The problem was that he was a cocky and arrogant asshole. He had to insult everyone and even the coaches had to step in. Brok was tired of his mouth, and he had the nerve to insult his grandfather, one of the greatest pit fighters in history. He was going to tame this shark one way or another.

“Yo! You ready snakeskin?” Gabriel smirked.  
“Sure thing, fish breath,” Brok said.

“All right, boys settle down.” Richard the horse referee entered the ring and inspected the young boys. 

He patted down Brok and even removed the croc’s shorts to make sure he wasn’t hiding anything. Before moving on he rubbed the croc’s belly causing the young boy to moan a little.  He smirked and then went over to Gabriel. He patted the young shark down and spent some time rubbing the boy’s chest. For a thirteen-year-old, he had some large pecs.

“Okay, you know the rules.” The ref began. “Fangs and claws are allowed, but no eye gouging. Low blows are also allowed, and sexual attacks are highly encouraged. The winner is decided when their opponent dies or submits. In which case the victor may still have his way with him before he snuffs him out. Understood?”

“Yep,” Both boys said.

“All right. Fight!”

As soon as the bell rang the ring began to change. The ring opened up revealing a pool of water, and the platform began to lower as the outside floor opened up.

“What the hell!?” Brok said as the whole arena turned into an indoor pool. 

The ring had lowered enough that the water had covered everyone’s feet, but it didn’t go any lower. Finally, the ring posts and the ropes lowered until they were out of view. This threw Brok off as part of his fight style was forcing his opponent into the corner and unleashing a full beatdown.

“Hey, what’s going on!” Brok shouted. “We’re supposed to be fighting in the normal ring!”
Richard gave him a puzzling look. “The fight request said the Pool Arena, let me look.” The horse said as he exited, only to realize that he now had to swim across. He decided to remove his referee shirt and then dived into the water.
Brok watched as the ref swam across the arena, as he turned around, he saw Gabriel’s grin growing wider. That’s when it hit him. 

“Bastard,” Brok growled.

Gabriel began chuckling, he couldn’t contain himself any longer as his jaw opened Brok could see the rows of razor-sharp teeth lining his mouth. The croc gulped as he remembered the poor cubs who had ended up on the wrong end of them. He had to be careful not to end up the same way.
A few minutes later, Richard swam back to the ring. “Sorry, kid the match rules are set. There’s no changing them.”

“It’s fine,” Brok grumbled.

Richard pulled himself out of the water. His large horse cock swayed back and forth as he walked towards the center of the ring. “All right let’s get this match started. Ready? Fight!”

The boys walked to the center of the ring, kicking up water with each step. Once they were within arm’s reach, they began to circle one another. Brok struck first, sending a right jab toward the shark. He missed but then he went for a left jab, and he missed again, he rushed forward and was able to strike him on the nose. As Gabriel reeled backward, Brok pressed on. He delivered a flurry of punches.

“Oof,” Gabriel grunted as Brok delivered punches to his body. The croc delivered a heavy punch to the shark’s belly. Gabriel fell backward holding his stomach, but he didn’t realize he was at the edge of the ring. “Wh-Whoa!” Gabriel shouted as he fell backward, his arms and legs flailing about.
“Crap,” Brok said. His opponent, a shark was in the water, his element. He thought about his next move. He was confident in his swimming skills but didn’t know about the shark’s skills. He was probably better with his webbed hands and feet. Still, he would have to take off his boxing gloves if he did go after him. “Maybe I can wait him out.”
Just as he takes his gloves off, the shark’s arm shoots out and grabs Brok’s tail. Brok is surprised by the shark’s sneak attack and his strength. As soon as he’s in the water the shark throws a punch into Brok’s belly. A bit of air escaped his muzzle, causing a cloud of bubbles to cloud his vision. Thus, was unable to see the shark maneuvering around him, and trapping him in a dragon sleeper hold.

Brok prepares for the sleeper hold, but the shark does something unexpected. He bends Brok backward exposing his belly, but Brok feels him reach for his shorts and pulls them down. On instinct, Brok performs his species' signature move, the death roll. Although without biting into his opponent, there will be little chance of death, the maneuver allows him to break free.

Brok escapes and then quickly turns back to his opponent. Gabriel still surprised by the maneuver is caught off-guard when the gator grabs his arm and forces it behind his back. As Gabriel grunts in pain, Brok flexes his claws and delivers and delivers a pec claw to the shark’s left pectoral. Gabriel lets out a sharp gasp and can feel his cocks starting to stir. He tries to escape but Brok won’t let him. 
Brok decides to go for the kill. Opening his large jaw, he chomps down on the shark’s head. The shark panics as the gator’s teeth sink into his snout.

Brok performs another death roll, twisting the shark’s neck as he forces his body counterclockwise. Brok hears a popping sound.

“Was that his neck?” Brok guesses. He stops rolling and lets go of the shark. Gabriel is twitching, his eyes are half-open and his body slowly sinking to the bottom of the pool. “Guess that’s that.”
Brok decides to grab the body. It’ll be a pain if the ref asks for proof, plus he can still see the shark twitching. If he’s alive he’ll finish him on the surface.

Brok swims down towards the shark. He sees the shark’s twin cocks peeking through his shorts. “If I had to dicks, I’d probably be cocky too.”

Out of curiosity, he decides to pull down on the shark’s shorts. So preoccupied with his opponent’s dicks he didn’t see the slasher smile from the shark.
The shark bit into his neck, causing him to panic immediately. Brok tried to get away, but Gabriel sank his teeth even further. Knowing the gator couldn’t breathe underwater, the shark focused on expelling all the gator’s oxygen. He began delivering strikes to his gut and neck, driving all the air from the gator, and it was working.

Brok’s eyes bulged. He had to get out of here! He tried to attack the shark, using his hands, feet, knees, and elbows. But the shark wouldn’t budge, and due to his panicking state, he wasn’t landing any good hits.
As the shark plunged its teeth deeper into the gator’s throat. Brok felt his cock begin to stir. He was being dominated, defeated, and killed. Part of him was enjoying it. And he hated that. The submissive part of all males loves to be dominated by the superior man.

Brock's movements became slower, and Gabriel took the opportunity to stroke his growing bulge. Brok let out an involuntary moan, that expelled the rest of his oxygen. He felt the shark’s teeth move and had the distinct feeling that he was smiling.

“Bastard…” Brok thought, even as his mind began to fade.

Brok could feel his cock being stroked. The shark was stroking the gator’s cock. Brok could only moan in protest. The humiliation of being dominated only increased by how much he was enjoying it. Soon he gave into the lust—his body humping with the shark’s stroking.
Gabriel knew he had won. He removes his teeth from the gator’s neck so he can focus on his humiliation. He smiles as the gator moans in ecstasy. He can tell the gator wants to cum badly. He decides to grant his wish and sends two of his fingers into his pucker.
A burst of bubbles erupts from Brok’s muzzle. A few more thrusts and his cock shoot his seed out into the water. Brok tries to keep his eyes open, but he knows he’s lost. Know matter what he does his eyes, refuse to stay open.
Gabriel swam to the top, carrying his latest kill. Once he reached the surface, he hoisted the gator’s body onto the platform. The ref, who saw the blood in the water had already made his way to the ring. 

He checked the gator’s body. He lifted his arm and it fell limp, then he went to check for a pulse. The horse shook his head and raised Gabriel’s arm.
“Winner, Gabriel!”

Gabriel raised both his arms in triumph. He then looked towards his opponent's body. “How long until he’s revived?”

Richard looked at the gator’s body. He took time to admire the cum still spurting from the gator’s cock. “Two hours, give or take.”
Gabriel begins stroking his two cocks. “Tell him to come to my room when he wakes up.”
