As Maxy walked painfully through the light of day, he grumbled irritably. The rabbit’s hangover was making the world glow unnaturally, with every reflection of the sun hitting his eyes like a lense-flare. It made his already sweltering trek even more frustrating as he stormed in silent rage through town on one of the hottest days of the year. Had he any choice he wouldn’t be here, he’d be at home sweltering in the shade instead.

Unfortunately, his home was repossessed by that slut, otherwise known as the superintendent at the apartment building where he’d been staying for the last 2 years, attempting to make money whenever and however he could, only to spend it on cheap alcohol. It wasn’t the high life by a long shot, but it kept him sufficiently hammered not to give a shit either way. But the she-bitch who ran the building had knocked on his door again just as she had every month prior when demanding rent. This time however, she’d been particularly irate, and after forcing her way into his apartment with some hired muscle to back her up, she only grew more furious.

The whore, whose name he’d never cared to learn, was shouting nonsense at him as he wobbled out of her path, still feeling the effects of last night’s exploits. Her ire was about some kind of “smell”, a rank odor that she appeared convinced was emanating from his apartment. However, even as the canine sniffed around his apartment searching for the source of her rage, she couldn’t pin-point it. 

At that point the woman, who he’d only just then realized was a german shepard on account of being drunk every time he’d encountered her, fumed as she marched towards the buck, shaking her finger and throwing threats at him. She demanded he reveal the source of the smell or she would evict him.

Max had given the two burly saint bernards backing her up a funny look before addressing her in his unfortunately slurred drawl, “I don’smell nuthin’.”

It was true that he didn’t smell anything, but the bitch only grew even more enraged before demanding viciously that he leave at once. Her body-guards loomed over him threateningly, and being completely plastered, he didn’t want to cause a scene. He just shrugged, scooped up the blood-red tie that completed his wardrobe of a stained white dress shirt, shaggy black khakis  and a pair of scuffed black dress shoes, and turned to leave one wobbly inebriated step at a time.

He recalled stopping in the doorway and turning back to say something, but he couldn’t remember what he said or the following exchange that occurred. At some point he just wound up outside in the heat, wandering aimlessly towards some unknown destination; a task he didn’t feel like deviating from right now.

The brutes that had been backing her up were not something he wanted to mess with right now by heading back to the apartment. Instead he was looking for a place to get a glass of some liquid gold to sooth his throbbing head.

His trek eventually led him into the large park in the center of town. By then he was painfully, angrily and bitterly sober. For the first time in months his was clarity was crystal clear, and he hated every moment of it. With each step he kicked the ground, paws jammed into his pockets as he slumped to keep his face in the shade of his body. All the while he cussed out the superintendent.

“Stupid fucking bitch,” he grumbled. “What fucking smell? Last time I checked I don’t have the nose of a flea-bitten mongrel. Maybe they were smelling their own fucking asses.”

He fell silent for a moment before adding, “They better not fucking touch my shit.”

It didn’t take long in the park before he eventually got sick of walking and looked for the nearest bench, dropping down on it roughly. All his walking had worked up a considerable panting. His tongue hung out behind his bucked teeth as he looked around the area with angry red eyes, his brow hanging so low on his head, they felt permanently stuck there.

As he looked around the park, he noticed a lot of shit he didn’t care about; families having picnics, joggers running and cubs playing ball in the field in front of him. He focused on the cubs playing. Lucky little shits. They wouldn’t last two seconds in his shoes, dealing with the all the bullshit life was throwing at him.

He scowled at those little cubs, no older than four or five years old.  They were kicking a ball around without a care in the world. He wanted to go over there and slap each one in the face, but that would’ve required effort and he didn’t want to contend with angry parents, so instead he settled on calming his breathing as he stared at the ground, trying to avoid thinking of the bitch that evicted him, or the alcohol that was no longer in his system. Both enraged him to the point where he wanted to kick someone, anyone, square in the face.
Daniel watched the clock in the classroom impatiently, occasionally glancing across the room and sharing a competitive stare at one of his rivals. It was Friday, the day some of the cubs went down to the park and played a game of soccer until their parents came to pick them up. The ferret shot Daniel a grin, as last week, the little ferret was always one step ahead of the little bunny.

Daniel only scowled, but it was mostly a playful scowl. The rest of him was a bit of a sore loser, which he wasn't too bad at consciously suppressing, but he just didn't like losing. He wasn't the greatest player in his class by a long shot, but he was getting better, and had a role to play in at least one or two past wins.

When the bell finally rang, he smiled mischievously, and stood up, walking out of the classroom and into the hallway. As the ferret showed up, nearly walking past him, Daniel's pace quickened to keep up. With that, the ferret's pace also quickened, and before long, it was a race through the halls, then out of the building, both of them running faster as the principal saw them.

“Hey! No running! Stop! Get back here NOW!”

They knew they'd be in trouble when they got back, but if they stopped now, they'd be stuck in his office forever while he lectured them on the importance of rules and safety, and all that garbage, and today was soccer day. Nothing was going to stop them from getting to the park, and it seemed like the race was going to take them all the way there.

Beating each other in the next game was all they thought about all day, and eventually they made it to the street leading to the park, nearly out of breath, both of them panting and stepping heavily, before they eventually ended up putting on a show, tongues hanging out, eyes rolling back, acting like they were dieing as they giggled at one-another's show.

They both walked past the hung-over buck on their way in, cussing and mumbling about some bitch in his apartment. They both watched him walk by, seemingly paying them no mind. They looked back to one-another, then back at the buck, and giggled in amusement at his blatant profanity before going to the meeting site.

It wasn't long before the other cubs showed up and they broke up into their usual teams, getting the game started. Daniel and Chris continued their usual rivalry, one-upping each other throughout the game. Chris stopped for a moment as he heard the adult bunny cussing again behind him. He looked behind him towards Maxy just as the ball was rolling towards him.

Daniel saw his chance..

“Caught ya napping!”

He slid in and kicked the ball out from in front of the ferret, sending it flying right towards the park bench, and right towards the pissed-off rabbit.
The short-tempered buck had nearly attained a semblance of inner peace when the black-and-white checkered ball collided with his head and ricocheted nearly vertically overhead.

“What the f—!” Max started to shout when the ball suddenly came back to earth and hit him on the head a second time.

Growling angrily the buck flailed his arms over his head angrily in response to the assault before his eyes abruptly locked onto the culprit as it lazily bounced away. Fury aglow in his eyes and etched jaggedly into his face, Max leapt off of the bench violently and snapped the ball up in his sharp claws, just about to burst the foul toy when some of the cubs ran up to him.

“Sorry Mister,” a worried looking ferret boy said apologetically. “Can we have our ball back?”

His angry red eyes shifted focus from the ball he held up in one hand to the boy who had spoken, his face dark with malice. He turned his head to face the cub so as to snap in his face, but something suddenly tugged on the short fuse of his rage.

Max’s snarl shifted into a scowl as he glanced back to the ball for a moment.

“No,” he stated harshly, “I think I’ll keep it.”
Daniel watched the ball fly, cringing from his spot on the ground as he noticed where it was going and.. right into his head! Daniel giggled softly at the impromptu slapstick humor, but his giggle faded as the rabbit stood up and glared so angrily at the ball. He had never seen anyone quite this angry before.

He slowly stood to his feet, stepping behind one of the approaching cubs. He didn't want to find out where that anger would eventually lead him. His worried expression intensified a little as the adult grabbed up the ball. Chris asked politely for the ball back, and Daniel was only glad he wasn't the first one to speak to the rabbit.

He squeaked softly over the silence that followed his clear plans not to give the ball back, breaking his fear just enough to speak up against the injustice... a little... He stepped out of the shadow of a young canine, his voice stammering for a moment before he finally got his words out.

“B-But.. but.. that's... that's our ball! That's our.. on—only ball! We don't have any m-more!”

He tensed after he grasped the reality of confronting the angry adult, a chill down his spine as he froze in place, trying to remind himself that nobody would let this guy hurt him if he tried.
The stunned silence pleased Max for the few moments that it lasted. Their sad faces made him feel a little less shitty about his own situation. A grin started to form on his face when another cub suddenly spoke up, stammering like an idiot.

His head turned slowly as his fiery red eyes locked onto the blue-furred rabbit peeking out from behind a little pup. The smile dropped and a snarl began to form on his face again, but it quickly passed as his expression turned into false concern.

“Oh, I’m sorry. You’re only ball? I bet you must really want it back, huh?” All the cubs nodded their heads before suddenly jumping in terror as Max shouted, “Well, TOO FUCKING BAD!” A little spittle hit the nearest boy as they all retreated slightly.

“You’re mean!” cried a young raccoon at the back of the group.

“Yeah, well suck it up you little bitch,” he sneered, causing the girl to recoil in shock. “The ball’s mine now, so get the fuck outta here.”

“But—But that’s not fair!” the ferret whined.

Max had started to turn away, but stopped. He turned back sharply and lurched towards them, causing them to retreat further as he snapped at the top of his lungs, “Yeah? Well, news flash: LIFE ISN’T FAIR!!”

The fuming buck stepped forward again reaching down to grab one of the little fuckers, but they all backed away save for one. Max grabbed the shirt of the blue bunny and hoisted him off the ground to get so frighteningly close to his face that their noses touched. “And the quicker you little shits figure that out, the better. Life is going to fuck you little brats every goddamn chance it gets, so get the FUCK used to it!”

As he snapped those final words, he threw the runt into the group, knocking several of them over like bowling pins. He started to grin again when he was suddenly assaulted by the onset on a fresh headache. Max pinched the space between his eyes cringed sharply. His anger was still boiling and he wanted to get away from this situation.

“Y’know what? You little parasites what your fucking ball back?” Max suddenly took another step forward, causing those who were still standing to retreat in fear; but instead of going after them, he lined up the ball and, with the hardest kick he could summon, fuelled by the flames of his outrage, punted the accursed thing into the stratosphere.

It didn’t make it nearly that far of course, but it sailed so high that when it came back down it got wedge the uppermost branches of the park’s larger trees.

“Well GO FETCH!” he bellowed so loudly his own ears rung.

His growing migraine didn’t thank him for that. He swelled in his skull as he stumbled backwards, feeling as though he was going to black out. However, the rage in his chest was still burning and he had to get away before he actually got around to kicking one of the little punks in the face.

Waving his paw it dismissal, Max turned sharply and stormed off, muttering angrily to himself. “Little termites… fuckin’… leeches…”

And he barreled down the path past a mother fox and her daughter he snapped,” What the fuck are YOU looking at!?” They recoiled, but Max was too far past them to notice, blind with hatred and the pulsing pain of a fresh headache.
As Daniel spoke, his sentence was broken slightly as those scary red eyes locked onto his. He had Maxy's full attention, and he was starting to wish he didn't, from the temporary scowl that came over his face, his voice getting shakier and more broken with every slow second that Maxy was staring at him.

He started to back up, almost ready to sink quickly behind the group of cubs, but as they started backing him up, he stopped, and stood there, watching. This adult was being very mean, not giving an inch of compassion, yelling at them, intimidating the whole group. Daniel couldn't understand how one bad kick could fuel so much rage, and that was before he saw the full extent of it.

He didn't want to look into those scary red eyes anymore, but soon after he looked away, he noticed everyone recoiling. His eyes raised right into an extended paw before he could react, lifting him fully off the ground, grabbing Maxy's arm and freezing in his grasp with terror like he had never known before, eyes and muzzle wide open, his wide eyes locked point-blank with those angry red eyes now.

All he could hear was the yelling, his mind not even distinguishing the words. He was completely shocked, his shirt slowly ripping as the buck leaned over him to keep his nose pressed against his. He squeaked loudly in fear as Maxy reared back, and flung him against the other cubs. The wall of recoiling bodies broke his fall, so he wasn't hurt, but he was done.

As soon as he hit the ground, he scrambled back to his feet with a rush of adrenaline, plowing through everyone and fleeing in terror until he was behind a tree, peeking out with wide eyes as Maxy finished his rant and disposed of their ball. He stood there behind the tree, panting and shivering, never having known the depths of adult rage before now.

Once the ordeal was over, Chris and two other cubs made their way over to check on the horrified bunny as the rest tried to toss sticks and stuff up in the tree to knock the ball loose. Daniel's shirt was ripped at the collar, the rest sagging far below his creamy white chest. With the mean adult storming off, he gathered it was safe to step out from behind the tree, his mouth dry from all the panting, and shuddering still. For an innocent 5-year-old, there was certainly nothing more traumatic than being effortlessly flung through the air by a raging adult.
Maxy had reached the opposite end of the park before he even considered calming himself down. Not that he wanted to, but he’d received one too many looks along the path and he was getting fed up with it. The simmering rabbit opted for a time-out to clear his head as he exited the park and cross the street.

He needed a pick-me-up, but finding bars in this city that wouldn’t throw him out on sight was getting harder, dealing with his frayed nerves was difficult without a good bottle or two of booze in him. He hated being sober, and not just for the hang-overs it caused. Life was shitty enough for him without having to experience it with a clear head. All it did was make him lament and feel angry with himself.

Anger was an emotion he really didn’t want to stir again, today. Things always got bad when his tempers rose. He shuddered to think what would have happened had he not removed himself from the situation. For sure he would have grabbed a hold of each of those puny brats and caved their skulls in. Or worse, he might have actually blacked out. Then he’d have been at the mercy of a bunch of snot-nosed little pussies, who might’ve just grown the balls to retaliate.

At any rate, had he done anything more, the parents and by extension the cops would have caught up to him again. The buck was not in the mood for another two weeks or more in a cell to sober up, or be forced into one of those fucking anger management groups. He’d had to endure both too many times in the past. It was why he tried to contain his temper when he could, but with the shit he had to deal with today, being kicked out of the street for the hundredth time, he was at his limit well before those stupid, lousy imps hit him with that ball.

Knee-deep in his troubled thoughts, Max passed by an electronics shop playing the current news on their display model television sets. He came to a stop, welcoming the distraction as he squinted at the screens and strained his ears to hear the muffled voice of the news caster.

“Earlier today… bodies found… superintendent… apartments… murdered… police looking…”

From what little he grasped, several critters were murdered earlier today and their bodies dumped into a burning dumpster belonging to some apartment complex by the looks of some of the imagery on the screens. Max scoffed irritably, wishing that had been his superintendent. The bitch fucking deserved it, sure enough. Her and those mindless meat-bags she hauled around everywhere she went. The rabbit spat at the ground to cleanse his mind of those thoughts.

As he turned and walked away, the screens displayed the apartment building in question; his former residence.
Daniel stood behind the tree, eyes following the crazed rabbit as he stormed down the path. It wasn't until he disappeared from view that Daniel finally started to calm down, just in time to notice that Chris was waving him out.

“Come on, Daniel, let's keep playing!”

Daniel blinked as he finally snapped out of his fear, looking up just as someone managed to hit the ball with the stick and knock it back to the ground. Everyone immediately re-formed their teams and Daniel jumped right in. More fun was just what he needed, and he was back in the game, torn shirt and all, rivaling with the ferret.

All the cubs eventually forgot about the mean bunny that threatened them and treed their ball. They had it back, and they were gonna make the most of the day. Eventually, one at a time, the adults drove in, picking up all the cubs. Daniel and Chris were always the last ones to go home. Chris lived the next block over, and Daniel lived a few more down from that.

Once the sun was on its way down, only three cubs remained in the park. It wouldn't be enough to play a good game of soccer anymore, so Daniel, Chris, and Lucy, a little skunk girl sat down in the grass. Daniel finally got a chance to get a good look at his shirt.

“Aw, man.. mom's gonna be mad at me.”

Chris was the next to speak. “Just tell her that mean man did it.”

“She won't believe me! She'll ground me for lying!”

Lucy jumped in. “Look, tell her to call me. I'll tell her you're not lying.”

Lucy scribbled down her phone number, and Chris did the same. It took them awhile. They had just learned how to write phone numbers down in class the other day, so they had to really think about how to write the next digit, but eventually they got it right, and Daniel stuffed both numbers in his pocket, smiling in confidence that his friends would back him up with the truth.

“Maybe that mean old guy will get in trouble, too.”

Lucy giggled at that. “Yeah he was so mean, I hope somebody beats him up.”

It wasn't long before Lucy's dad pulled up, and all three cubs stood as the sun sank behind the trees, ready to make their way home. Daniel and Chris continued to discuss that mean old bunny on the short walk back to the ferret's home, where Daniel would pick up the rest of the trip alone.
It was another hour before Max finally came across a bar he didn’t recognize as one that had already thrown him out before. As he approached, it occurred to him that’d he gone in circles and looped back onto the same fucking street. He hadn’t noticed the bar the first time because the lights hadn’t been on. Probably a night-time only sort of joint, the rabbit thought as he drew closer. Fine by me, daylight’s for chumps anyway.

The stain-glass windows glowed warmly in the coming dusk, the faint odor of mixed alcoholic beverages teasing his senses as he pulled open the door and stepped inside where that intoxicating taste of assorted wines and other upper class drinks filled his body with ecstasy. In the same instance, his senses were assaulted by the loud noise of dozens of patrons conversing, a wide-screen television displaying a sports game as it blared into the fray, and the thick clouds of smoke from multiple smokers; but he didn’t mind the smoke, or the noise, or even the crowd. He made a beeline straight for the bar, snagging the only free seat in-between a wolf and a cougar.

The bartender stood nearby, serving a few customers; he was a large rat, both in height and in girth. Once he finished he started in Max’s direction, but he didn’t wait to speak up.

“I need the strongest thing you got,” he demanded, tension in his voice. “And make it snappy.”

The rat’s brows furrowed in discontent, but he moved to comply, filling a canister with several of the strongest beverages beneath the counter, mixing the as he returned to Max and set down an empty mug. Watching him fill it to the brim with the contents of the container, the impatient rabbit had to resist snatching up the drink until it was full.

He reached for the drink with vast delight, scooping it up and holding it to his lips to drink in its numbing properties as quickly as he could. The liquid burned all the way into his stomach as Max relished the taste.

The buck had almost emptied the glass when it was suddenly tipped back by the bartender’s claw, forcing it down until his eyes met Max’s.

“And how will you be paying for that?” The bartender’s tone was severe as he gripped the glass with his fingers.

Max wrinkled his snout at the question. “I’ll take a tab,” he answered pulling the glass out from under the rat’s hold.

He lifted it back to his lips when the bartender grabbed his wrist roughly. “We don’t take tabs here. Pay up front.”

“…Don’t take tabs?” Max repeated, expressing fake outrage. “What the fuck sort of establishment is this if you don’t take tabs?” The buck tried to pull his wrist away, but the rat held fast.

The rabbits could sense this situation degrading fast and the bit of alcohol he’d ingested hadn’t even begun to work its magic yet.

“A respectable one,” the rat growled impatiently. “Now do we have to take this out back?”

It was the usual threat. One Max was used to receiving right before getting his ass handed to him by a posse of bouncers. This was beginning to feel like one of those nights.

“Of… Of course not,” Max grunted, jerking his wrist free so he could set the glass down of his own accord.

He reached into his back pocket for his wallet despite knowing it would be empty. But he always had to try a ploy to save himself the savage beating he knew was coming. Opening the old tattered case, he peeked inside for money that wasn’t there.

“Oh… shit. I think I left my money at home. If you let me, I can go back and…” Max trailed off as the rat’s scowl developed into a snarl.

The rat wasn’t going to have any of it. He clearly knew a dine-and-dasher when he saw one. And he came well prepared. Max felt a large paw on each of his shoulders as two much larger rats arrived. The rabbit sighed inwardly; it was going to be one of those nights.

“Eh… Can’t blame a guy for trying,” Max jested in defeat.

The bartender smirked, but he wasn’t amused.

The back door of the bar burst open as Max was thrown head-over-heels into the alley next to a butcher’s shop. He landed face first into a pile of trash as four bouncers, all of them rats and much stronger than Max surrounded him. There was no sense in resisting what came next. His best option was to absorb the beating as much as he could.

Granted, that didn’t make it hurt any less as two of the brutes held him up and a third proceeded to use his body as a meaty punching bag with nary a word said beyond the usual “scum”, “shit stain”, “punk”, and a few other derogatory terms regarding his species that he didn’t care to repeat.

Max grunted in pain as each fist connected with his ribs, gut, face, and at least a couple times his family jewels. Those hurt the most, both his body and his pride, but the beaten rabbit refused to issue more than a grunt or a groan, even as the rats all took turns pummeling him with their meaty fists. They didn’t stop at that either. Every once in a while one of them would yank painfully on his tail and ears or stomp heavily on his unprotected feet, determined to cause as much physical torment as they could; they were very good at their job.

The ritual carried on for nearly twenty minutes before the bouncers finally grew bored and exhausted from tendering his flesh. As they headed back inside, the last one kneed him in the chest and tossed his body into the trash, where Max decided to lay for the next half an hour. Considering how difficult it was to breathe, he wasn’t even going to attempt to move. The meager scraps of alcohol in his system were enough to numb the pain for a while at least.

As he laid there motionless in a pile of trash rethinking his strategies, a meat-truck backed into the alley ahead of him, a midnight delivery. Max watched as the driver exited the vehicle and pulled open the back of the truck.

He watched quietly as an older gentleman, a squirrel by the looks, dragged large masses of wrapped meat into the building one by one until Max’s leg suddenly jerked on him, dislodging a tin can nearby. It clattered to the ground and the squirrel turned his way.

“Hello?” he called. “Is someone there?”

Max didn’t answer, figuring now was as good a time as any to try and move. He groaned with the effort, having to reach for his groin in pain several times as both of his testicles throbbed individually.

“Oh dear, are you alright?” Max looked up to see the older squirrel approaching him with a look of concern, still carrying the tool he was using to drag the meat indoors; the meat-hook glistened in the weak light of the bulb hanging over the bar’s back door.

“I’ll… be fine, old man… Nothing a few—ugh… painkillers won’t cure,” Max groaned at the pain in every one of his extremities.

As he righted himself a headache sprung into life, dropping him back to his knees, grasping his head as the rodent rushed to his aid. He wasn’t sure if it was the beating or the weak buzz of his single glass of alcohol, but his migraine returned with a vengeance.

“Argh… Speaking of which, you—ah… Got any on yah—aaaaaugh!”

The pain instantly burst into every inch of his brain simultaneously, causing his vision to become mottled with black spots as felt a black-out coming on. No… not again goddamit! The pain grew so intense that Maxy felt himself fading as he closed his eyes.
Mister Red opened his eyes, gleaming with malice as he assumed control for the second time in one day. It had been easier this time around to overpower the drunkard whose body he had the misfortune of inhabiting. But it wasn’t without struggle.

He’d had an opportunity to lash out earlier, back at the fool’s shitty apartment where he’d only been evicted from moments before. There was enough rage in Maxy’s weakened mental state for the killer to come out and play.

And play he did.

The delicious screams of those pathetic canines as he ripped into their bodies was music to his ears. Alas, he hadn’t much time to enjoy himself. It had been spur of the moment; a blind rage. Nonetheless he relished in tearing those giant meat heads literally limb from limb, before reducing those heads to the worthless meat that composed them. He could still taste the blood from when he’d bitten into one of the dog’s necks, his buck teeth digging in and latching on fatally as he ripped the jugular from his body. That had been the end of the first one’s resistance. The second came almost immediately after as a fist swung his way.

Red had already acquired a knife by that point, and when the saint bernard inevitably missed his moving target, the rabbit had swiftly relieved him of that meaty weapon with one quick chop of the butcher’s knife; not his favorite weapon, but it did the trick. And when the beast opened his mouth to express the dismay of his severed paw, Mister Red did him a favor and swung the blade in-between his jaws, lopping off most of his head.

The entire time the bitch hid in a corner of the apartment, screaming at the top of her lungs, her only path of escape blocked by dead and dying dogs and Red, eyes burning like fire and glowing demonically as they locked onto her.

He made sure to enjoy killing Deloris slowly. Red had come to know her very well, observing her through Max’s eyes. Her weaknesses and her fears were easy to discover. She’d surrounded herself with strong, reliant men because she feared abuse. Those she could control made her feel safe.

Naturally he raped her, hard and violent, seeking to break her thoroughly in every way he could conceive; and Red had a very good imagination. By the time he had finished with her body, ravaged, bleeding and ruined, she was begging for death.

Red did not oblige.

As her former bodyguards began to grow a foul stench, he worked her slowly, cutting her up piece by piece in a way he imagined Max would appreciate, had he been present to witness. As she bled out, unable to scream after he’d removed her tongue and most of her lower jaw, he set about the final stage of his routine.

With practiced claws, he dug into her gaping chest, relieved of her breasts and most of the flesh, and cracked open her ribs with the most invigorating snapping sound. Her most vital organs exposed and her body swiftly going into shock, he acted quickly, wanting her to witness that final moment as he reached into her chest and removing her still frantically pumping heart. It continued to beat for only a few seconds as he held it up to her glazed eyes, grinning diabolically as the light left her eyes. 

Disappointment trickled into his mind when it was over. The apartment was bathed in blood and the aromatic smell of death. He breathed deeply and entered clean-up mode.

Had he his own body, he wouldn’t have bothered so much. But in these times where he could lose dominance at any moment, he had to take precautions to keep that fool from winding up on death row.

Clean-up was rather simple; a long hot shower to rinse the gore from his body, a strong application of bleach and other cleaning elements to return the drunkard’s sorry excuse for apparel to a somewhat presentable state, and fire.

Fire cleansed everything. It was the embodiment of destruction and he loved it dearly.

After chopping up the remains of his victims into more manageable pieces and stuffing them into garbage bags to throw over the patio railing, he doused the entire apartment with every combustible fluid he could find and lit it up, locking the door behind him.

By the time he’d reached the first floor, fire alarms were blaring and the apartment was a blazing inferno. It provided the perfect distraction for Mister Red to deposit the gory remains into one of the complex’s dumpsters and dispose of the remaining evidence in a secondary inferno.

Red had lost track after that point as Max started to rouse again sometime during the psychopath’s search for another victim…

“A—are you sure you’re alright?”

Mister Red twitched at the sound of the elderly squirrel’s concerned voice. He was so caught up in his captivating musing that he hadn’t moved for nearly a minute. The rodent was still standing close-by, ready to assist if necessary. But Red did not need or want his help. The man was clearly mistaking him for that drunken moron who’d just gotten his ass kicked; the memory of which he could still feel in the throbbing limbs of his body.

It was a nice feeling and he embraced it.

The rabbit turned to look at the squirrel, his face in shadow, but his glowing red eyes catching the light. He grinned as the old rodent backed away in trepidation. The bushy-tailed creature had every reason to be nervous, but he wouldn’t understand why. To him, Mister Red was just a fellow prey species, but in this prey lived the soul of a monster.

With his scary red eyes, Red observed the man, taking in every bit of information he could; a natural instinct that had served him well many times in his former life. His observations revealed a 60-something grandfather with a long life lived in stress and hardships, though never losing his charity and good-will to others. He had a limp in his left knee and a weak heart that was pumping rather quickly as his fears grew.

The squirrel was dressed in a pair of blue overalls with a matching blue shirt and cap, wearing rubber gloves on his paws, but what caught his eye immediately was the item in his left paw. The steel of the meat-hook glistened invitingly and he suddenly had the overwhelming desire to take it.

“Give me that,” he stated darkly, ignoring the man’s question.

“W—what?” The squirrel stepped backwards, suddenly looking more helpless.

“That there, the meat-hook. Hand it over and I might let you live. It’s a good offer; I would take it if I were you.”

“A—are you insane? What kind of drugs are you on?” The elderly squirrel’s voice quivered with fear, recognizing the threat as he held up the meat-hook as a means of defense. “S—stay back, don’t come a—any closer.”

Red’s eyes narrowed imperceptibly “I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” he growled.

The squirrel held fast with his only line of defense. “Very well, if that’s the way you want to play this game.”

Mister Red abruptly lunged forward, passing out of the dim light and causing the panicked squirrel to swing wildly in every direction. He only managed three swings before a paw bit into his wrist, stopping the assault in its tracks.

As the terrified squirrel’s eyes widened, the rabbit loomed out of the dark, holding the man’s captured wrist in a vice-like grip. His eyes burned angrily with enthusiasm as he wordlessly crushed the bones in the old squirrel’s wrist and snapped it sideway.

The meat-hook dropped out of his paw as the squirrel let out an agonized wail, falling to his knees in pain. The expertly crafted instrument fell smoothly into Red’s grip, filling him with a giddy joy.

A big toothy grin spread across his face as though he were being reacquainted with an old friend. He held up the hook and examined in affectionately, taking in the feel of its glazed oak handle and chrome finish. It was very sharp.

The squirrel cried out again from the pain, drawing Red’s attention. His grin disappeared, replaced by a look of disapproval.

“Tsk, tsk. You should’ve taken my offer, old man. Now I have to take your life. I hope you lived a good one.”

“No—no no nono, please don—!” The man began to plead, but the buck didn’t acknowledge it as it swung the meat-hook high and plunged the spike into the top of his head with a satisfying crack.

Eyes widening as the hook pierced the depths of his brain, the squirrel’s body began to spasm in death throes. Red held fast as he carefully and forcefully tilted the hook deeper into his skull until it pierced the rodent’s palette and slithered out of his mouth, snapping his buck teeth out of his gums.

Red stood patiently, hanging the squirrel’s skull by the hook until the last bodily twitch had passed. The old man’s eyes were still wide open, but glazed with death now instead of fear.

“A pity,” Red lamented, right before spun on his foot and pulled on the hook with every bit of strength he had, breaking open the dead squirrel’s skull and ripping the weapon through his face.

The body fell to the ground as Mister Red examined the meat-hook again.

“I missed you, sweetheart,” he cooed. “But you always manage to find a way back to me.”

He tenderly slid his tongue along the blood-drenched steel as his eyes shifted to the back door of the bar, behind which the din on patrons emanated.

The insane rabbit addressed his darling again. “We have a full house, tonight. Shall we go say hello?”
The three cubs traversed the park to the parking lot on the other side where Lucy's dad was waiting. The older skunk stepped out of the car as the three approached, placing his arms over the top.

“So.. good game?”

Lucy began explaining in great detail all the events of the game as she remembered it, Daniel and Chris jumping in whenever they had something to add. The skunk looked up to Daniel for just a second, and had to look again, his attention drawn to that ripped T-shirt. He stepped around the car, up to the little bunny, kneeling down and taking a piece of the shirt between his fingers, examining the massive tear.

“Wow, what in the world happened to your shirt, Daniel?”

Daniel's expression turned from an excited smile as he thought about the game, to a cute scowl from remembering how it was almost cut short by the adult bunny.

“It was this mean grown-up. I accidentally kicked the ball at him, and he said mean things and grabbed my shirt and threw me! I'm gonna tell my dad and get him to beat him up!”

Lucy's father listened with his muzzle slightly open, wondering how much of that story was actually true, and how much was the exaggeration of a 5-year-old, starting to speak before Lucy jumped in.

“Yeah he picked Daniel up off the ground and threw him at us, and kept saying cuss words to us! He was a mean, mean rabbit.”

The older skunk opened his muzzle a little more with a nod as he started to remember a conversation he had with a friend of his who happened to be one of the security guards at the apartment Maxy was thrown out of, though he hadn't yet heard of the murders and the fire.

“This mean rabbit.. did he have red eyes?”

The cubs unanimously nodded, Daniel's eyes particularly getting wider as he remembered them very clearly, and the skunk sighed through his nose, letting go of Daniel's shirt. Chris broke the silence.

“You know who he is?”

“Well I've never met him, but I remember a friend of mine telling me they were probably going to evict a red-eyed rabbit from the apartment where he works today. From everything he told me, it sounds like it could have been him.”

“Oh! Can you beat him up, or find someone who will?”

“I.. No, I can't beat him up, but if you or Daniel see a police officer on your way home, be sure to tell them what happened. I'll do the same. The guy was probably in a bad mood after being evicted but he still shouldn't have put his paws on Daniel over it. The police know who he is already, so they may be able to do something about it. Now, it's getting late, so let's head home.”

With that, Lucy sat down in the car and closed the door, with her father giving out one last reminder before driving off.

“Tell a police officer, ok?”

The two boys nodded before starting down the sidewalk towards the ferret's house. Daniel was a little surprised at what just happened.

“He believed me! Maybe now I can get dad to believe me.”

“Maybe that guy'll make the police mad and they'll beat him up.”

Daniel giggled as once again the ferret expressed his wish for the adult to get beat up, and it wasn't long before they said goodbye and parted ways. By the time Daniel started around the corner towards the block he lived on, the street-lights were flickering on as the sun set.
Business at the Booze Baron was thriving this evening. The taps were flowing, the cash was rolling in, and the little building was packed with patrons. Everyone was high on spirits, laughing and cheering as a game of football played on the big screen television. The air was thick with the rich odor of cigars and imported wines. The noise was so loud that Marcus’ employees could barely hear his orders when those getting too rowdy had to be ejected from the pub. He had to resort to waving signals at his men from behind the bar-counter he tended, barely able to keep up with all the orders.

The building was bursting with life, and the anticipation of what was going to come next was making it difficult for Mister Red contain himself as he went about setting his trap. He didn’t want anyone slipping away from this particular party. And the noise was so deafening that none were the wiser when he barred the front door, not needing to worry about the windows as they were already equipped with metal bars.

He always enjoyed using the back door; in many different ways. And it put him in a better position to engage the trap when he was ready.

Standing at the bar’s rear entrance, Red grinned maniacally, tightening his grip on the meat-hook in his  claws as it dripped with congealing blood.

Masked by the lively din of the Booze Baron’s occupants, Mister Red opened the back door, stepping inside casually and closing it behind him. A cinderblock sat next to him, most likely as a makeshift doorstop. For Red, it was a handy blunt object which he used to snap the door handle off, hitting it so hard the block shattered in his claws and thumped heavily on the floor, drawing no one’s attention.

It was thus no surprise how unprepared the patrons were when the power suddenly went out. The television died immediately and all the lights went dark, save for the emergency ones which activated automatically. The initial reaction was a lot of jeering and booing as the patrons demanded that the power be turned back on. But it couldn’t, and that became apparent when the bartender motioned to one of the bouncers by the door.

At that moment all eyes fell on Mister Red, eyes glowing  in the shadows, offset by the occasional spark that jumped out of the circuit breaker from where he’d viciously and manually severed the power with the metal hook.

“Good,” he said in a gravelly tone, level and calm. “Now that I have your attention…”

“You again?!” the bartender snapped, cutting through the silence of the other patrons. “I thought I threw you out, you little shit! Boris, Greg, take this piece of trash back outside and beat him till he grows some sense.”

The two bouncers started to move forward, but Mister Red held up a paw as his eyes locked onto them. They hesitated for a moment.

“Now, now… Marcus is it? We mustn’t forget our manners. It is very rude to interrupt. You’ll get your turn soon enough.”

The rat gritted his teeth in rage as he jerked his head at the two bouncers. They began to proceed forward again, but very slowly as Red continued where he left off.

“As I was saying… It is with immense pleasure that I announce to you all, that tonight’s festivities have officially begun.”

Mister Red gestured with his arms, bowing with showmanship as everyone in the pub gave one another looks, mumbling about him being insane, very drunk or high on something. As he stood there, one of the bouncers began to creep up behind him, ready to clobber him with a bottle of champagne. But Red continued, his rambling.

“You’re all going to die tonight. Very slowly, I promise.”

All the patrons began laughing at what they thought was an empty threat.

Mister Red grinned and began to laugh as well, but the sound of his unsettling laughter hushed everyone else into silence.

“No no, please, laugh,” Red insisted as the bouncer behind him got into position to take the insane rabbit down. “Please, it’s very humorous. Do you know why? I’ll tell you.” Mister Red’s expression became deathly serious. “Boris doesn’t get to live as you do.”

The rat behind him widened his eyes in surprise as his cover was blown, but he didn’t hesitate long before he raised the bottle and swung.

Before Mister Red had begun, he identified the contents of the building with his keen senses. There were sixty-four creature in the room, six of them were bouncers and armed with knives and pistols. One was an off-duty police officer, a cougar seated at the bar with his weapon beginning to exit the holster in anticipation. He’d acknowledged two other individuals that were also armed. The bartender himself, who had a shotgun under the counter that he was reaching for, and an ursine firearm enthusiast with two gold-plated magnums tucked into holsters hidden beneath in jacket, the reflective weapons catching the light in the dark of his hiding place. Everyone else was unarmed.

And every one of them was going to die.

The bottle was still bearing down on Red, but his reflexes were a sight better than the rat’s. The rabbit dodged the assault, watching the rodent’s arms skim his shoulder and enter into his embrace. He grabbed the bouncer’s wrist tightly and, with one swift action, placed his paw under the assailant’s elbow and broke his arm with a reverberating crack.

Boris roared in pain as he fell to his knees, Red gliding out from under his mass with gracefully as he spun around uppercut the beast with the meat-hook, ripping through his jaw and his tongue and straight into his brain. The rat’s cry cut off instantly and the wildly grinning rabbit jerked down and out, ripping his jaw off with a gory splatter as it flew across the room into the terrified mass of patrons.

“The game has begun!” he cackled hungrily. “And I’ve come to play.”

His next victim was Greg, charging in to avenge his friend’s death, despite the horror it had struck in him. Red appreciated the rat running straight to his death, saving him the trouble as he twisted around sharply and disemboweled the muscle-bound brute, spilling his organs on the floor as his horrified scream filled the air. As he fell to the ground, Mister Red helped himself to the rat’s gun, tearing it out of the holster.

The off-duty officer had whipped out his own gun and was trying to get a vantage point to take Red down without harming civilians. Mister Red had no such moral limitation. He lifted the gun and fired directly at the cop, the bullet passing through the skull of a wild-eyed female fox before punching into the cougar’s forehead.

Mister Red was typically not fond of guns, they didn’t do the act of murder justice in his opinion. But there were times when taking out opposition made it necessary. With the gun still it had and the patrons scrambling in all directions trying to escape through both exits, the buck panned across the room, firing precise shots at each of the bouncers even as they began to shoot back. He stood stock still, killing one and then another, as bullets whizzed past his head.

Only one bouncer remained when Red spotted the blinged-out bear with the magnums running at the front door, attempting to smash it open with his mass; an action that had very good odds of succeeding given the limited means of bracing the rabbit had applied to the door.

At the same moment the last bouncer charged Mister Red from behind, intent on snapping the smaller rabbit in two with his bare fists. But the buck and his smaller stature thwarted the effort as he ducked under the rat’s hulking mass, tore the bouncer’s knife out of its sheath, sliced open his sternum with an upward jab and twisted out of the path of his falling body to lob the knife directly into the back of the bear’s skull.

The gun-toting bear dropped instantly as his mass smashed into the door, breaking the blockade but replacing with himself.

At that moment all retaliation ended.

And the real fun began.

Outside the sealed bar, the muffled sounds of screams filled the air for a short while as the stain-glass windows darkened with blood. And somewhere beneath the mayhem, Mister Red was laughing, his terrifying voice ringing with unparalleled merriment.

By the time the building fell silent, the moon has risen in the sky and the streets which had already been empty, were lit with the yellow glow of streetlights.

Only the sickening sound of gore emanated from the building now as Mister Red made his final rounds. Every body he found that still had life in it was rewarded with a disemboweling to uncover and rip out the heart.

The bar was littered with bodies, pieces of bodies and their entrails. Every inch of the floor was soaked in blood, much of which decorated the walls. Even the large mounted television, shattered from the unfortunate doe’s face that was smashed into it, was coated in blood. Death was thick in the air and he took it in greedily. There was no better smell he could think of.

Dropping the heart of the alligator he’d just finished gutting, Red started to cross the room to his final victim, the one he’d been saving for last. He navigated the crowded floor carefully, avoiding the lifeless bodies and the inert hearts, the smashed alcohol bottles and trashed furniture, until he stopped in front of the bartender.

The obese rat was bleeding out, having had most of his limbs removed. He coughed up blood as he laid upon a pile of his dead comrades, gasping involuntarily as Mister Red leaned over him, he teeth bared in a feral grin.

“I did say you’d get your turn, Marcus. And look, here we are.” The rat only gurgled in response, and Red chuckled to himself. “You know, none of this would’ve happened had you shown a little more tact and compassion. But you know what Mark?” He leaned in close to wiggle the rat’s bleeding nose. “I’m very glad you didn’t. And to show my appreciation, there’s something I want you to see…”

The dying rodent barely responded as Mister Red cracked open his ribcage like he had done to all the others, relishing as the agonized look on his face as he reached in a wrapped his claws around the still beating heart inside, ready to yank it out when he heard the front door creaking open.
All the lights on the street were now on, and the moon was starting to rise between the buildings. His rabbit ears picked up from the scream of the squirrel as he started down the first block, but it didn't register to him as a danger. The streets were almost empty as everyone had mostly headed home. Every Friday, Daniel made this walk alone, but he had been taught quite thoroughly what to do about strangers, though nothing could prepare him for what was to come.

He kept his eyes open as he made his way home, shifting to either side of the street in search of a police officer. His mind burned with revenge the more he thought about that big, mean adult, wanting nothing more than to get him into some trouble with the police over being tossed through the air and yelled at.

The crickets were starting to chirp, the city starting to go silent. Daniel walked with a light step, almost skipping as he thought about the game, and about next week's game, and about how he was going to get in trouble when he got back to school on Monday. He cringed as he remembered running past the principal, and right now, the principal's punishment that awaited him was his worst fear.

He forgot all about the mean rabbit that threw him into the other cubs. His walk slowed as he started thinking about what punishment he might be facing next week, and what he could tell the principal in order to avoid it. He wasn't very good at making up stories, but he would certainly give it a try to avoid detention.

His ears perked as he heard the commotion starting in the next block over. He had never heard anything like it before. His ears twitched at the faint sounds of gun fire. He was starting to get a little nervous, but he for some reason didn't connect the dots, and associate the gunshots with the odd sounds coming from the bar ahead of him. As he stepped onto the sidewalk a few buildings away, he pinpointed the location of those noises, which were starting to die down in an odd sort of way.

Daniel was confused and curious, noticing the broken board laying on the ground in front of him, and the door looking a little lop-sided. By the time he reached the building, all the noises had stopped, save for a single muffled voice. Curiosity got the better of him as he approached the broken door, seeing part of a bear body through the crack in the door. He stepped up, placing his paws against the door and leaning in to peek through the crack.

As he peeked in, he soon wished he hadn't, as he spotted the knife lodged in the bear's broken skull, and pieces of entrails just beyond him, the smell of death starting to fill his nostrils. His heart pounded faster as he tried to push against the door to back himself away, but the door opened, causing him to stumble forward, his paws pressing against the body of the dead bear to stop him falling in.

Just touching the dead body was enough to get his adrenaline pumping, but as he looked up, further into the bar, and his young eyes met with the GLOWING red eyes of the adult from the park holding a still beating, bloody heart in his claws, his skin turned pale underneath his fur, and the permanently traumatized bunny shot right out of view and started running, his breaths heavy and labored, eyes wide from the horror he just witnessed, adrenaline fueling his legs as he raced towards home, just a few more blocks away.
Mister Red was still leaning against the mutilated bartender, gripping his failing heart, when the door swung open. He looked up from his victim and his eyes glowed, quite literally, in recognition as he spied a terror-struck blue-furry bunny in the doorway; the same one from the drunkard’s outburst earlier in the day. He’d grown a fancy to the boy’s peculiar fur color at that moment and had begun imagining it streaked with blood.

He’d have sought his wish back then if the damn alcoholic’s dominance didn’t overpower him. Even all that glorious rage boiling in Max’s heart didn’t help him assume control at that moment. Honestly, Red hated it when that asshole was sober just as much as he did.

But the boy had returned to him, almost like fate. His toys always found their way back to eager killer, and while the cub may not have qualified yet, he was going to very soon.

Daniel was staring at him in horror, and it made Mister Red grin deviously as he spoke like nothing was wrong. “Don’t worry, young one,” he said in his gravelly voice. “I’m a professional.”

The gore-soaked rabbit then ripped out the rat’s heart and held it aloft, still beating in its death throes. He eyed it for a moment and then shifted his nightmarish, red eyes back to the boy.

“Run little bunny,” he taunted. “Give me something to chase.”

Whether or not the terrified buck had heard a word Mister Red had spoken, he was up and away instantly, running home as fast as he could.

Red chuckled, dropping the heart. “Right then; the game begins again.”

Dripping with the blood of dozens of creatures, Mister Red casually walked out the front door, pulling out a zippo lighter he’d acquired from one of the dead bodies, and completed his ritual. The floor instantly caught flame when he dropped it, and it raced to eagerly consume everything as Red stepped outside, catching sight of the bunny in the distance.

“Ready or not, here I come.”

Red stepped into the shadows and disappeared down the nearest alley. It didn’t take long at all to catch up surpass the scared little buck. His legs were much stronger and faster. But catching him now would not have been as fun. He sought instead to torment the boy, strike fear in him as he methodically lured him into a corner.

The murderous buck came to a stop just out of sight, breathing heavy, but exhilarated. He could hear the panicked bunny’s footfalls as he approached, and just like that Mister Red stepped out of the shadows and blocked his path, his red eyes glowing violently in the dark. He grinned broadly, his blood-drenched teeth glinting in the light of the streetlamps.
Daniel didn't wait to hear what the evil bunny had to say, having darted out of view and running as hard as he could down the sidewalk, his terrified eyes darting around, looking for someone walking or driving, but the street was still rather empty. Everyone in the area had pretty much all gone where they were going, and the only car he could see was turning down a road a whole block ahead of him.

He had never run this fast before, unaware that the killer was using the back alleys to catch up with him. He had never looked into the eyes of a killer before, and the way they glowed such a bright red would give him nightmares for the rest of his life, not to mention the gruesome sight of nearly 70 dead and mutilated bodies and innards.

He didn't want to look back, but he did anyway for reasons he didn't quite understand, not seeing him anywhere. Not realizing the terrifying monster was just ahead of him, waiting. His eyes darted around the crime scene as it quickly went up in flames, thanks to all the broken bottles of alcohol all over the floor.

Daniel's panting soon turned into a sob each time he breathed out, horrified by what he saw, slowly starting to come down off of his initial shock as he thought and hoped that evil bunny had moved on. He turned and continued, walking briskly and unknowingly towards Mr. Red waiting for him in the next alley.

As he approached, he felt his stomach drop down through the sidewalk as the monster popped out of the shadows, those horrifying red eyes setting upon him again. His eyes bulged and his maw swung open to scream, but it only came out as a forced whisper, his pitch too high to come out as a voice as he spun back around.

His body leaned forward, almost bending at a 90 degree angle, his arms flung over his head as he launched himself forward, supporting his extreme bend forward with renewed speed, his heart pounding rapidly as he desperately ran to escape the bunny. He saw the blood on his teeth, on his paws, and he didn't want his blood to be as well.
The look of pure terror in the little bunny’s eyes had only served to fuel his exhilaration further. There was always something more satisfying about the fear of little ones than that of grown adults. And this little cub had much fear in him. He had seen it when Max man-handled him in the park, and even now he saw it when the boy’s eyes fell on him.

He cackled loudly when the boy immediately bolted back the way he came, shouting after him gleefully. “Where you goin’?! Home’s that’a way!” He jerked a thumb over his shoulder and then shook his head as he giggled to himself.

Daniel had taken off so fast he was almost running on all fours, and Mister Red thought that was a lovely idea. Predator after prey, the buck dropped down onto his paws and feet and grinned as he jerked forward, propelled by the powerful muscles in his legs.

Even as fast as the boy was going, Mister Red was quickly catching up. But as he neared, he spied a means of ascension and quickly disappeared off the sidewalk to make use of it. Leaping off the ground onto a sign post, he leapt up to a hanging neon light jutting out from the side of a build and thrust himself over it. With experienced grace, his leather-bound shoes landed on the railing of a second floor patio. Sprinting across it, Red flew off the end to glide across several horizontal sign posts before he threw himself into the air, twisting to face the buck he’d surpassed as he landed in front of him. His eyes glowed like portals into Hell as he held the meat-hook aloft and grinned his immense amusement.

“I said to give me something to chase,” he growled in his gravelly voice. “This isn’t even a challenge. Come on now, make me work for it.”

The buck seemed to comply as he bolted in yet a different direction, but as he ran Mister Red followed nonchalantly, calling out in a sing-song voice.

“Run little bunny,
fast as you can,
I am going to catch you,
For I’m the big bad man.”

He snickered to himself in delight as he passed out of sight again.
Daniel had never known such terror before as he bolted back towards the park, somehow finding a little more speed in him as he heard Mr. Red loudly taunting him, his voice so full of joy it terrified the little bunny beyond description. One look over his shoulder and seeing Mr. Red running after him like a feral, and he threw himself forward as fast as he could, silent sobs coming out as whispers as he was too frightened to make a coherent sound.

He had no choice but to participate in the killer's demented game, or he'd be caught, and he couldn't chance finding out if the buck was going to let him live or not. He wouldn't be knowing a peaceful sleep for months after this, always afraid he'll see those red eyes staring at him again, and he didn't have long before he did.

He looked up as he heard the footsteps above him, and then as the evil rabbit dropped in front of him, bloody meat-hook in paw, his body jerked backwards as he tried to skid to a stop, slipping off his feet as if he stepped on a banana peel and landing hard on his shoulders. As soon as he landed, he twisted himself around, and his tiny claws scraping rapidly against the concrete echoed against the buildings as he scrambled to his feet and took off.

He started into the street, but with a quick look over his shoulder to see where his attacker was going to go, he slammed himself into a parked car, sliding over the hood and onto the street, scrambling to his feet again and taking off down the middle of the street, his body in pain, but unable to stop for rest as he finally let out a sound as he fled.

“NaaaAAAAAAAAAAAH!!”
Mister Red could smell the little rabbit’s fear as he stalked him, cutting off his paths to escape with acute precision. It was practically a game in itself, directing the cub where he wanted him to go. Daniel fulfilled his role as the terrified mouse perfectly, and Red enjoyed every moment of his torment, his fearful cries satisfying a deeper hunger.

There were things he’d do to that little bunny before he killed him. They were not things he would normally do, though; he could feel the influence emanating from one of the depraved souls he’d absorbed. This one in particular had a fondness for hunting down little boys and defiling them without mercy.

Red had no qualms with this desire. Psychological trauma was a type of death all on its own, and the idea of being able to kill the same creature twice was too enticing to pass up.

The homicidal rabbit was beginning to bore of this chase though. That blue-furred ball of terror was being very uncooperative in going where he wanted, and the taunts Mister Red delivered were losing their luster. Clearly the boy was as frightened as he could be in this stage of the game. All he needed to do now was corner the little squirt.

By the time the chase neared his desired location for a trap, the little buck was running out of steam. Even for a soccer player, the long twisting path Red had forced him through was taking its toll.

Eventually the predator and his prey reached a dead-end street, with the only escape routes being back the way he came, where Mister Red was standing and a small back alley beside a condemned building. There was only one logical path for a victim on the run, so Mister Red made no attempt to bear down on the boy, he just started moving closer, cackling under his breath.

“Nowhere to run, nowhere to hide, come little bunny, it’s time for a ride.” The insane rhyming was the result of another personality trapped inside him; he could never escape their influence, but often times he never wanted to.

The chrome hook of his darling glinted in the moonlight as Mister Red drew closer, ready to snap the trap shut.
After the third or forth turn, the bunny was starting to get lost. He was lost, and having a psychotic bunny jumping out at him again and again. His tormentor was obviously having loads of fun driving him further and further to a mental breakdown, but he had no choice but to oblige him in this game. It was either that, or find out what he'd do when his victim could no longer entertain him.

He stopped at one final intersection, terrified and confused, squealing into each breath as his head darted from side to side, not knowing which way would lead him back home, and not knowing where Mr. Red had gone into hiding again. He didn't have to wait long as that grinning face came around another corner, sobbing louder as he tiredly dashed in the direction he was corralled into.

The bunny was running on empty, his adrenaline the only thing keeping him going, skidding to a stop as he came to a dead end, walls on all sides. He turned around, only to spot Mr. Red approaching slowly, eyes falling to that blood-stained meat-hook. He gave a wailing cry as he shot into the alleyway he was forced into.

It didn't take him long to realize that this was a dead-end as well. A surge of adrenaline hit as he realized he was about to be cornered, eyes darting around quickly, knowing the evil bunny would be on him very soon. He climbed up on a pile of bricks to a boarded up window, desperately pulling on the boards to try to make another path away, but they didn't budge, and his meager strength wasn't going to be enough.

He quickly gave up on the boards and ran over to a pair of dumpsters. His only option now was to hide. He soon found that wasn't going to be easy either, whimpering with a higher pitch as he tried to jump, climb, and reach for those lids to get them open, constantly looking back over his shoulder to see if Mr. Red was approaching.

The grate to the waterway was the only thing left, but as he pulled against it with no luck, he quickly noticed that it was bolted down. He froze, chest moving in and out quickly, unable to find a way out of Mr. Red's path. He gulped slowly down his dry throat and slowly stood, eyes wide, softly whimpering as he realized that the only way out was to somehow get PAST this psychotic bunny. Tension was building with every footstep he could hear.
The little bunny was cornered at last and Mister Red took his time in getting there, walking with deliberate steps as he began whistling a tune he recalled from his childhood a very long time ago, when he killed his first victim. As he hacked the little girl badger up, only a few years younger than he, that tune had popped into his head and he started chopping to the rhythm.

It was his favorite song.

As he whistled, each shoe clicked against the ground in time to the beats, right up until he was just out of sight of the opening into the dead-end alley. He suddenly stopped, but continued whistling as he inspected the meat-hook. It had served him well this evening; he’d have to find a place to stash it before he lost control again to the raging alcoholic. There was going to be a beautiful future for him and his sweetheart.

Mister Red stopped whistling, vacating his position without making a sound; something he’d gotten very good at over the years. The mouth of the alley remained empty as though he stopped giving chase. But in actuality, he had ascended the building and entered the alley behind the trembling little blue buck.

He made not a sound as he grew closer, crouched down behind the boy and reached out with the meat-hook. So juicy! I want to be inside him, befoul his body, steal his light! Red jerked his head to the side at the unwelcome voice in his head. The pedophile was getting rambunctious, but Mister Red did not mind. He would entertain the notion.

Instead of ripping open the boy’s throat as he’d intended, the buck instead reached out of the dark behind him and swiftly wrapped the hook around the boy’s neck, jerking him backwards until he was as frighteningly close.

There was no hesitating as he clapped a paw over the cub’s throat before he could issue a scream, assuming he were even able to after exhausting himself. Nonetheless, he silenced him and leaned in close to his trembling ears to speak softly.

“I win, little one. Now we get to play another game.”

The response his raspy words inspired in the boy made him giddy with the urge to start digging into that soft pelt and rip him open. But he stifled the desire. This was most likely to be his last jaunt for the night, and he wanted to make the most of it.

“Shall we get to know one another?” he whispered, releasing him from the hook and twisting him around to grab his throat. “I’m Mister Red, but my acquaintances call me ‘please don’t kill me’.” He grinned broadly, revealing unnaturally sharp teeth for a rabbit as his glowing eyes stared straight into Daniel’s. “What’s your name…?”

At this proximity, it was clear even in the dimmest light that Mister Red was covered head to toe in gore. His shirt was more red than white, and it extended all the way out to the claw that gripped his throat. Even most of his face was red instead of his usual beige, and his buck teeth dripped with fresh blood. Every inch of him smelled of death as he held Daniel’s neck loosely but securely.
Daniel's heart was beating faster and faster with every click of those shoes worn by what seemed to be the embodiment of all nightmares. His breaths were quick and shaky through his quivering jaws. He knew he hadn't the strength to just plow past an adult. He'd have to look for an opening.

The wait was unbearable as Mr. Red deliberately drew this moment out as long as he could, a chill running up his spine as that joyful tune echoed all around him in the otherwise quiet night. He took a long gulp, making his breaths as quiet as possible, hoping to trick his pursuer into moving on, but he wasn't putting much stock in that false hope.

The anticipation grew in him more and more, not realizing he had a clear shot out of the alleyway, his legs twitching, ready for a quick bolt in whatever opening he can find. He only had a small chance of making it past in that narrow opening, but he had to take it. He stood there, dreading seeing that evil creature stepping into view until finally, his neck was snared with the bloodied meat-hook.

Daniel immediately started thrashing, straining out a scream as his throat was pulled in, pressing his soft young body against Mr. Red's. He could smell the blood quite strongly, intensifying his need to get away, but his need did not meet his ability as he pushed and thrashed, his little body pouring all of its reserves into his last chance for survival.

Being turned to face his attacker, paw on his throat, terrifying red eyes staring into his own as they bulged wide, every word spoken was another nightmare, and with that evil, blood-stained grin, that was it. His young mind could take no more, and his eyes rolled back as the 5-year-old went limp in Mr. Red's grip. He couldn't fight, he couldn't run, and he couldn't think. The only option was rest, and his body forced the issue.
The disappointment in his fiery eyes looked unnatural for Mister Red’s bloody face. Fear had taken its toll on his toy, something he’d anticipated but didn’t expect to occur so quickly. This was an excellent find, indeed. His frown turned into a grin again as he envisioned all the ways he could exploit this boy’s unimaginable terror.

But first…

Mister Red dropped the unconscious buck, having no fear of him running away at this point. His body was spent and his mind in shock. There would be plenty of time to prepare an awakening ceremony. After all, if he was going to enjoy this, he was going to do it right.

The ravenous buck dug through the piles of debris in the alley, deposited there by the old crumbling building, as he searched for some rope. It didn’t take long to find several pieces of adequate lengths.

He rolled Daniel onto his back and dragged him over beneath a rusted-out fire-escape ladder, frozen in place several feet overhead by rust. Tying one of the shorter ropes to the little boy’s ankle, Red hoisted him up into the air and left him to dangle from the ladder as he grabbed his unconscious little snout and wiggled it.

“Now don’t you go anywhere, I’ll be back very soon with a present.”

And just like that, Mister Red walked away.

A long while passed before he returned and when he did he bore several items and a few fresh spots of blood. The look on his face was nothing short of pure adrenaline-fueled excitement as he dropped the majority of the items save for a few and returned to the still dangling buck, who showed no signs of regaining consciousness.

Red could only imagine the nightmares the boy must be witnessing in his head, wishing dearly he could be there in person. He hardly thought the boy could adequately comprehend his nature fully. But he would be able to soon.

The first item Mister Red acquired to paw was a small syringe. He didn’t know what was in it, but when he’d injected one of the paramedics he stole it from, it kept him very alert and conscious as the murderous rabbit dissected him with his own equipment. That had been a very delectable experience, but nowhere near as sweet as this one was going to be.

Hanging his meat-hook from the bottom rung of the ladder from which Daniel dangled, Red pulled out another item; a small bottle filled with a powder that had an overwhelmingly strong odor. It would make a satisfactory replacement for smelling salts.

He waved the open bottle under the bunny’s nose as he coaxed him back into wakefulness. It didn’t take terribly long, but Mister Red was getting impatient. As soon as he was sure the bunny had resurfaced, if only just barely, the buck pulled off the plastic cover on the needle and spat it at the boy’s face.

“Welcome back, little one. We missed you dearly. You know, it’s very rude to fall asleep without answering a question. But we’ll make sure that doesn’t happen again.”

Readying the needle, Mister Red stabbed it roughly into the boy’s abdomen, injecting only a small portion of its contents. He’d witnessed the effects of a full dose on the other paramedic. It had caused a seizure which ultimately resulted in death. Red didn’t appreciate having to work so quickly on him before he died. He wasn’t able to apply finesse to the task. It was terribly rushed.

Removing the needle he waited with inquisitive eyes for the serum to take effect. He grinned wildly when it did.

“What do you think? I got it off some friendly critters after they had the most unfortunate luck of crashing their car into a tree.” His eyes glowed with falsehoods as he began to pace left and right in front of the bunny.

“Yes, yes... Now, be a good little boy and answer my question. What is your name?”
Daniel was indeed reliving the chase in his mind, bringing it to several different conclusions before his mind finally settled enough to lower the bunny's pulse. Not having the heavy scent of blood so close to him was a big help. He certainly wasn't going anywhere, unknowingly waiting for his captor to return to play with him.

The bunny coughed as the powder pulled him roughly from his sleep, cutely coughing as he lay there almost limp, his eyes barely open, trying to home in on those fuzzy words he picks up, forgetting for a moment the danger he's in. When he finally came to his senses, his eyes opened, and then bulged as he was greeted with a grinning bunny holding a needle over him.

Daniel squeaked out harshly as the needle was jabbed into his tummy, his heart pounding again as those recent memories came flooding back.

“N... NO! NO!”

He tried to pull himself away, and only then did he discover that his leg had been compromised, pulling himself slightly away only to slowly slide back in, sending him into a panic, pulling his free leg back for a kick, too late as his captor was done with the injection, and one missed swipe was all he could manage.

He didn't want to be here! He wanted to be home, protected by his parents, or at school protected by his teachers. He'd not seen this type of evil before and it was freaking him out. He didn't answer the question, instead grabbing the rope at his ankle, desperately trying to shake it free so he can get away from here, keeping an eye on Mr. Red, tensed up for a desperate fight.
Mister Red stepped back to observe the effects of the injection. He was very pleased with the bunny’s renewed energy, but not nearly as pleased with his refusal to obey. It was clear to Red that the boy was in consumed by survival instincts. This made for an interesting display as the little buck thrashed around upside-down trying to free himself.

He always did like a fighter, and the cub-molester inside him absolutely loved it. Take him! Break him! Make him squeal! The influence of that twisted mind was reaching further afield, which Red didn’t approve of. The time was coming to satisfy that urge.

While the cute little cub writhed in his bondage, keeping a panicked eye on his captor, Mister Red stepped closer just out of reach of the boy and waited. When the monster in him could no longer contain itself, the back of the rabbit’s paw whipped the across his face so hard it sent the blue fur-ball spinning. The blow had connected with the boy’s snout, and when the spinning began to slow down, his nose was red with blood.

It made Mister Red want a taste, but instead he reached up and cut the old rope with a razor sharp claw, dropping the boy unceremoniously onto his head. Whether or not he was stunned or dizzy or both, the red-eyed rabbit forcefully pressed him against the ground with his size 14 dress-shoe, envisioning how easy it would be to turn him into a grease spot.

But that wouldn’t be fun.

Red waited until the boy was struggling for breath before he relieved the pressure and picked Daniel up by his ears, bobbing him up and down as he carted him over toward an old rotting mattress that laid on the alley floor. He got down on his knees and flattened the boy against it just as the whining voice in his head screeched, His clothes! Rip, rip his clothes!
The incessant nature of the internal suggestions was beginning to get on his nerves. Nonetheless he complied, digging his claws painfully into the cub’s back before ripping the already torn shirt clean off his body, making deep bloody scratches as he so. The sensation was very satisfying; he could see why the pedophile enjoyed it. But the greater fun lay in the little boy’s shorts.

Man-handling the still struggling cub, Red twisted him onto his back, beating him across the face again for fun. Pinning both of Daniel’s kicking legs under his knees, he wrapped his blood-soaked paw over the buck’s head, crushing his nose as he pressed his head firmly against the mattress and eyed the prize his inner voice was screaming for.

The fabric was wet, and Red picked up the weak odor of urine as he grinned; the little twerp had wet himself. But that didn’t deter the pedophile in him as Mister Red gripped the shorts in the claws of his free paw and eagerly tore them from his weak, trembling and now very exposed little body.

His eyes fell on the little boy’s tight light sack and sheath, letting the molester soak it in as he held the misbehaving buck in place.
As Mr. Red approached him with those clopping shoes, Daniel's terror continued to build, his mind racing as the adult approached him, trying to figure out what to expect. Once his attacker stopped in front of him, he began frantically swiping his claws towards the evil bunny, and trying to kick at him with his free leg.

“NO! GO AWAY!”

Red's quick movements made the terrified 5-year-old jerk and flinch, and then spin like a pinata underneath the ladder, both paws grasping his snout in pain, blood dripping between his fingers as he screamed into them, his screams echoing in all directions as he spun helplessly.

This is all it took to make the little bunny consider that fighting back wasn't the best option, but one look at that meat-hook dispelled that thought, but before he could act again, the ground got closer, and his body flopped limply onto the alley floor. He was still awake, but completely dazed, not struggling in the least as he was dragged over to the mattress and deposited onto it.

Daniel fought to regain his senses, reaching out to try to pull himself free from his attacker, but all he could do was scrape his claws against the concrete, barely aware that he wasn't moving away until those sharp claws dug into his back. His body spazzed and jerked as his flesh and shirt were torn, shrieking into the night as his flesh was clawed and ripped, every sensation of pain worse than the last.

He kicked and flailed, swiped and screamed. The monster was killing him, he just knew it! He had no idea how much worse it was about to get. In his young mind, death was the goal, but it wasn't. The suffering was, and he'd have plenty of pleasure to give Mr. Red in that regard.

When flipped over onto his back, he was forced to look up into those glowing red eyes once again, the closest he'd been to them in this glowing state. This time, he couldn't turn and run. He was trapped and petrified with terror, his bladder releasing its contents at that horrifying sight. Still, Daniel somehow found enough courage (or desperation) to fling his legs forward, but he didn't complete his task as they were uncomfortably pinned by the adult's weight.

The next blow slammed right into Daniel's left eye, causing him to see stars as he clasped his paw over it, barely noticing when his pants were ripped off of him, but he would soon, sobbing louder at the embarrassment, defeated and demoralized.

“Daniel! My name is Da—mmph!”

Red's paw pressing against his muzzle broke his sentence, and then broke his nose even further. As it cracked under the pressure, his eyes rolled back again, but the injection refused to give him the luxury of fainting, letting out a muffled shriek into that bloody paw as his paws shot up, digging his recently clipped claws against his attacker's flesh, his body squirming underneath, trying to find some means of getting his snout free, his arms shaking as they remained firmly attached to the arm of this sadistic rabbit.

Once his snout was finally released, his shaky paws lightly touched against it. It hurt too much to press down. He had no way of easing the pain. Now came the next phase of his attempt to survive.

“I'm sorry I kicked the ball at you! I'm sorry! I didn't mean to! I wasn't trying to hit you! I'm sorry! Don't hurt me anymore!”

At least that's what he was trying to say, but with his snout in such bad shape, he had a difficult time speaking hard consonants.
When Daniel had finally smartened up enough to answer the question, Mister Red’s eyes shined brighter with delight. He’d always been more satisfied with his personal encounters when he knew his victim’s name. It made what followed ever so much sweeter. Red’s prior disappointment was replaced with ecstatic anticipation. Now he’d be able to enjoy himself as much as that molester inside him was going to, if not more so.

Mister Red relieved the pressure on Daniel’s snout and dug his claws into the boy’s chest instead, keeping him pinned as he tended to his battered nose, gushing droplets of blood with each pulse of his frantically beating heart. It was a struggle not to rip him open right here and now. He had to control himself though, or it wouldn’t be nearly as sweet.

It was very difficult, however. The cub had begun pleading through bloodied lips, and it made his grin grow even more manic as he barked a sharp raspy laugh.

“Is that what you think this is about, dear Daniel?” He implored, stifling further merriment. “No, I could care less for that drunkard’s problems. We’re here tonight by fate. Had your curiosity not gotten the better of you, you might have lived to see tomorrow.”

Red leaned closer to speak directly into the boy’s ear, enunciating each word so the boy could understand it clearly. “I’m going to hurt you in every way you could imagine, and in many more ways you couldn’t conceive of in your worst nightmares. And then, when there is almost nothing left, I will rip out your little heart and show it to you before you perish.” He breathed heavily and hot into the boy’s ear before backing away. “You will beg for death before I’m through, but I will not comply until I’ve extracted every succulent drop of agony from your little body.”

The evil rabbit grinned broadly at the boy’s reaction, the terror nourishing his vile, black heart.

“But before my game begins, there is another to indulge,” he said softly as he traced a single claw down the boy’s body towards his little genitals, pinching the little fuzzy sack between his fingers and twisting it sharply.
Daniel grabbed those wrists firmly as those sharp claws pierced into his skin, screaming towards a full sob, his terror reaching new heights as everything he did to try to save himself from his life being ended so much sooner than it should was derailed. He was easily no match for the skilled and methodical killer.

He tilted his head away from the crazed rabbit's whispers as much as he could, pinned at his chest with those sharp claws, naked, wiggling underneath to try to get some form of comfort. His eyes widened more and more with every word, and his quickening pulse could be felt as his chest pounded more rapidly and harder against Red's painful grip.

Daniel's skin was pale again as Red's intentions were made very clear. He'd seen the results of that “game” in the bar, all over the floor, and a still beating heart in the bunny's claws before he ran away.

“No.. Oh please no!!”

There would be no apologizing, fighting would earn him more pain, Mr. Red was doing this simply to satisfy a desire to torture and kill. Not even obedience would get him out of this. He began thrashing and scraping those blunt claws on anything he could reach, his legs twitching as he tried to pull them out from under his captor. Every moment he remained trapped was another dose of fear as he frantically made one more attempt to get free, bargaining at the same time.

“I'll do anything! Don't kill me, I'll do anything!”

Once he figured out where that claw was going, and observing that confusing, lustful stare from those terrifying eyes, his pulse grew even harder. He had no idea why, or what to expect, but every little voice in his head was screaming “Danger!”

“Please! I don't—HURK!!”

His voice was cut off as his tiny sack became the target of the abuse, the nausea unbearable, shaky paws gripping Mr. Red's wrist tightly, and tighter the more the pain grew, tears openly flowing down his face as he forced out a long squeak, begging with his wet eyes, one of which developing a dark ring around it from the earlier punch, for the pain to stop, clenching his teeth, which caused more pain in his snout, but he couldn't stop clenching them as is boy bits were so tightly and painfully squeezed in.
“Oh I know you will,” Mister Red replied casually. “One way or another, you will. They always do.”

Daniel’s agonized screams and terrified begging were music to the killer’s ears, which twitched in their auditory ecstasy as the torture continued. With the boy’s little fuzzy testicles in his grip, he twisted the flesh a full 180 degrees until the tight skin of those undeveloped orbs had wrapped painfully around his thumb, before he released them. Mister Red was following the insistent instructions of his inner voice, a position he rarely put himself in, but his expertise in the raping and mutilation of cubs was limited to the goriest aspects. And he had to admit, this pedo-fuck was very creative.
Give a kiss, a big kiss! The boys they love the kissing, love it! The voice squealed delightfully.

Mister Red didn’t approve of the idea to stick his tongue out near the little boy’s own buck teeth. He would without a doubt resist and attempt to bite. Unless of course… The rabbit smirked cleverly as he latched onto the shocked little boy’s chin, still recovering from the abuse to his genitals, and with a quick jerk dislocated his jaw with a tiny crack. Such delicate bones, Mister Red thought even as he plunged down and, securing his own buck teeth in behind Daniels’, forced a brutal and most positively agonizing kiss upon the boy.

His reached his tongue deep inside, probing every inch right to the back of the cub’s throat and tasting the blood from his nose that had dribbled inside. Despite himself, he tentatively considered biting Daniel’s tongue off as he nipped and pinched it between his incisors. He excitedly imagined the taste of the blood that would flow. However, if he did so now, he wouldn’t get to hear anymore pleas and there would be a strong possibility of the buck drowning in his own blood, a scenario which Red did not approve of in the least.

For a few minutes he maintained the vile kiss, exploring everywhere inside until he was positive there was more of his own saliva inside than the boy’s along with the blood of his previous victims, and released him. With another quick jerk he popped the jaw back into place, and grinned demonically, his glowing eyes burning with glee.

It was so cute the way the boy desperately struggled and scratched at Mister Red’s arm with his blunt, ineffective claws the entire time he tormented him, but eventually he was going to have to bind them if he wanted to proceed further. It was either that or surgically removing them, but the pedo urged for the former.

Removing his claws from Daniel’s chest, immediately missing the feeling of that frantically beating heart pulsing against his palm, he gripped the buck by the head and sat him upright, pressing him against the killer’s blood-stained shirt as he forced each little arm behind his back and bound them painfully tight. He dropped the cub back down and smiled at Daniel as he himself began to disrobe, popping the buttons of his dress-shirt off as he ripped it open to expose his blood-mottled chest.

He tossed the shirt aside and proceeded with his pants, revealing the start of an erection and a larger sack. Keeping both of Daniel’s legs pinned down as he worked, he eventually removed the pants and both dress shoes, tossing them all away before placing his paws to either side of the little buck’s head as he stared down at him lustfully.

Removing his clothes had been the pedophile’s idea, but Red didn’t particularly mind since the action struck even more terror into the boy as he made adorably pathetic sounds through his aching jaw.

“I think you’re going to love what we have planned,” he giggled insanely.

With one paw, he reached back down to the boy’s tiny bits, mere inches away from his own. Make it grow, make it grow then make it suffer! Suffer! With one sharp claw, Red very carefully delved into Daniel’s undeveloped sheath, probing with surgical precision for the inexperienced bit of flesh that resided within. Patiently but eagerly, he worked to coax it out against the cub’s will. He didn’t believe with the amount of pain the boy was enduring by now that it would work, but the voice in his head spoke otherwise.

Either way, he reveled in the shock and horror on Daniel’s face as he worked.
Daniel's sobs grew much louder as Mr. Red ignored his pleas for mercy, but soon those sobs would be cut short as his little sack was then twisted and stretched, cutting off Daniel's screams completely. His muzzle was open and his head shaking, but not even a whisper coming out as his little sack was abused. His claws started digging rapidly at the bunny's arm and chest, squirming frantically to ease the pain any way he could.

His eyes were rolling back as Red finally finished. He couldn't understand why he wasn't just being killed. He watched in anticipation as that paw slowly gripped his lower jaw. There was an audible pop, and a tremendous amount of pain. The screams returned, and were shortly cut off by the sudden kiss. He froze for a second. This wasn't the kind of kiss Daniel gave to his parents. This was a dirty kiss, and that much he knew.

Daniel was quite confused, but the pain demanded more attention than figuring out what was going on. Letting out muffled screams into the bigger buck's mouth as he felt that adult tongue questing around inside, occasionally brushing over his throat and cutting them a little. He didn't like it one bit. He didn't like being kissed by his killer, and the pain in his jaw was unbearable. His claws were scraping against Red's back, and were moving around to his face just as he pulled back.

Daniel was sobbing both in pain and in shame, his paws reaching up to his jaw, but the adult beat him to it, and snapped it back into place. His back arched from the sharp pain returning, letting out another shriek. His sobs carried the hint of humiliation as well as the torment he was being put through.

Being lifted off the mattress, Daniel could reach his attacker's face again, but before his claws met with him, they were captured, and he could feel the rope being wrapped around his wrists. His heart pounded faster as he was slowly losing every means to defend himself, as little good as they've done so far. He tried to bite into Red's arm, but his jaw and snout were aching so badly, he saw stars every time he bit down hard enough to even be noticed.

Deposited down on the mattress, he watched in terror as Mr. Red began taking off his own clothes. Daniel couldn't grasp what was going on. He didn't understand why the older bunny felt he had to be naked as well, but he didn't like it, and he knew there was something to it. Something sinister and evil, as everything had been thus far.

He gasped out sharply as he felt that claw slipping into his sheath and very lightly playing with his little member. He didn't want that claw in there! He didn't want that claw touching him in any way, much less his little penis. His arms twitched, wanting to reach out and stop this before it somehow concluded badly, but otherwise he stayed very still, knowing any wrong movement would be quite unfortunate. He couldn't understand this fascination the killer had with his privates.

“W-What are you doing?!”
Still looming over Daniel’s little body, Red raised his head and took a deep breath as he relished in the reverberating cries of his victim as they echoed all around the alley and out into the street. It was clear as day what was happening, and anyone could have heard and come investigating. The adrenaline of it gave the killer such a thrill, and it was clear in the way it made the fur of his back stand on end.

This little boy was going to suffer a horrific fate, and others could potentially stop it if they only thought to step outdoors and follow the sound. But Mister Red knew they wouldn’t; they never did. Fear in this city was rampant, and these streets were dangerous at the best of times. But in the end, most just wouldn’t assist simply for not wanting to get involved.

Red lowered his terrifying gaze to the boy again, enjoying with amusement and arousal as the boy has tried to scratch helplessly and use his injured jaw to bite. It was cute; or so thought the molester inside him, anyway. The buck could still hear it whispering suggestions that almost bordered on demands.

He continued to work his claw around inside the boy’s tiny sheath, tickling and stroking the delicate flesh of his penis, even as his own twitched eagerly and impatiently. It was taking far too long to coax an arousal out of the boy, who had no idea what his goals were, evidenced by his terrified question.

“Playing a game,” he answered with a grin. “And if you don’t start playing along soon, your death will only be that much more agonizing… Perhaps I’ll dismember you slowly.”

To add emphasis to his next words, he gripped one of the boy’s ears tightly in his claws, shredding just a little bit of the flesh as he did. “Limb…” he stressed, releasing and grabbing the boy’s right arm, dragging his claws through the flesh painfully as he did. “…By limb.”

“That is, if you continue to resist. You will die either way. It’s entirely up to you just how agonizing that death will be. Be a good boy, and maybe I’ll numb a little of your pain with this before you perish.” As he spoke, he held up a syringe containing a sedative, all the while his claw still probing uncomfortably deeper inside the cavity in which his little member resided.
Every moment that claw was feeling around inside his little sheath was frightening. He'd already felt that claw inside his body where there were no openings before, and now it was inside his sheath. Daniel stayed very still, not wanting to move in a way that would put that claw inside him even further, though his arms were still pulling against that rope, wanting to get that claw out of him. His small tip was indeed starting to peek out. He didn't know why this was happening, and he didn't care. He just wanted it to stop.

The answer he got back was just as vague, and at the same time just as troubling as everything else this psychotic bunny had told him. One unexpected scratch to his ear, and Daniel had to fight the urge to arch his back as that sensitive area was torn, letting out a tormented shriek already, and the claws to his arm wasn't much less painful. His body was shuddering and twitching, fighting the urge to squirm and risk damage to his privates.

Quick footsteps were soon heard from the entrance to the alley. Daniel's ears twitched as he tilted his head back, hoping to find someone coming to save him, and indeed, someone heard his screams and sobs, and was coming to investigate. A large male deer had stepped into view, with a long lead pipe he had picked up on his way in, expecting trouble.

The Buck's eyes widened as he stepped in, seeing the adult and cub both naked, and the cub was obviously being brutally assaulted.

The buck froze as he saw this disturbing scene, but Daniel, seeing his only chance of escaping his fate, took it instantly.

“HELP ME!! GET HIM AWAY!!”

With that, the buck raised the pipe threateningly, snorting and baring his teeth, trying his best to look tough.

“You better get up off of that kid right now, you sick fuck!”

Daniel was ready. As soon as Mr. red would turn his back, he'd get back to his feet and look for a way past, and take it.
Mister Red’s efforts in forcing an erection had begun to pay off when he too heard the footsteps approaching. His head jerked up as Daniel’s tilted back, the boy expressing relief and hope, but the killer expressing nothing short of manic exhilaration. It was a surprise to say the least, but one he was more than happy to show his gratitude for.

So many times in the past he had killed, his victims screaming undeterred in sheer agony, and no one ever came. Deep down that was always a source of disappointment. So at the sight of the deer rounding the corner already prepared for a fight, the glee on Red’s face was indescribable and his eyes seemed to burn even brighter.

Daniel screamed for help underneath him and the older rabbit casually placed a paw on his sore jaw, pinning it shut as he addressed his unexpected visitor.

“I do love a Good Samaritan,” Red chuckled. “The hero has come to save the day. Oh woe is the villain, my plans are thwarted. How ever will I go on?”

A look of unsettled confusion crossed the deer’s face before shaking it off and brandishing his weapon threateningly. “I said back off, you fucking freak! Let the cub go!”

Red reached for the meat-hook which he’d placed nearby, picking it up and scraping the metal against the concrete. “I’m afraid this is a game between Daniel and I. But you’re welcome to join us.”

The insane rabbit started to ease off of Daniel as he rose to his feet, but he hadn’t relinquished his hold yet; he pressed a footpaw square on the boy’s genitals and abdomen, keeping his legs spread with the threat of crushing his little bones.

Standing up completely unclothed and sporting a healthy erection, Red somehow looked even more dangerous than when he was clothed in his blood-soaked fabric. The deer took a step back, eyes wide with a mixture of disgust, anger and terror. His red eyes, glowing from an unnatural internal light, had always struck fear into his victims; some more than others.

This buck seemed undeterred however, though only barely. He believed his superior height and strength would be more than enough to take down a naked pedophile with a meat-hook.

“Are you sure you’re willing to play this game?” he queried. “The penalty for losing may not be worth the risk.”

He grinned again while the buck snarled, fuelled by anger and righteousness and ready to crack open the evil bunny’s skull. As he began to move forward aggressively, Red released Daniel and jabbed his heel into the boy’s ribs to deter motion. The rabbit stepped towards the charging buck slowly, caressing the grip on his meat-hook, erection still raging and experiencing a different kind of excitement.

The bystander crossed the gap in mere seconds and was upon the rabbit with a vengeance as Mister Red stood motionless until the distance between them was small enough to make the deer think he was in control. But as he swung the pipe, it missed completely. Red ducked out of range with ease as he moved out of the path of the deer’s mass and, with all the speed and grace of the master assassin Red had killed long ago, he spun around and caught the deer’s neck in his bloody hook, even as he continued to fall forward.

With a single jerk, Mister Red slit his throat and dropped the enraged buck to his knees.

As the pipe dropped to the ground and the deer scrambled to stanch the bleeding of his torn throat, the rabbit placed a paw on his shoulder and pushed him to the side.

At that moment, Red suddenly noticed the buck was gone from the mattress and had just ran past him in the short span of time it had taken to dispatch his aggressor. The buck turned sharply and followed Daniel, his expression a dead calm as he caught up to the escaping buck just outside the mouth of the alley and raised a footpaw to the back of his head. Forcing the boy off of his feet with his own momentum, he brought the cub’s head straight down on the edge of the sidewalk, incidentally curb-stomping his already aching jaws into the hard concrete.

“Bad boy,” he said in a deadly calm tone as he kept his foot pressed against the back of his head.

Daniel had suddenly started making a lot noise, causing Mister Red to crouch down and investigate. Gripping the boy by the back of his head, he lifted it off of the curb. A bloody tooth dripped out of the cub’s mouth as he did so, and the grin returned.

“Well, fancy that,” he stated with amusement. “Come now, Daniel, I think I know the perfect punishment for your disobedience.”

Grabbing the bleeding boy by the scruff, he picked him up and returned to the scene of his to-be crime.
Daniel watched with hope as the Buck stood willing to protect him, waiting as Red stood up, his sheath suddenly sandwiched uncomfortably between his tummy and Red's foot. His body shook as Red's attention turned almost fully to the Buck. For once, the pain wasn't as dominant in his mind, just the hope that it would soon be over.

One quick kick to his ribs drew out another yelp from the little bunny as Red finally stepped away, waiting for the Buck to charge in. This was his chance. This was the only chance he would get. With wide, worried eyes he watched his attacker slowly stepping towards the would-be hero, slowly working his way to his feet, and as soon as the buck charged in, Daniel stood up, eyes scanning for an opening.

He stepped over to the wall furthest from the action, and started strafing against it, worried eyes watching to make sure he couldn't see those glowing red eyes and thus those eyes would never see him, and once Red attacked, he made his move, getting behind him again and taking off. He didn't see the fatal blow. He thought the fight would last longer than it did, and he would have enough time to get away.

He was free! He was alive! He was finally going home where he could be protected from the evil bunny. He didn't hear Red approaching him, and his hopes were suddenly dashed as he was struck with a powerful kick from behind. His mind barely had enough time to register what had happened until he was already on the concrete, seeing stars. His arms bound, he couldn't have protected his face, leaving him dazed, a large piece of one of his front teeth now laying on the sidewalk along with a splat of blood.

When his senses returned to him, there was a grip on the back of his neck. He knew immediately who those clawed fingers belonged to, the claws on his feet scraping against the concrete as he was then dragged right back into the alley.

“NAAAAAAAAH!!!”

He screamed out again, calling for help, hoping someone else would come and give him the chance the Buck gave him, his body stiff in anticipation of what might happen to him after his failed escape attempt, and stiffening harder as the sight and smell of the fresh blood hit their respective senses.
As Mister Red approached the bleeding buck he was still moving, crawling to the wall and trying to restrict the crimson flow as it bubbled around his fingers. The gash had been deep enough for a slow death, as per the murderous buck’s MO. Still holding Daniel by his scruff, he stopped by the buck and pushed him over so that he was facing his soon-to-be killer. The deer pressed himself up against the wall in terror, gurgling pleas through his damaged throat.

Wrapping an arm tightly around the little boy’s chest, he held him aloft and crouched down in from of the would-be hero. With the curved edge of his meat-hook, Mister Red forced Daniel’s gaze forward.

“Take a good look, Daniel,” Mister Red said calmly but with a hint of giddiness. “This is what happens to heroes… And naughty little boys. But don’t fear for him, he won’t get to suffer as long as you will.”

Suddenly, with practiced paws, Red whipped outwards with the meat-hook, slicing open the deer’s abdomen with quick jagged jerks until his internal organs spilled forth, much to the man’s immense horror as he weakly scrambled to hold it in. But his life was fading fast and there was little he could do now.

The crazed buck set the meat-hook aside and with his free paw, reached deep inside the dying deer, to the sound of agonized, bubbling cries. Red continued deeper until half his arm was inside where he unceremoniously gripped the deer’s failing heart and, with several harsh jerks, ripped it free. The rabbit held it up for all to see as it beat only two times before failing; the deer only saw it for a moment before passing, just long enough for his face to freeze in a state of mind-numbing shock.

Once the hero was dead, Mister Red crushed the heart violently in his claws and dropped it into the corpse’s mess of now external organs. He shook his paw a few times to rid it of the excess blood before gripping Daniel’s chin tightly as he whispered into his ear.

“Your death won’t be nearly as merciful, I assure you.” As he spoke, his still erect and throbbing penis peaked out between Daniel’s legs. “Or as quick… We have plans for you. But first there’s the question of your punishment…”

Red suddenly rose to his feet after wiping his arm off on the dead deer’s shirt. Returning to the mattress, he threw the trembling little boy down and pinned him in place once more. He then reached for some of the supplies he had “acquired” from an ambulance earlier and from inside one of the pouches, he produced a pair of surgical pliers.

“It’s a shame you broke your tooth,” he began as he inspected the shiny metal instrument. “That must be frightfully painful. Fear not, I’ll make it all better.”

Grinning deviously, Mister Red grabbed Daniel’s head tightly and forced his jaws open so he could see the offending tooth, snapped clean in half. He pinched it between the pliers and, with no tact whatsoever, jerked forward hard, ripping the remainder of the tooth out of the gums.

The delicious screams the little boy produced encouraged him further as, one by one, each of Daniel’s buck teeth were removed by force.
Daniel sobbed loudly after putting all his hopes in that failed escape attempt, only to be dragged back into the makeshift torture chamber. Every part of his body was aching, those claw marks stinging as they left red stains on his fur. At this point, professional help wouldn't rid him of the nightmares, but he knew it was about to get much worse, and now he was forced to face his dying would-be rescuer.

Now his soft little body was pressed up tightly against that of the killer. Red could feel Daniel shuddering, a shudder that he would likely live with the rest of his days because of the trauma caused to his young mind. His eyes shift down to Red's cock for a moment as it throbbed against his soft tummy. His gaze was soon forced back to the hero.

As soon as the meat-hook tore into the deer's abdomen, Daniel's body jerked and shook against the murderer's body, clenching his eyes shut, the smell of the buck's guts making him nauseous and weak, but he couldn't faint or vomit. Those drugs were still in effect, and his heart raced harder as he heard the squishing noises of Red's paw digging inside the buck. He knew what was happening, he'd seen it before and didn't wish to see it again.

Shoved back down on the mattress, Daniel opened his eyes, and then widened them as they centered on the pliers. Once that bloody paw forced his mouth open, he started to get a good guess what that tool was for, squirming frantically, but unable to fight the grip on his small jaws, watched in horror as that tool moved in closer.

“Naah! Naaaaah!”

He squeaked in a high pitch as he felt them clamp down on his tooth, and then pulled out with a bloody tooth, causing him to give his attacker the delicious screams he craved as his body flopped helplessly on the mattress. With the second tooth then yanked out, his body arched and then resumed its helpless flopping against the mattress, eyes clenched shut as the pain throbbed through his face. The torture continued, and he couldn't understand the pleasure Red gained in hurting him so much.
Red methodically relieved Daniel of the fourth and final pesky tooth, leaving behind a small, gushing, blood-filled hole. Depositing it on the mattress beside the boy’s head, he gave the trembling, aching jaw an unfriendly pat.

“There, now isn’t that much better?” Mister Red asked with a monstrous grin. “No more troublesome teeth to worry about.”

Daniel’s jaw hung open and quivering from the intensity of the pain, and it filled Red with all sorts of joy. Even the molester inside him was ecstatic as it begged the rabbit to face-fuck the bloody opening. But the excess of blood was a concern; laying on his back, the little cub wouldn’t be able to clear his throat easily.

To remedy this problem, Mister Red reached over to his side and scooped up the boy’s shredded shorts. Scrunching it into a ball he said, “Open wide, little bunny,” and jammed the mass of fabric into his mouth, forcing his jaw open to its limits. Unfortunately this solution meant Red wouldn’t get to hear any more of those delicious screams for a while.

In the meantime, as he waited for the worst of the bleeding from the boy’s gums to die down, he went straight to work again not so much coaxing as forcing an erection. He pressed down painfully on the little penis’s fleshy housing, pinching from either side of it and utilizing a mixture of stimulation and brute force to pull the little appendage out into the open; the last place Daniel could ever want it.

Once he’d acquired the little boy’s diminutive equipment, he forced it to stay out by tugging on it harshly, sliding his fingers up and down its short length roughly but carefully. Even in as much pain as the boy was, the inner voice demanded the further violation and humiliation of a forced orgasm. Mister Red on the other hand was shaking his head at what he was doing. The pain would be too overwhelming for any sort of arousal short of direct, acute stimulation of the prostate.

The pedophile had other desires to satisfy first, however. Not something Red was entirely opposed to, but it lacked the impact he sought. In compliance to his unnatural inner urges, the larger buck shifted his position until he was holding Daniel’s legs down with his paws and had positioned his anus, and by extension the rest of his posterior, directly over the boy’s head. 

“Mind the smell, little Daniel,” he snickered, pressing his sack and bony cheeks against the boy’s head as he sat on it; this would satisfy some of his urges, at least.

All the maneuvering put him in place to reach his head down to the little terrified piece of flesh between Daniel’s legs. He breathed hot and heavily over it, forcing it downward with his snout before wrapping his lips around it. His inner voice was euphoric as Mister Red abused the little penis with his tongue and teeth, lightly nipping at it as he forced excitement upon it with his skilled tongue. Hopefully the body was willing enough to comply, or Red would have to sorely disappoint the molester inside him.

Then Mister Red would have to find a way to make this a more pleasurable experience for himself.
Left shaking in pain from his would-be dentist, Daniel's eyes were wet, his voice as shaky as the rest of him, his jaws and face put through all manner of torture tonight. The pain throbbed through his gums, each time oozing out blood into his mouth, which he was forced to either swallow or spit out, the latter being more difficult than it would normally be.

The shorts stuffed into his jaws would prevent that, but also put more strain on that jaw that had been dislocated, relocated, pried and pulled. Seeing red's bare end coming down at him, he turned his head, and squealed out as his head was painfully sandwiched against the mattress.

The evil bunny was playing with his privates again, but those pinches and pulls on it drew out more muffled protests and sobbing into the cloth. His legs struggled in Red's grip, unable to see what was going on, and he could barely move. This was so much worse than the first time it was played with.

Once Red began sucking and nipping at Daniel's painfully forced erection, his muffled squeals started to become frantic. His body started thrashing underneath, but nearly immobile. His eyes widened, his body jerking intensely with every stimulation. It was like tickling, but worse. It was too intense for the 5-year-old.

It wouldn't be very easy to force the little bunny into an orgasm. If it weren't for the drugs preventing it, he would pass out first. His cub muscles tensed and flexed tightly, his pulse racing harshly. He couldn't understand what was going on, but he wanted it to stop, trying desperately to move his hips away, but he was pinned down too well, soon screaming desperately into the gag as if he was in pain.
After several more minutes of abusing the little buck’s genitals without progress, Mister Red was beginning to get fed up. Catering to this particular obsession of the inner voice had gone on for long enough, and this particular act was not the killer’s MO. There was little joy to be had in this oral endeavor. Even the boy’s thrashing and jerking as he worked wasn’t nearly as fun as when he was causing true pain.

The buck continued for a moment, assaulting the little appendage in his mouth to keep its forced cooperation, but eventually he slid down further, engulfing more of the boy’s little penis and rolling it around on his tongue as his buck teeth forced Daniel’s sheath back to expose as much of the sensitive flesh as possible.

Mister Red was grinning with malevolence even as the molester violently objected to his intentions. It would be a win-win situation; shirk the pedo’s influence and gain a little excitement of his own. Red relaxed his jaws slightly as his abuse slowed to a stop.

Then his jaws snapped shut in an instant, snipping through the little boy’s shaft with practically no resistance. Blood immediately dribbled free as he felt Daniel’s body react violently, taking in the sudden, sharp increase in the pitch of his terrified, muffled screams. Red pulled away, severing what little bits of flesh remained intact, even as the cub’s full-bodied thrashing began shifting into stunned horror.

Proud of his work, the severed stump of Daniel’s penis receding back into its sheath as it gushed blood, Mister Red repositioned himself once more so he was facing the boy again, a fresh coat of blood on his lips.

“Got a present for you,” he said through the blood and the severed penis.

He pulled out the balled up, bloody mess that used to be his shorts and forced his jaws to stay open again as Red opened his mouth to reveal the tiny piece of flesh that used to be Daniel’s penis. He let it slide down his tongue on a river of blood that dribbled drop by drop into the horrified buck’s mouth until at last, the little thing slipped off.

The instant in was inside Daniel’s mouth, he forced the jaws shut painfully so he couldn’t eject the foul bit of dying flesh that had once been his boyhood. With his free paw, Red snatched up what remained of the cub’s shirt and ripped off a long strip of fabric with his teeth, using it to fasten those revolted, trembling jaws shut. The boy’s cries would have to be muffled from now on, but it was worth it.

“Keep that safe now, would you?” Red instructed as his lips formed into another blood-soaked grin.
Daniel had no idea what he was feeling as the completely overwhelming sensation continued wiggle, and he wanted it to stop, but the end he had in mind wasn't exactly the end Mr. Red had planned for him. Even he could tell, once those teeth held his little member in an uncomfortable grip, what was about to happen. His squeals grew in pitch, though he couldn't easily move with his dick trapped between those teeth.

Once Red bit that undeveloped cock right off the base, Daniel's screams intensified as expected. He was in so much pain that for a brief moment, his legs started to overpower Red's arms in a burst of strength from adrenaline and pain that quickly died down, leaving his legs trapped again, but the thrashing continued as he felt the last strands of flesh that remained ripped right out of his sheath.

Finally with the shorts taken out of his mouth, the full force of his lungs pushed out a wail the likes of which Daniel would never have expected possible. His body shook violently from the horrible pain as his mouth was forced open, and his screams were cut off momentarily as his own member fell into his mouth, a look of complete disgust pushing his eyes shut, trying to spit it back out before that cloth wrapped around his muzzle. His screams quickly resumed.

In the distance, the sirens of the police and the firefighters could be heard approaching the burning bar. Daniel tilted his head back and tried desperately to send his tormented screams out of the alley and to the police, but it was too far away now. He was completely at Red's mercy, and he didn't want to find out what horrifying games the evil bunny would come up with next.
Mister Red leaned over Daniel’s head, eagerly soaking up every ounce or joy the boy’s agony flooded his body with. The screams and the terror, disgust and disbelief at what had just happened, were intoxicating. This was going to be one of those many nights to remember. And perhaps he’d acquire a souvenir again; considering all his previous ones had burned up in the blaze at the apartment.

Maybe an eye, or a finger; perhaps even the little boy’s gnarled penis, assuming he didn’t even up chewing it to bits or swallowing it before Red was finished with him.

With the undignified and inappropriately performed penectomy out of the way, Mister Red settled down for the pedophile’s “main event” as it were. However to advance, he’d have to bind Daniel’s legs somehow and all that was left at his disposal was a long rope and a much shorter one.

Looking around for something to act as a suitable implement for bondage, he eventually settled of the belt from the pants he’d tossed aside. He flexed the length of leather in his grip and set about concocting a somewhat elaborate system of stringing up the boy’s legs, unaware of the OCD-like influence another personality of his was having on him.

Red began by tying one end of the short rope to Daniel’s right leg, dealing with his incessant squirming with a quick fist to the agonized boy’s ribs. The other leg he bound in the buckle side of his belt, pinching it nice and tight. After that he had to take a moment to figure out how to bring the two together and up.

After a short internal deliberation, he settled on forfeiting his beloved weapon. He didn’t necessarily need it for defense; it was just far more fun slicing his aggressors open.

With the meat-hook in paw, he stabbed the pointy hook through the second-to-last eyelet of the belt and knotted the other end of the rope to the loop. Then finally, he tied the longer rope to the handle and looked up for a place to string it to. A rusted out segment of railing from one of the fire-escapes had fallen over at some point in the past and hung directly over the mattress.

Grinning at his ingenuity, Red tied a piece of concrete from the pile nearby to the rope and tossed it gracefully over one of the railing’s bars, catching it on the return. As for a place to tie it off, that same pile of heavy, pinned debris was as good as any. Testing the immobility of one of the cinderblocks at the bottom of the mess, he deemed it satisfactory and wrapped the rope around it.

The entire time Daniel had been struggling, but keeping the buck put was pretty much a non-issue anymore. All the pain radiating from his severed little wiener would make running impossibly excruciating now. He could still kick however, but with a sudden, rough tug on the rope, he solved that problem as well. Daniel’s legs were forced painfully up and around Red’s midriff, perfectly in line for his intentions.

He tied a sturdy knot in the rope as he finally returned full attention to his soon to be raped victim. There was still just a hint of confusion in those horrified eyes, as the boy clearly didn’t know the next task on Red’s sizeable list; but he would find out soon enough.

Mister Red leaned over Daniel again as he positioned himself.

“It’s a shame your father isn’t here, Daniel. I’d have greatly enjoyed forcing him to watch as I steal your innocence before I steal your life,” Red taunted in his usual, gravelly tone, grinning maniacally. “Perhaps when they find what is left of you afterwards, they’ll do an autopsy; I’ll certainly have done most of the work for them in that regard.”

As Red prepared to make a forceful entry, he noticed a droopiness in Daniel’s eyes and grumbled. He was on the verge of going into shock already, and the dose he’d given him earlier was beginning to wear off.

The homicidal rabbit reached for the syringe from before and held it over Daniel’s head.

“It’s not time for sleeping yet, Daniel. There’s still much work to do. Wakey, wakey.” Red jammed the needle cruelly into the poor little buck’s neck, injecting just a little bit more into his pain-ridden body.

As soon as he was sure the boy wasn’t going to be taking a nap, Mister Red proceeded to force his erection against the tiny boy’s tight anus. He wasn’t sure if there’d even be enough room inside the boy for his own not-substantial size, but he didn’t particularly care; if he ripped open the boy’s innards, all the better.

It didn’t take long with the larger rabbit’s forceful, deliberate bucking before he ripped his way inside. Even with his small size he’d only gotten in halfway before the boy’s inner muscles tensed and blocked the way. The sensation of those muscles pressed so tightly against his flesh only served to make him bucker harder and more eagerly to force his way in further, bit by bit.

Eventually all of Mister Red’s efforts were rewarded as the hilt of his member finally jerked inside, jamming up painfully against the deepest depths of Daniel’s little rectum. The concluding thrust actually hurt Red himself as well, but he reveled in the feeling of his sore penis, crammed so deep inside, he could feel the boy’s muscles clenching all the way along its length.

The instant the initial euphoria wore off the lusting rabbit pulled back, taking a little of the boy’s sphincter with it as it attempted to invert the cub’s rectum. Then the sharp, fast thrusting began, slowly at first as he worked to loosen up the screaming muscles of Daniel’s anus bit by bit. Mister Red basked in arousal and elation as Daniel’s muffled cries intensified.
Daniel dreaded whatever twisted plans were swirling in the sadistic bunny's mind. There wasn't much deliberation in his own mind, once that rope was wrapped around his foot, that he didn't want any part of whatever was to come. He was being punished severely for his curiosity, effectively killing it for good, and he'd not yet seen anything good come from the signs of Mr. Red's internal deliberations.

He yelped out as a fist slammed down on his ribs. It wasn't the worst thing the buck had done to him by a long shot, but it was still effective in getting his leg in place. He only managed to kick out once with his remaining leg before it was captured as well. The frightened bunny was whining loudly as he was slowly losing any hope of escape he had left.

By the time Red had finished tying off the rope and returned to him, his pulse still showed the amount of terror still left in him, but his eyes weren't. His pulse soon slowed a bit as Daniel slowly started to become mentally removed from the situation, a feeling of relief that unfortunately didn't last very long, ending with a jab against his neck, and a new flood of anxiety as he came to his senses, greeted with those glowing red eyes again.

He tried to scream, but he couldn't. From his lower jaw, his tongue could be seen desperately working at the severed member that became slightly lodged in his throat as he was close to fainting. After several desperate tries, he was forced to take a big, long gulp, sending the piece of flesh in a lump down his esophagus.

Once his airway was free, he was sobbing uncontrollably about what just happened, but that, too wouldn't last long as Red positioned himself over him, and started bucking his erect lapine tip against his sphincter. For the first several thrusts, it was highly uncomfortable, but not overly painful as Daniel squeaked and grunted from the unpleasant feeling.

Once his sphincter gave way, his eyes bulged as he soon felt that adult member taking advantage of the new opening and ripping its way inside, causing him to reflexively squeeze down on his attacker's cock, letting out a muffled shriek from the tormenting pain, already dribbling a bit of blood against Red's invading shaft. His white tummy seemed to collapse as it tensed from the second penetration as Red went all-in, Daniel arching his back as his rectum was invaded, that long adult shaft forcing its way deep into the helpless, screaming little 5-year-old.

Every inch of that fully developed shaft was agonizing. For all Daniel knew, the only purpose of this tormenting action was to hurt him for fun, and it was working, but as his pleading eyes met with those remorseless, terrifying red ones, he was starting to pick up on a certain added pleasure that wasn't there before. He didn't know what it was, or why it was, but it was scaring him even more.

To Daniel's extreme dismay, the torture didn't stop there. His screams grew more intense as he felt that adult shaft, agonizingly thick from his perspective, moving inside him, squeezing down against it in hopes of stopping it, but it didn't stop. It just kept forcing its way through his small body, Daniel's blood the only lube the psychotic bunny was using to take his virginity.

As Red's cock pressed and slid against Daniel's prostate, drops of blood dribbled out of his sheath, further staining his white fur. His severed cock was making this even more painful than it would otherwise be. He stared pleadingly into Red's eyes as his body was rocked by harder thrusts, but that only intensified his fear by observing that even more twisted pleasure in those frightening eyes.
There was a hint of disappointment in Red’s eyes when the boy, in his agony and terror, had reflexively swallowed his own little penis. It however immediately turned into a thrilled grin.

“I’ll have to retrieve that later,” he hissed, the teeth in his smile dripping with blood and saliva.

Not once did Mister Red stop thrusting or slow down, he only sped up and made each entry hurt more than the last, until he was literally pounding into the little buck’s ass like only his species could. His short, blood-soaked tail twitched excitedly as his testicles slapped against Daniel’s rump painfully. It was a sickly, wet chorus of bloody sloshing as the boy’s anus leaked blood all over his own genitals as well as Red’s.

Seeing Daniel’s little sheath, now void of the penis that used to reside inside, as it leaked blood mixed with a translucent fluid filled the psychotic rabbit with ravenous lust. He picked up speed even further, lifting the little cub’s lower half completely off the mattress as he dug his claws into the mattress at his feet.

Red’s claws bit hungrily into the 5-year-olds body, scratching him deeply in multiple places as he struggled to find a good grip. Eventually, his eyes burning with wicked desire, his blood-soaked claws found their way around Daniel’s scrawny little neck and squeezed with total abandon. It took him a moment to recover his senses and loosen his grip just short of the boy losing consciousness.

“Hah… hah… Almost lost yah there, little Daniel,” Red said derisively, enjoying the personal nature of addressing him by name as he tore deep into the boy’s innards with each pounding thrust.

As he continued his relentless assault with no clear sign of stopping any time soon, Mister Red leaned down close to the boy’s face and breathed hot and heavy as he licked the blood from his battered nose and dragged his tongue up the bridge of his snout. He paused there for a moment, then lunged at one of the buck’s trembling ears and ripped through the thin flesh like tissue-paper, nearly tearing off a bloody piece that he left dangling.

Reassuming his position over Daniel’s head, he grinned maniacally but wordlessly as he unrelentingly pounding into the boy’s posterior, uncaring of the fact that he’d torn the hole so badly now that it could no longer clench effectively against the invasion. Meanwhile, the blood filling the tortured boy’s rectum from multiple interior tears, gushed out in rhythm to his abuse.

“Hah… Not long now,” Red said breathlessly as he began panting from his own exertion. “Going to fill you up… Then empty you out.” He grinned despite his gasping, tongue hanging out and drooling.
Daniel's small body was jerking and flopping against the mattress, arching his back and trying to pull his legs free as the sadistic adult used his torn and bloody hole so viciously, shrieking in unyielding pain from the merciless rape. His eyes remained wide with shock and agony, wanting this tormenting assault on his inner walls to end.

Once the torture of the pounding shaft inside him combined with the grabbing claws all over his little body, making even more gashes into the boy, he was starting to wish for death, just as Mr. Red had predicted, anything to get this torment to stop, but as those paws squeezed down on his throat, he immediately started to second-guess himself, not knowing what he wanted, to be in so much pain and live, or to be killed and end it all. The only sure thing was that he didn't have a choice.

His eyes grew wider as his mortality became clear from having his throat squeezed so hard. Even with the grip loosened, he was forcing breaths in and out, his screams lacked a little volume, but had that same intensity as he felt the fully developed shaft slam into his body again and again. He felt like it was killing him, and didn't know how right he was.

He tried to turn his head as the evil bunny leaned down, but he couldn't, looking right into those horrible red eyes as that tongue scooped up some of the blood from his face. His soft body then arched, pressing against his attacker with a tormented shriek as one of his sensitive ears became the target, wiggling right up against his captor until his ear was ripped away, his vision going black for just a second from the combined pain from both ends of his body, but the drugs still would not give him the luxury of passing out.

Too many times he'd seen his own blood dripping from those grinning teeth, starting to wonder how much more he had left to lose. All he could do was scream, and hope that someone would hear his muffled cries for help. His mind raced with terror, bouncing back and forth between wanting to die and wanting to live. The continued pain and mental as well as physical torture was taking its toll on his mind, but all he could do was continue screaming.
The little cub didn’t know it, but he was running out of blood very quickly. Mister Red however was acutely aware. He’d have to start moving quickly now if he wanted to enjoy the last few moments of Daniel’s tortured existence.

By now, the maniacal rabbit had the boy folded practically in half as he continued pounding violently downward, straining Daniel’s spine as he relentlessly violated him as deeply as he could, having poked numerous holes through the back of his rectum at this point; he might as well have been raping the cub’s internal organs. But he didn’t stop.

Arched over the boy with his paws on the mattress, he carried on without mercy, working himself towards an orgasm that was just out of reach now. He was going to fill not just Daniel’s rectum, but the gory spaces in-between his organs as well, with his eager sperm; just picturing it made Mister Red shiver with delight.

Eventually, after nearly five long glorious minutes, Red suddenly bucked as hard as he could; once, twice, and finally a third time. His seed pumped deep into Daniel’s ruptured innards, hot and sticky and mixed with the blood of the little buck’s fatal internal injuries.

Mister Red groaned audibly, almost as loudly as Daniel’s muffled shrieks, and then exhaled sharply into heavy panting. He grinned again, but his head was too far over for the boy to see. However, he looked down at himself to where the boy’s eyes were glued with horror. His body was folded so sharply that his wrecked and bleeding anus was almost visible to himself. But Red’s penis was very visible, plunged all the way inside.

Chuckling darkly, he slowly rose up out of that destroyed hole with blood dripping from his body as his erection, soaked in gore, pulled out with ease. Daniel’s life was quickly draining out of him; the only thing that kept him conscious was the injection Red had administered.

After having thoroughly destroyed the boy’s anus in perhaps the least brutal way he could have imagined, the pedophile’s interest disappeared, leaving just Mister Red in all his glory. He gazed down at the boy and a new fire burst to life in his violent eyes.

“Time for a new game,” he said with a sadistic lilt to his voice. “The last one you’ll ever get to play, I’m afraid. But don’t worry, I’ll make it a good one…”

The murderous buck settled back down onto the mattress but he held Daniel’s rump hoisted in the air, adjusting the long rope by wrapping it around the cinder block to keep him there. Once the boy was stationary, the deadly rabbit reached for his goodie bag of medical supplies. He fished around inside before pulling out a pair of large, sharp clippers.

He turned to look at the terrified little boy and worked the scissor open and closed a couple times, grinning as he did so. Moving back out of sight behind Daniel’s elevated rump.

The first thing to go was that cute little tail. One quick, harsh snip and it fell right off, the stump squirting blood as the boy reared up in further agony. But Red wasn’t finished yet. After laying the boy’s fluffy tail on his chest, he moved on to Daniel’s paw and, one by agonizing one, began removing fingers with quick, gory snips of the clippers.

After the first one hit the mattress, the others tried to retreat into a fist, but Red forced them open one at a time.
Snip. Snip. Snip.
All the unimaginably agonizing screams, still muffled but the makeshift muzzle, were pure music to Mister Red’s ears as he continued his work until each paw was relieved of anything that could’ve been called a finger or a thumb.

Picking up all the twitching little appendages, he rose up over Daniel’s bleeding rump and showed them to him as he began meticulously shoving each one deep into his shattered rectum, grinning almost to the point of laughter from the look on the buck face.
By the time Mr. Red was starting to feel the edge of the pleasure the pedophile inside him craved, the blood had reduced most of the friction, but that didn't make it hurt less as the pounding tip ripped new holes deep in his body, and with each thrust, ripped one of them wider, or made a new one. Daniel's insides were being fucked as the rapist folded him and leaned further over his tortured body.

Those fatal injuries were demanding Daniel's attention in the worst way, and the little bunny could barely move, folded like he was, blood splashing onto his face from the brutal thrusts. Every moment being tortured like this went by slowly as he shrieked in agony, the broken piece of the fire-escape clattering above them as his legs thrashed and pulled on it with the rope. He couldn't get free, and his attacker wouldn't stop until he was satisfied in a way that Daniel would never understand.

When the pedophile inside Mr. Red finally got the release he desired, Daniel could feel something squirting into his body, but he had no idea whether is was blood or something else. Once Red finally pulled that dripping shaft out of Daniel's body, he was shivering, shaking up his screams, both in horror that the torture wasn't over yet, and from the cold as his blood was slowly draining from his body.

Hearing the click of those medical sheers, Daniel began thrashing wildly with the last of his adrenaline. He didn't care how they were going to be used. He didn't want to know. He knew the most important part; that the sadistic bunny was going to use them on him. When he felt his tail snipped off so effortlessly, pain shot through his body, and a sudden thrash lifted him slightly off the mattress.

Every time Mr. Red touched him, he thrashed harder, leaning more towards a quick death in his mind as he felt the steel slicing through his fingers, the powerful medical device having no problem cutting through flesh and bone. It seemed like an eternity before all the fingers were removed, and the pain was simply unbearable as the little buck thrashed and flopped against the mattress, slinging blood from his fingerless paws now.

His sphincter was torn enough that every time one of his fingers was shoved inside, it was quite painful, but that pain was nothing compared to what had already been done to him. Blood squirted from his severed tail with each thrash and each insertion, those twitching fingers slipping down into him, one or two slipping through the rips in his rectum, further inside. Strangely, his mind then shifted to the future humiliation of showing himself at school without a tail or fingers, causing him to sob uncontrollably into his tormented screams.
The renewed, tortured cries of the mutilated little boy finally made Mister Red’s façade of controlled insanity shatter as he burst into the cruelest of laughter. He shoved the last finger inside and set to work on the cub’s cute little toes as well.

He began humming, the same tune as before, only now it was so much more haunting and terrifying as he emphasized each note with a snip of a toe. By the time he’d finished, Daniel’s paws and feet were bloody stumps where their digits used to be and his devastated anus was filled to bursting with them.

The skin beneath the five-year-old’s bloodied fur was beginning to turn pale as the blood quickly drained from all the new holes Mister Red had made. It was coming down to the wire now, he only had a handful of minutes left before even the injection would be unable to keep the boy conscious before he perished.

Mister Red leaned over Daniel’s face again, holding the clippers dangerously close to his head. “You don’t have much time left now, my little cub,” he whispered, his breath hot and heavy. “We’ll make the last few minutes count… You won’t be needing these anymore, by the way.”

With two sharp, horrific snips of the clippers, the crazed buck lopped of both of Daniel’s bleeding ears, immediately dampening the boy’s hearing as blood gushed into the ear holes. Red’s voice was muffled and distant as he playfully batted at the cub’s face with his severed ears.

“Enjoy your last moments, young Daniel. And say good-bye to your Daddy.” He grinned in a somewhat endearing manner that was in almost all ways, far more mortifying than all the others.

The rabbit tossed the clippers aside as he reached for the medical bag and dug around until he found his next implement of torture. The scalpel gleamed in the weak light of the alley as he sliced the rope holding Daniel’s legs up. Pinning the boy beneath him again, he loomed over the boy’s exposed and defenseless torso. Red’s erection still twitched occasionally in excitement as he began, with acute precision, to cut deep into the cub’s skin, cutting a perfect square into his mangled chest. Blood gushed from the incisions even as Red grasped the section of flesh he’d outlined by its fur… and brutally ripped it away from the five-year-old’s body.

The sloshing, ripping, squishing sound of his flesh being removed didn’t in any way amount to the titanic shriek that erupted through Daniel’s sealed muzzle. It echoed off every wall and bounced around erotically in Mister Red’s skull as he cackled to himself.

He tossed the flesh aside, still covered in the boy’s soft, blue and blood-soaked fur, as he turned his attention to Daniel’s exposed muscles and tendons. Red’s jolly whistling picked up again, blending melodically with the cub’s echoing screams as he removed bits of muscle and flesh piece by piece, the blade cutting through his young body with ease.

Once the boy’s ribcage had been exposed, he reached for the clippers again, flashing a little grin at Daniel as he checked quickly to make sure he was still alive, if only just. Then without hesitation, he cracked into his sternum with the gore-soaked scissors, snapping through the cartilage with virtually no resistance.

The breaking of Daniel’s ribs as he wretched them open, seemed to resonate louder than Red’s whistling or even the sharp increased intensity of the boy’s muffled wailing. But finally, Mister Red could see the boy’s innards in all their glory.

His victim was fading very fast now; he’d only have a few more moments before the immense blood-loss resulted in the cub’s premature death.

Leaning over the boy, the merciless rabbit stared directly into his fading eyes as he reached gingerly into Daniel’s chest and wrapped his fingers around the little, erratically beating heart as it frantically pumped blood out of the dying five-year-old’s body.

With a quick jerk, he relieved the heart of its futile efforts as he separated it cleanly from the boy’s torso.

And then, before the boy had a chance to descend into his fate, he held the little beating heart over his face, forcing the cub’s eyes open to be absolutely sure he could see it.

It beat for an impressive five cycles before it, and subsequently the boy, expired. He could see it, as what little life there was left in Daniel’s eyes winked out of existence.

“Goodnight, little Daniel,” he whispered softly, his usual maniacal grin now just a little content smile.
Daniel pulled his legs back as he watched those sheers coming at his toes, curling them in futility, not having much room to withdraw them. His mouth tugged at the piece of his shirt wrapped around his bloodied muzzle, trying to beg his captor to stop. He was sure Mr. Red knew exactly what he was trying to do, and what he was trying to say, but still, his toes became severed as well, sending him flailing and shrieking.

The EMTs and police would have to get to him VERY quickly if there was even a hope of him surviving at this point, but there were none on the way, and one by one, his severed toes were stuffed into him like cotton in a stuffed animal; twitching, fleshy, bloody cotton.

He shivered hard, his eyes following his soon-to-be murderer as he walked slowly around, kneeling at his head, still with those sheers in paw. The creases of the mattress were filling up with blood, drained slowly out of the dieing bunny. As those sensitive ears become the next target, his lungs reach their limit with his next scream. Mr. Red certainly had a talent for causing pain all the way up to his victims' last moments.

His eyes wide and wet, they locked onto the scalpel. Everything a bunny is identified by had been removed. As soon as the rope was cut, Daniel tried to squirm to his stubby feet, screaming in pain as he tried to roll up onto them, and soon pinned down against the mattress, his fur soaking up the blood that had collected below him.

His body was thrashing wildly even before the scalpel made its first cut. Poor Daniel was still feeling every painful cut, unable to pass out, his body cold and tense with pain. There was almost no white fur left on his chest and tummy as blood soaked into the rest, staining it red. His frantic screams were testing the limits of his lungs, having that scalpel carefully slicing open his chest in a neatly drawn square.

Blood continued to escape him. Daniel had wished for death when his ears had been cut off, but knowing that it was so close, he didn't want it anymore, fighting Mr. Red's grip until his struggles started to weaken, still letting out fading screams as the protection for his heart was cracked and cut.

All Daniel could manage once Red reached into his chest was a high-pitched moan. His eyes were fluttering shut as he felt the grip on the vital organ. His body arched one last time as it was ripped out. Once he caught a glimpse of his still beating heart, the torment finally ended. The brutally dismembered and tortured body of the little bunny was now lifeless.
After the last scream had died away, Mister Red continued to lean over the motionless body of his victim, giggling with excitement. The boy was still now, his eyes left half open as his life expired. The touch of death had already begun to cloud them as Red stayed straddled over the body, silently waiting for his own heartbeat to calm. It had been thumping almost as frantically as Daniel’s had right before he ripped it out.

Blood still oozed from various severed stumps all over the dead cub’s corpse, but it had begun to coagulate as the body grew cold. And only once the last ounce of warmth that had once been the panic-stricken, tortured final moments of a random cub whose curiosity had literally killed him, did Mister Red finally move away from the mutilated body.

His fine beige pelt was soaked to the skin with gore as he stood up, still completely naked but feeling at peace. The erection he’d been sporting had finally simmered down and retreated back into the warm confines of his sheath.

Mister Red gazed down at the dead bunny at his feet, paws still bound and fingerless, feet without toes, ears and tail scattered around it and the blood clotting in Daniel’s sheath the only sign of his severed penis.

The sadistic rabbit’s eyes lit up at the thought. During his game the little buck had, much to his shock and amusement, swallowed his own severed little wiener, which now resided in the boy’s belly. Mister Red had been thinking hard about taking a souvenir, and in light of how the game played out, the little bone still inside of that fleshy horror would be perfect.

Kneeling down to the deceased bunny, Red acquired the scalpel again and sliced down the abdomen to get access to the boy’s little stomach. Another quick slice and the blood-soaked organ spilled its contents. Most of it was plant products with a few scraps of junk food scattered within, half digested, but eventually somewhere inside the slimy mess, he found what he was after.

Red held up the little mangled penis, so tiny in his large paws. The baculum inside was even smaller as he pinched the base of it and meticulously worked the fleshy sleeve off the bone. The rabbit eyed his prize closely, enjoying its fragile nature; he’d have to cherish it carefully.

Setting the bone aside, Mister Red returned his attention to the boy’s carcass, still very dead and beginning to smell. There was the tiniest of clicks in his brain as he shifted from playtime to clean-up. It was time to dispose of this decaying sack of bones.

Reaching into the medical bag once more, Mister Red extracted a bone saw, eyeing the shiny blade with menacing eyes before getting to work. The blade became caked in gore almost immediately as he began sawing the body into more manageable pieces; paws, arms, legs, head, he separated them all.

A discarded trash-bag made for an ideal container as he began tossing in all the severed limbs, moving from one to the other as casually as if he were picking up ordinary trash. When he got to the boy’s head however, so small and light as he picked it up, he gazed into those dead eyes for a moment. Coagulated blood dribbled out of the gaping hole where his neck used to be.

It felt silly to keep the make-shift muzzle on the boy’s snout, so he removed it. In doing so, he suddenly got a craving. Opening the boy’s jaw for the last time, stiffening with rigor mortis, he planted one final, sickening kiss on those dead lips. A strand of saliva mixed with blood hung between them as Red pulled away, grinning as he did so.

Before finally tossing the head into the bag, he made one more addition to the boy’s severed head; removal of the eyelids made the death on his face even more apparent, with those clouded pupils.

Finished with his clean-up of the dead five-year-old’s body, Mister Red returned to his feet and tied the bag’s opening into a tight knot, then tossed it to the side for a moment. There was still more work to be done, and it would take the better part of the night to see it all through.

First, he had a do-gooder’s body to dispose of, and a lot of gore to destroy in an unfortunate fire. So he decided to kill two birds with one stone, dragging the dead deer onto the blood-drenched mattress and dousing it in some highly flammable fluids he’d acquired from the ambulance.

He made his rounds through the alley one last time to pick up any loose ends he might have missed, eventually spying the little boy’s teeth on the ground next to the mattress. Scooping them up and poring over them, he decided they would make a wonderful present for the boy’s parents.

At long last Mister Red got around to putting his gore-soaked clothes back on, working his way into the damp, uncomfortable apparel. A new change of clothes would be in order after a good long rinsing. But there would be time for that later.

A small blow-torch was the final item he acquired from his stash; used in emergencies for cauterizing wounds no doubt. For the deranged buck however, it was a suitable replacement for a lighter. It did the job well enough as the hot flame immediately ignited the mattress soaked with combustible fluids.

In moments it had burst into a roaring blaze so bright that it beat back the darkness of the alley and made Mister Red squint as he grinned maniacally. He’d always loved fire; or was that just a sentiment of the pyromaniac inside him… Either way, he enjoyed a good blaze.

The hissing, crackling inferno did well to burn away all the evidence of his crime that Red had set upon the mattress, save for one thing. He slung the garbage back full of little bunny body parts over his shoulder after scooping up the blood-stained teeth and the boy’s tiny little penis bone. As he walked out of the alley, a bellowing firestorm raging behind him, Mister Red began to whistle that old tune again.

Over the course of the next several hours, the soulless killer went about his ordered list of clean-up tasks; starting with the dumping of Daniel’s eviscerated remains as close to the boy’s neighborhood as possible. A little research was required to pinpoint the house of his family, but a few minutes of listening in on police chatter with a stolen radio had told him all he needed to know.

A long hot shower at a recreation center that he broke into, and the excessive use of as much cleaners, solvents and soaps as he could find, had been what it took to wash the blood and the smell of death from his fur. But afterwards, a faint odor still lingered. However, it was acceptable enough to be passed off as a sign of poor hygiene.

By the time the body had been dumped and Mister Red had acquired a new pair of clothes as identical as possible to the clothing the drunk usually wore (if a little cleaner and less shitty now), the police had left the residence of the boy he’d brutally raped and murdered.

It was at this point that Mister Red, carrying a small cardboard box, approached the front door of the parents’ home at 3am in the morning. He placed it lightly on the front step with a paw wrapped in a glove; inside it, the mother and father would find four little teeth, one of them snapped in half and all of them stained with blood.

Mister Red walked away slowly, extracting a thin string from his shirt and dropping it to dangle around his neck, allowing little bone bobbed from side to side as the killer walked away with a look of content on his face.
