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Thackery nodded slowly as Kiki called him out on one of the things that was bothering him as his eyes couldn’t help but to wander over the adult raccoon’s still bleeding arm. It still unsettled him to see that blood but it was definitely much worse seeing the red liquid coating Jeffrey’s teeth and muzzle in that crazed look. He wanted to say more at this point, but he also did not want to lie to the adult that potentially had saved him from the bully who had been tempting him with information. By remaining quiet and just nodding to the comment he felt he could hide the fact that the blood was only a partial truth and avoid getting in trouble with the teachers, which was rare for him.





He was lucky however as Kiki’s erratic talking pattern and Killian’s need to take charge of the situation gave him the excuse on why he didn’t speak up further. She was so focused on the word that bully had used and he couldn’t remember specifically what it meant but something told him that it was something that cubs their age shouldn’t be saying. Then Killian explained the situation at first, which Thackery heard but didn’t seem to react to until there was suddenly a change in topic to the cubs leaving to get an extra night in the playroom.





Thackery’s ears noticeably perked and he looked up at the teacher with excitement at that he could not only get an excuse to leave the recess area early, but it seemed perhaps that he could get some time to talk to Kiki alone. Daniel was going to be there too but he figured once they got to the room they could distract the bunny cub long enough for them to talk about both previous and current events. Either that or perhaps somehow talk Daniel into secrecy but he figured that was something that he could work out once they were far away from the playground and prying eyes and ears.





Nodding slowly to the raccoon teacher he smiled, “I can get Daniel! Thank you so much Sir!” he said with genuine excitement as he went over to Daniel for the short talk of telling him how good he had done on listening to directions, buttering up the boy a bit, and then saying they were going to spend a night in the playroom. He kept an eye on Kiki and Killian though to see what they were up to while he idly chatted with Daniel prepping to get off of the playground and into a much more safe spot in the building that to him seemed plenty discreet for what he wanted to discuss.





---





By the time Killian had noticed and addressed Kiki’s exhaustion, the lemur had become a wall-eyed zombie with a glazed-over stare. However she immediately snapped out of it the instant the raccoon suggested getting to nap on the big comfy bed in the playroom. Before the adult could even finish, Kiki twitched to life like Frankenstein’s monster and jumped into the air with a gleeful squeal. Then promptly launched herself into consecutive cartwheels towards their destination.





The naked 7-year-old simian managed about five complete rotations before dizziness clashed with the physical and mental strain of the activity, and then she crumbled to the ground, rolling for several more feet before somehow managing to get both legs beneath her again. Needless to say it was a spectacle to behold, which several cubs along the way and another handler did, to varying degrees of amusement.





By the time she arrived, Kiki had no strength to even push open the door, so she just leaned on it instead while she waited for Killian, Thackeray and Daniel to catch up. In her mental haze, she had become quite myopic, focusing on that big, soft, squishy bean-bag of a bed with the full intent to pass out the second she hit it, but even once the door was opened, and her goal was in sight, reaching it quickly became a struggle for the vertically challenged cub.





She made the next 20 feet feel like 20 miles as she stumbled along in a bleary-eyed, half-waking state, only realizing she had arrived when she suddenly tripped over the edge of the cushion and fell forward into its heavenly embrace.





“Aaah… Soooo… cooooomfy…” Kiki mumbled, face-down and completely muffled, with her backside presented to the group; so still even her tail had no life in it as it lay splayed out like a striped noodle.





---





Daniel became curious as he saw the smile on Thackery’s face as he approached. Before he arrived, however, all eyes became glued to the cartwheeling lemur tumbling her way through the grass, then rolling to a stop amid laughter. Wendy giggled as she casually side-stepped Kiki, allowing her to roll past.





“Silly little sister.”





She wasn’t sure if Kiki had heard her while the other cubs and adults were laughing, and once Kiki returned to her feet, Wendy continued towards her father as they both made their way to the nurse. Kiki then stumbled her way to the front door as Thackery revealed the reward to the younger cub, who grinned widely and pumped his fist in excitement.





Daniel eagerly followed behind Thackery. Cubs weren’t usually allowed in the play room until after evening play-time was over, which meant the three would be enjoying more time in it than usual. Daniel was especially happy to be able to have more time playing the small selection of video games, wondering if the adults had put any new ones in since the last time he was there. The blue bunny rarely used the bed, as he would be up playing video games until the most relaxing feeling came over him, and he would just fall asleep on the spot, and wake up with that sore feeling in his butt in the morning that became an odd, unexplained quirk of that highly anticipated day.





The cubs were only in the room for a short time, and Daniel had barely made it through the collection of games, deciding which one he wanted to play when the three could decide if they were playing something together or which of the three could play when.. or of the two, since Kiki was immediately conked out on the bed, snoring into the blanket. Wendy soon entered the room, and giggled at the sight of Kiki flopped against the bed, presenting her assets to the raccoon, and was somehow asleep without being fully on the mattress. Wendy approached Kiki, and gently helped the lemur fully onto the bed, and ran her paw over Kiki’s head before leaning down to kiss her on the forehead, and speak softly to her.





“I can’t wait for the day you get to come to the meeting room with me and my... “ She smiled. “I mean.. our dad. It’s going to be a great day, little sister.”





Wendy then reached into her pocket and produced a pen and small notepad, and began scribbling onto it.





“Thackery… Daniel… Kiki… Dad is gonna come by later tonight with your drinks. What would you like?”





Wendy scribbled down everyone’s choice beverages, then tucked her notepad away again, and scritched the sleepy simian behind the ear before getting up to leave.





“Oh, and when it’s time for dinner, I’ll just bring yours and you can eat in here. Have fun!”





Wendy winked at the group, and exited the room, leaving the three cubs alone, still an hour before dinner time.





---





Once he was away from the raccoon teacher Thackery could feel his nervous edge starting to dwindle further and further as he could think less about what had just transpired. It was even easier to forget with both Daniel’s and Kiki’s combined energy over being able to get to the play room a few days early and being able to forget the past couple stressful days. It was even easy to forget his own childish worries about spending time with the two hyperactive cubs when he would normally much rather have some solitude to read in peace or some alone time with a teacher so he could learn something new.





The way Kiki was acting barely bothered him in the moment as she ran forward and in the span of a second had found herself face down in the bean bag of a bed. He almost had to laugh at how she even took the energy of going to bed to such a frantic nature and that she seemed to be asleep in the short amount of time it would take for anyone to check up on her. Then Daniel was much more interested in the selection of video games to try to even bother his fellow lapine cub as they were left alone for those few moments.





What did bother him however was that they were finally being left alone and it was obvious that he was not going to get a straight answer out of Kiki until she recovered enough to be coherent, not that he was surprised at this thinking about her time on the playground.





So he decided to join Daniel with the decision of picking out a game to play during their time there and maybe talk to the other boy bunny during their time alone. At least then he might be able to convince the other cub to pick something that at least had enough of a story to interest the overly curious bunny as too many of the games were either about a buff predator trying to save his girlfriend or a magical prey species trying to save a princess as they bounced around between levels and the princess was almost always in another castle.





It was a tough decision however and Wendy was a welcome distraction as she came into the room to check on the three of them. He could tell she was checking in on Kiki first but he took no notice of what she said to the passed out lemur before she spoke up and asked about drink orders.





“Uh, juice please,” he said meekly as he didn’t want to have to make a decision and hoped that even just narrowing it down that far would allow her to just give him something. Which seemed to work as she took the other orders and seemed to disappear as quickly as she had arrived.





Which left him enough time to pick a game that was suitable to the two cubs and calm down long enough to lean close to Daniel and speak to the boy in a soft tone, “Thank you for being so brave out there. But do you know what … he was talking about out there? I get the feeling Kiki had an idea but she’s already asleep…”





---





Though completely limp and lifeless when Wendy helped her onto the bed properly, Kiki still seemed somewhat aware of her surroundings as she responded to the raccoon’s physical affection and touching words with a soft smile and a sleepy giggle. Then when she asked for their choice of beverages, and Thackery voiced his preference, the lemur grunted with approval and a flick of her tail.





Beyond that, Kiki appeared dead to the world, enraptured by the comfy bedding after spending 3 days in a far less desirable space. She didn’t ever want to leave the soft pillow she was now curled up in, nor did she want to think about what she had to go through to get there. Her mind and body were ready to just shut off completely and give the exhausted lemur a few hours of much needed rest. Any second now. Aaaany second…





After just a minute of listening to Daniel and Thackery’s barely audible search for a game to play, Kiki opened one bleary eye with obvious sleep-deprivation bags beginning to form under it, unable to shut her brain down. Instead, her body seemed to come to life on its own and slink over to her fellow cubs.





Suddenly and somewhat creepily appearing next to the two boys just after Thackery finished mentioning her by name, she croaked, “‘Sup guys..! You should play this one.” Randomly reaching for the nearest game in the pile they’d made she raised up her preferred choice, which happened to be some impossible to pronounce remake of foreign bootleg game. But it had kittens on the cover and seemed to involve… sushi in some manner. Needless to say it fit her personality to a T.





Before she could show off her suggestion though, she immediately toppled face first into the collection of games, groaning, “Mmnh… sleepy…”





---





Daniel decided he was in the mood for orange juice when it was his turn to pick his preferred drink, though it took him awhile to decide for sure. When the raccoon teen left the room, Daniel continued digging through the mess of game cases he had made on the floor next to the console. He looked back to Thackery with a smile, receiving a rare compliment from the older rabbit.





His smile faded however as he remembered the scary events on the playground earlier. For now, though, the danger had passed, and Daniel was almost as calm as Thackery.





“Um..”





He scratched his head, stalling for a moment as he thought about both what Jeffrey had said, and whether or not it would be considered a rumor if he talked about it. The adults always seemed to be a bit inconsistent on what subjects were rumors and which ones weren’t. In the end, he concluded that even if it was a rumor, Thackery was being much too kind to rat him out.





“I don’t know, but…”





Just then, with the aggressive fox fresh on his mind, he gasped and nearly shot to his feet as Kiki suddenly materialized next to him, then breathed a sigh of relief. Kiki lazily picked out a bizarre looking game and handed it to the youngest cub, who looked at it with uncertainty, but noticed it was 2-player, so he tentatively left the case next to the console for Thackery to make the final decision.





He looked to Thackery for a moment, then back to Kiki, and lightly nudged the face-down lemur’s shoulder.





“Hey, Kiki? What was Jeffrey talking about back there? And.. what else did he say after I went to get Alexia?”





---





For several moments the lemur lay motionless, despite being poked by the young buck, but gradually she began to stir again. With a sleepy groan, Kiki rolled over in such a way that her arms remained pinned around her twisted body, staring half-consciously up at the ceiling with a game case stuck to her cheek briefly before it toppled to the floor. Squinting against the overhead lights, the girl found herself drifting backward in time to the encounter in question.





In her half-lucid state, Kiki was surprisingly able to visualize the entire event quite clearly, however when she attempted to explain it in words, she was far less coherent.





“He called me a stupid cunt!” she blurted abruptly, as if reacting to his insult for the first time, “Was’sat even mean? I’m way smarter than him, jus’look at my grades! An’ what’s a cunt? What’s it got to do with being smart or dumb, huh?”





Clearly Kiki wasn’t talking to either of the boys beside her, but rather to her own hallucination as it continued towards its inevitable conclusion, and Jeffrey’s final words.





With a snort she reported bluntly, “Pff, he said we deserve it. Darn right we do, you dummy. That’s why we’re still here and you’re not, stupid fox. ‘Cause we deserve to get adopted. An’ we’re all gonna be, very soon! I can feel it!”





Suddenly filled with new energy, Kiki untwisted her naked body and sprang up to embrace each bunny in one of her arms, snuggling them close with great affection before once again succumbing to exhaustion. Now holding both boys hostage, she dragged them down flat onto their backs as she herself toppled forward face-first into the carpeted floor.





“We’re all… gonna be… adopted…” she mumbled softly as she drifted off, “All’ve us… I jus’... know it.”





---





The dark furred bunny cub was taken aback by how Kiki was acting as he was being quickly reminded of how her erratic nature was quite irritating to him almost daily. He could not even trust her to sleep for a few minutes at a time it seemed, but it also didn’t seem like she was going to be able to answer any of Thackery’s long awaited questions as she had her outburst then was immediately drifting back to sleep.





To top it off he was in the rather uncomfortable position of having her press both him and Daniel into the carpeted floor and then immediately turn into dead weight. Somehow her grip on the two of them seemed to get that much tighter and heavier as she succumbed to true sleep, the two previous attempts seeming to have been a failure for her but the third time was the charm it seemed. He could do little but to struggle against her limp form for a few seconds before just giving up and looking up at the ceiling as he waited for Wendy to come back and save the two cubs from their captor.





The proximity of the three of them gave him a moment however where he could keep his voice low and vent out some of his thoughts to Daniel, though he didn’t really expect the cub to really have much to say in return at this point.





“Kiki said she had something she needed to tell me. Days ago. But each time she tries to tell me something happens. She gets caught spreading rumors. I get punched. Her punishment ends and Jeffrey returns. Now we’re alone and she’s a heavy fuzzy blanket only. I don’t even have the energy to push her off. Is it wrong of me to want answers? I don’t want either of us to get in trouble too.”





---





After a puzzling reply from Kiki, she suddenly grabbed the two rabbits and flopped forward. Daniel gasped and his body tensed as Kiki suddenly, though certainly not maliciously, forced the cubs onto their backs. The 5-year-old squirmed in Kiki’s grasp until he could maneuver himself onto his side, essentially snuggling up to the lemur. He HATED laying on his back, and especially hated being held there. He knew Kiki didn’t mean any harm, but still..





Daniel then found himself drawn to Thackery’s questions. The 5-year-old’s eyes shifted as he started to think. Jeffrey was spreading rumors, of course, and it was wrong of him to do so, but…





“Well.. I mean… my teachers always told me that it’s never wrong to ask questions… even if they sometimes don’t answer…”





---





There was something about the acceptance of submission as Thackery decided he could not win against Kiki’s weight that had him a bit more talkative despite trying to keep his eye on the door to not let anyone else interrupt his discussion.





“I like questions… well… no, I like answers. Just not to our captor’s frantic energy to gain this information. I just don’t like being told someone has an answer then not allowed to hear it.”��He said all of this as he continued to push against Kiki for a few more moments before rubbing along her arm for a few moments trying to comfort her as he debated if he wanted to test forcing her awake again.





“Hey Kiki… if you can hear me… what did you see that you wanted to tell me? If you tell me I’ll keep it a secret and share whatever sweet we get,” he said in a soft sweet voice though he did not expect anything more than some soft snoring from the deceptively heavy lemur.





---





Whether or not she could hear the boys was unclear, but nonetheless, the normally chatty Kiki was unsurprisingly just as talkative in her sleep. Even as she snoozed and cuddled both bunnies in a firm but friendly grip, her rambling had only been muffled by the carpeting. And slowly her grasp loosened as she drifted deeper into unconsciousness.





Eventually Thackery and Daniel had their opportunity to wriggle free, allowing for her previously incoherent mumbling to form into actual words, however disjointed they might be.





As she rolled limply to one side, Kiki slurred softly, “...but th’red stuff is blood… an’blood means he got hurt… an’there was so much red stuff… it couldn’all be paint could it…?”





---





At first, the two rabbit’s soft, naked bodies were nestled firmly against the lemur, but eventually her grip loosened, and Daniel wasted no time wiggling free and sitting up. As Daniel was looking for a “safer” place to sit, he began to register words, from what sounded like an answer to Thackery’s question. However, he could only stare blankly at the two other cubs. He recalled that Thackery’s nose was bleeding after Jeffrey hit him, but.. where did she get the idea it might be paint?





It appeared that was all the curious cubs were going to get from Kiki, so Daniel resigned himself to figuring out how to start the bizarre game that Kiki had picked out for them. He had to work with Thackery to catch food falling from the top of the screen, but.. beyond that, he couldn’t figure it out.





It didn’t take long for the dry air to evaporate the moisture from within the cubs’ mouths, something a tasty drink would easily remedy. Moments later, the door opened, and instead of Wendy, it was Killian who had returned with the drinks.





“Having fun, little heroes? Wendy said Daniel was the only one who specified, so we got you all some orange juice. I hope that’s okay.”





Daniel immediately popped up from the floor and trotted over to grab his drink and wet that dry throat. Once Thackery had his, Killian placed the last cup next to the bed and chuckled as he approached the snoring lemur on the floor. The adult carefully lifted Kiki into his arms and carried her back to the bed. He slid into the bed with her, and propped Kiki up against one arm, and handed her the drink with the other, which was bandaged up, and no more blood was visible.





“Better get some liquid in you before you fall asleep. You don’t want to get dehydrated.”





Killian made sure Kiki’s tired paws gripped the cup firmly before allowing her to drink, and lightly ran his paw up and down her opposite arm as he turned to the two bunnies.





“Ah yes, Thackery, I almost forgot. I’ve got some great news for you. I… Listen, I know you’ve been worried about getting adopted, and you shouldn’t be. As I said before, we screen our prospective parents very carefully. BUT…” Killian raised a finger “you won’t have to worry about that any more anyway, because you’ve been adopted by the owner--well… actually, to be honest, it’s not official yet. The owner has been rather distracted with other matters, but from what my supervisor’s been telling me, it’s all but a done deal. If anyone else wants to adopt you before he comes to meet you, they’ll be out of luck. Even better, he has the information on all adoptions, so if you want to see any of your friends after they’ve also been adopted, I’m sure he can make that happen.”





---





The game was a nice distraction to Thackery after being trapped under the lemur for as long as they had been. At least it gave him a puzzle to try to figure out with Daniel instead of worrying about the mysteries that Kiki was still hoarding and would be unable to share in her state of unconsciousness. He still couldn’t figure it out fully however and it didn’t look like there was an instruction manual anywhere near where all of the games were stored.





But the feeling of his throat drying was definitely a more urgent matter suddenly as he started to wonder where that previously offered drink was going to show up just as the door opened like whoever was on the other end could read his mind. Seeing Killian come in was a welcome surprise for both the drinks he was carrying and the fact that he seemed in much better shape than when the lapine had last seen him with the clean looking bandage covering the wound from earlier.





Taking a few sips from his drink he looked back at the game, letting Killian talk to Kiki while he tried to figure out the great mystery of what the point of this puzzle game was. He needed to solve it desperately as felt like he needed at least an answer to something tonight.





However he barely got his mind back in the game when Killian spoke up dividing his attention again as he looked over at the adult obediently and gave his full attention like he had been taught. He was glad he did as the news went from good to great to even better in just a few seconds as not only was he going to be adopted, but by the owner of this fine school. His mind ran rampant with all the ideas of being able to talk to his new adopted parent about every single thing about the orphanage and the expanding area, including whatever Jeffrey had hinted at earlier that day. He might not have to wait on Kiki anymore to learn all these new things and it was causing him to almost vibrate in excitement as his ears perked with the feelings of anxious delight.





“Really?!” is all the boy could say as no other words came to his mind as he looked between the other three figures in the room realizing that these three and a few of the other adults would be the only ones he’d be tempted to visit. But he didn’t know a way to say this so he just took another gulp of his juice to quench his dry throat and give him a moment to think about what the future may hold.





---





Though Kiki wasn’t keen on reawakening after setting her sights on Slumberland, some part of her refused to disobey the raccoon that had scooped her up and offered a fresh, tasty drink. Rousing just enough to blearily make out Killian’s bandaged arm, she mumbled with an outstretched paw, “..s’all better now…?”





Then her focus drifted to the offered drink, which she had to grasp in both uncoordinated paws before she could steady her head enough to meet the rim for a good sip. Once the lemur detected the strong, familiar taste of citrus, her eyes closed and she continued to partake as she drifted back into a semi-conscious state.





While she drank, Kiki’s tail began to coil around one of the raccoon’s arms, but it didn’t take her long at all to down the entire contents of the glass. She was a thirsty girl after her adventures thus far, but now that the opportunity for a good long sleep had arrived, the cub was eager to return to her fanciful dreams. As soon as the cup was empty, Kiki discarded it like it no longer existed and snuggled into her new daddy’s arm in a surprisingly firm manner that put his wrist between her legs.





---





Killian watched the three cubs gulp down their drinks. In less than an hour, they would all be unconscious and ready for a discreet round of stretching in preparation for their new parents, two of which had already been decided. He smiled as Thackery seemed to take the news of his adoption better than expected. The boy was excited about adoption again.





“Didn’t I tell you? Didn’t I tell you it was only a... matter of time?”





Killian’s brief pause came as Kiki snuggled his arm between her legs, nestling the raccoon’s paw against that soft labia. Killian cleared his throat and tried his best to act natural while the little lemur obliviously teased him as only she could.





“I bet he’s looking forward to the big day as much as you are.”





Killian took a deep breath as he resisted the urge to feel the inside of that small slit with a finger. He lifted his paw ever so slightly to discreetly turn it so that the back of his paw rested against Kiki’s labia in an effort to resist the temptation. His gaze then drifted over to Daniel, who was sitting in front of the TV, his back to everyone, staring at the pause screen, his controller off to the side.





“Something wrong, Daniel?”





Daniel turned his head to the side, still not looking at anyone in the room as he idly flicked a button on his controller with his claw.





“I’m not getting adopted though.. and… Thackery and Kiki will be leaving soon.”


---





Normally Thackery liked sipping his drink but the excitement of the news along with how strangely parched he felt he finished all of his juice before he even thought about it. This gave him the moment to look back over at Killian and smile at the look on him and Kiki’s face as they were cuddled up so close. The way that the two of them were positioned on the bed eased his thoughts about the adoption a bit. There was also how all the adults here had spoken so fondly about the owner so Thackery felt like he should be honored to be chosen by him.





He had so many questions and he was finally getting brave enough to say something when he noticed Killian’s attention no longer being on him and instead on the younger blue bunny next to him. That’s when he noticed how Daniel had taken the news as Killian had clued in on first.





“Oh Daniel.. I’m sure you’ll get adopted too very soon!” he said with the hint of excitement still on his voice, though he tried to tone it down a bit to not upset Daniel. Thinking quickly he wrapped one arm around Daniel and gave him a very awkward hug, still a bit nervous about being as affectionate as Kiki was being, but still trying to comfort the boy.





“Plus I will get to see you and Kiki again it sounds like… right teacher?”





---





Daniel slowly leaned into Thackery’s embrace and moved to return it with a small sniffle while Killian nodded in affirmation.





“I’m sure, and I’ll personally contact the owner tomorrow and mention it to him.”





Daniel seemed to be feeling a little better, but he still wasn’t entirely happy.





“It’ll.. take a long time though. They won’t be able to visit me until I’m adopted.”





Killian nodded again more slowly.





“I’m afraid not. Though it could take a long time, or it could be tomorrow. That’s one of the unfortunate side-effects of our strict screening, but it’ll happen. Thackery was expressing similar thoughts just a few days ago.”





Killian slowly sat up, and carefully slid his arm out of Kiki’s grasp. He gently placed the lemur cub’s head down on the pillow before giving her forehead a soft kiss.





“Sleep well, sweetie.”





Killian then approached Daniel and Thackery and knelt down, lightly rubbing Daniel’s shoulder.





“Daniel, I want you to enjoy what time you have left with Thackery and Kiki, and then when they leave, enjoy what time you have left with your friends who are still here. If you spend your days worrying how long it’s going to take to get adopted, they’re going to pass very… very… slowly… So think about.. what games you’re going to play on the playground tomorrow. Think about what you’re going to do here in the play room next time around. Start working on beating a game you’ve never finished. Focus on earning more sweets. Stuff like that.”





Daniel sighed and nodded, and when Killian stood up, Daniel looked to Thackery, and shifted back around to the TV to continue playing with him. Killian opened the door, but before leaving, he turned back to the two bunnies.





“Oh and do keep the volume down. Kiki needs her sleep badly.”





With a wink, Killian left the three cubs alone to enjoy the next half hour until Thackery and Daniel were taken by the sudden urge to lay down. Kiki didn’t have far to go in that regard. Soon, the three cubs were in a deep, numb sleep, and the door opposite the one they came in through, the one that was always locked, finally opened, and the nurse emerged to take the three cubs, one at a time, on a cart into the hallway, and to her private lab.





Thackery was first. The black rabbit was hooked up to a monitor, both to assure his vitals were within normal range, and to make sure he wasn’t about to wake up prematurely. He would be sore in the morning, but for now he would feel nothing. The fennec especially loved processing the boys. They were her favorites. One paw dipped under her slacks, and the other ran over Thackery’s soft body as she moaned quietly. After emptying the boy’s bowels and cleaning him up, she was ready to start, leaning over and placing a paw on Thackery’s chest, much as she did when testing his reaction in the bunk room days ago.





“Are you afraid of me, little boy? Don’t worry. I’m very gentle.”





Before beginning, the fennec slid her pants down, stepping out of them as she retrieved a vibrating plug, not for Thackery, but for herself. She gasped as she slowly pressed it into her moist slit until the bulb popped inside. She took a deep, shaky breath as she activated it, the whirring device echoing in the quiet room. She then leaned down to nuzzle against that small, soft sheath between the cub’s legs.





The nurse was the only staff member allowed to do anything sexual with the cubs until they were adopted, and she loved every second of it. She carefully pulled the fuzzy sheath down, and lightly suckled on the small, limp penis within. She wouldn’t be able to get him hard. He wouldn’t feel her lips suckling, or her tongue sliding up and down, but her arousal continued to grow as she serviced the unconscious cub’s member.





She glanced briefly at the monitor as the cub was unsurprisingly still out. The drug would wear off in three to four hours, more than enough time to do what she needed to do with all three and tuck them back into bed. She slid her muzzle off of Thackery’s limp penis with a pop, licking her lips as she watched it slip back into that sheath. The nurse lustfully ran her fingers over those tiny orbs while she opened a nearby drawer to retrieve a smooth, long toy for her blissfully comatose patient.





The toy was a thick one. It would make some adults think twice about using it. However, in his unconscious state, Thackery was completely relaxed and unresponsive. It would take something sizable to stretch him properly. His new adopted father would have a harder time penetrating the boy while conscious, particularly with how tense Thackery would probably be. For now, he would be none the wiser.





The nurse dipped the phallic object into a small tub of lubricant, and pressed the sizable tip against the small pucker, groaning with pleasure as she watched it slowly, carefully stretch over the toy. She checked the monitor, registering no change in the boy’s heart rate. She ran her finger around the rim to make sure it was still relaxed and loose, then slowly pushed the toy farther inside.





She could have used one of the stretching devices that Doctor Aero preferred to use. It would have been more efficient, and less work, but she chose this toy, and she took her time with it. She pushed it in and out, working Thackery’s rectum as she watched it push and pull his sphincter. Her groans grew louder. She could be as loud as she wanted to in this room, with a cub she couldn’t wake if she tried.





She could feel that familiar tingle growing in her loins, and leaned over her patient once again to press her lips against his. Her breathing was heavy with pleasure and lust as she locked the cub’s muzzle into a deep kiss, continuing to invade the boy on the other end. She groaned loudly into those lips as her slit throbbed and pulsed against the vibrating plug, waves of pleasure pulsing through her body as she date-raped the 8-year-old rabbit.





Her lips popped off of the cub’s and she brought a shaky paw to the device between her legs, turning it off as she leaked around it, leaving her own mess on the floor as she knelt down, catching her breath as she checked the time, then quietly continued to press the toy in and out of the young cub, to finish training that young hole for what was to come.





“mmmmmmh… You sexy little bunny. I’m going to miss you.”





Once her time with Thackery came to a close, the nurse cleaned up the mess, returned Thackery to where she found him, and repeated the process for Kiki and Daniel. Daniel got the average treatment, but Kiki wouldn’t need to be stretched quite as much as her play room companions for a thinner raccoon penis.





---





Finally, the day both Killian and Kiki had been waiting for had arrived. It was late in the evening. All the cubs had returned to the classroom for cool-down, playing board games, playing with toys, and generally winding down for the rest of the evening. Killian entered the room with a big smile. The data had been processed, and the transfer of ownership complete. Kiki was finally his. He stood at the front of the class and cleared his throat.





“May I have your attention please.”





Killian then motioned Kiki to approach, and when she stood with him, Killian placed his paws on Kiki’s shoulder, looking down at her with a wink before continuing to address the class.





“Today, Kiki has been adopted. Today, she leaves the orphanage to begin her new life with her new family. Today, Kiki takes her first step toward becoming an adult.”





All the cubs in the classroom clapped, as they had for each cub who had reached this milestone.





“This is it, Kiki. I’ll be waiting in the hall. Take some time to say goodbye to everyone. Then,” Killian waved his paw towards the door that, previously, Kiki was punished for peeking through, but was now being given permission to step through. “...when you’re ready, step through the door.”





Killian gently ran his paw along Kiki’s arm, then exited the room, into the hallway to await Kiki’s arrival.





---





Even as excited as the lemur had been for the last few days leading up to her adoption, when the time had finally come, she still had her lingering worries. Nonetheless she hid her concern well enough, especially when Killian finally came in to make the official announcement. In fact, it took all the self-control she had not to throw herself at the raccoon after promptly ditching the game of checkers she was playing with Daniel.





He’d continued to be upset regardless of their reassurances, so Kiki had taken it upon herself to entertain him constantly until her adoption. And entertain she did, right up to that final moment, but now that she was standing beside her new daddy, smiling proudly and happily, she couldn’t help feeling a pang of regret. Like she’d forgotten something, or was afraid she might forget about her friends.





She knew she would miss them for sure, even for an hour or a day. So not knowing when they’d meet again made her want to say her good-byes even more than ever once Killian left her to do so. Without a moment’s hesitation, she raced back to a waiting Thackery, consoling an unhappy Daniel, and threw her arms around Thackery in a big snug, naked hug.





Nuzzling up against him she said, “I’m really gonna miss you guys! I--I hope I’ll get to see you again soon. I promise, I’m gonna be the best daughter Killian’s ever had!”





---





Thackery was in a bit of shock at the sudden affection from the lemur though he thought to himself that he should have expected it. He was still in quite a daze from the events of the last couple days and the recent knowledge that he was being adopted by the owner of the orphanage who he could not remember ever meeting. But Kiki’s adoption was coming first and was the most immediate concern.





“Hey… I’m sure you will try,” he said as he tried to imagine how Killian would be able to handle a daughter with such energy as her and still return to the orphanage. He was careful with his words as he couldn’t imagine her behaving long enough to be a good daughter, but he also had some personal thoughts creeping in as she still had left him in the dark on this big news that she had promised so long ago at this point.





But he still clung to her in a very deep hug to press their naked forms together in an almost intimate fashion as he didn’t want to admit to himself, let alone her, that he was going to miss her.





“Plus Kil… your da… umm… well I’m sure I’ll get to see you soon as he said that the owner would allow visits so we could see each other.” he said softly before turning towards Daniel, “And maybe put in a good word so that our saviour from the other day finds a good home too!”��He wanted to ask about Kiki’s secret but he knew better than to push it in such a public setting so he just clung to her closer so he could softly whisper into her ear.





“Plus you have kept a secret from me for far too long.”





---





The moment Kiki had left the table, Daniel knew what it meant. His ears drooped, and he slowly slid all the checker pieces from their unfinished game into the box. The constant attention from the lemur did help him to forget how badly he wanted to be adopted, but not the lingering feeling that he may never see her again.





He clapped slowly and softly as Killian made the announcement. It was only polite, but he wished she could stay. He wished they could all be adopted at the same time, by the same parents. Previously he had asked Killian if he could be adopted along with Kiki, but unfortunately, it would be another year before Killian would be allowed to do so.





“He’ll adopt me next, right? That way with him and the owner adopting all three of us, we can see each other a bunch.”





Daniel looked back to Thackery. It was only a matter of time before he would also be walking through that door. It was only the past several days that the three of them began to grow so close, especially after Killian had transferred Daniel to the same classroom, but soon, he would be the only one remaining, and possibly for a whole year--an eternity to the sniffling, 5-year-old cub.





---





After embracing Thackery, Daniel was next in line for the lemur’s undivided affection as she scooped the younger cub up in a big fuzzy hug.





“You bet, Daniel!” she beamed in response to the unhappy boy, doing her best to radiate positive energy despite the underlying tension of their farewells. “You just keep being the nicest, cutest lil’ bunny here, an’ I KNOW I’ll see you again!”





Pulling away to give the young buck a nose-to-nose nuzzle and a kiss on the forehead she stepped back. At first it seemed Kiki had blatantly ignored Thackery’s interest in the secret she’d been forced to keep, but in reality it was eating away at her inside. Such that she turned away, ready to depart for the door through which she’d once seen a bloodied sheet and a familiar arm.





Kiki could only manage two steps before she spun back around on her heel. Locking eyes with her friend, she ran back to give him one last hug, during which she nuzzled her snout as close to his big floppy ear as possible.





“Promise you’ll be the bestest son you can be too, okay?” she whispered intensely, “It’s really important, so I can get to see you again. Jus’follow the rules, ‘kay?”





Leaning back to meet his gaze again, Kiki smiled sweetly, then kissed him affectionately on his confused, twitching nose. Suddenly a paw popped up between them, closed fist, with a single digit poking out. 





“Pinky swear?” she asked aloud as insurance.





---





With the hyperactive lemur girl bouncing away from him he had to wonder if she had even heard his statement. He knew there was a reason she was not telling him, but that almost bothered him more as in the short time that he had known her he never knew her to keep something to herself. Especially when he was involved as an eager ear for that new piece of information that she wanted to share.





Watching her react to Daniel reminded him however that the younger bunny was brought into this whole situation however and there was a need to comfort him. Once Kiki was away from him he pulled the younger bunny into a tight hug and nuzzled the top of Daniel’s head.





“I’m sure we will all see each other soon,” he said softly before he looked up and saw Kiki turning back to suddenly pay attention to him again making him pull away from Daniel rather suddenly to have her right at his ear.





The words she said were beyond confusing to him as these were not an answer to all the questions he had, but he could tell there were more beyond her words than he could understand at this moment. But that subtle warning was more than clear in his head as he thought back on all the times that he had not followed the rules fully in the recent amount of time and how he wanted to make sure that he was going to continue to do so until the owner formally adopted him.





Wrapping his pinky around the lemur’s own he smiled softly, though he was sure she could still see the confusion in his eyes, “I swear we will see each other again”





---





Daniel smiled as Kiki reaffirmed his hopes. A year was a long time to wait, but maybe he’d be adopted sooner, and both Killian and the owner would be able to find him again after. Daniel eagerly returned Kiki’s hug, and his cheeks flushed red as the lemur nuzzled him and showered him with compliments.





“I’ll be good. I promise!”





Next it was Thackery scooping him up in a tight hug, which Daniel gladly returned with a big smile, burying the side of his face into Thackery’s soft chest. As soon as it began, however, it was suddenly interrupted. Daniel was released just before Kiki and Thackery stumbled along the floor as they embraced one last time. Daniel was still sad that he was seeing Kiki for the last time, but he felt a lot better after the two older cubs embraced and comforted him.





---





The lemur smiled brightly as she and Thackery locked pinkies to secure the promise, but even still, there was a glimmer of tears in her eyes that she quickly wiped away.





“I really thought I’d get to stay with you guys forever,” she admitted shakily, trying her best not to get all emotional and start crying. “I don’want this to be good-bye for us though, so…” Kiki paused to lean in close and give the older rabbit a friendly peck on the cheek, “I’ll see you both again soon, okay?”





Of course, there was no real guarantee, but as she finally retreated back to the door, the young simian at least felt hopeful about it. Turning back one last time, she bid farewell to the room full of cubs and caretakers, smiling brightly as she reached for the door and knocked on it.





“I’m ready, Daddy!” she gleefully announced.





---





Killian waited with anticipation, leaning against the wall, until Kiki finally knocked on the door. The raccoon opened the door and offered an embrace to his new adopted daughter, kissing her on the forehead.





“You’re my little girl now.”





He released the hug and stood up, closing and locking the door back into the orphanage, leaving Kiki and her new father in the quiet hallway she had peeked into a week before, and not a spec of blood remained from that unusual day. Killian gently pressed a paw onto the small of Kiki’s back to guide her down the hallway.





“This way, sweetie. I’ve escorted many cubs down this hallway to the meeting room to meet with their new families. It’s still a bit strange to do so when it’s me you’re going to meet with. Well, me and Wendy. Your new sister’s already in there waiting for us.”





Killian’s arousal was growing with every step. Now that Kiki had stepped through that door, Killian had full ownership, and there were no more restrictions. Kiki was his now.





Killian opened the door to the “meeting room”, a place where the new parents of an adopted cub could come to “test” their new purchases, and then decide whether or not to bring the cub home with them, or have them sent to the hotel for a portion of the hefty price they had paid for the previously innocent cub. This was of course not the explanation Killian was about to give to Kiki.





Wendy ran over to the door as it opened and embraced Kiki before she could step inside.





“Welcome to the family, little sister! Now it’s official!”





Wendy then released Kiki and took her paw, eagerly leading her into the room with Killian right behind. A soft, fuzzy carpet lined the floor, a bed from one of Omega’s most expensive suites with limb restraints at the ready from the corners, a sling, a Saint Andrew’s cross, and an assortment of ropes, straps, and other gear arranged on a table. Omega had pulled out all the stops to enhance the experience and increase the odds of a “successful” testing session.





Killian closed and locked the door behind him, and smiled warmly down at Kiki.





“This is where parents and their cubs engage in the family bonding ritual. Are you ready, Kiki?”





---





The second she laid eyes on the raccoon, the girl immediately dove into her new father’s open embrace, filled from head to toe with gleeful excitement as her moment finally came. Suddenly her worries about Thackery and Daniel eased as she was directed to accompany Killian to the meeting room.





“I love you, Daddy,” she said sweetly, laying her eyes on that hallway for the first time in a week.





It quickly brought back the memories of her secret, but this time the floor was spotless and clean, and the wheeled cart was nowhere to be seen. Without that unnerving sight before her, the lemur was happy to move forward when she sensed her daddy’s palm against her back, but she soon found herself conflicted for another reason.





Kiki’s excitement had been building all day long, and now she was close to bursting. Trying to contain her joy wasn’t easy either. She wanted to bolt down the hallway ahead of Killian for starters, preferably in the form of multiple cartwheels, however that warm spot between her naked shoulder blades was enough deterrent for her to reach the other side.





Once the door opened onto an entirely new, never-before-seen space though, Kiki was immediately thrust into the chest of the older raccoon girl. Killian’s daughter was every bit as delighted by Kiki’s presence as the lemur was about being adopted, though once she was put down again and had a chance to really take in this strange new place, her exhilaration seemed to shift into bewilderment as she took in the odd implements throughout the room.





She’d never seen a bed so big before, nor had she seen so many chains and shackles. The bright smile on her face began to drop into a confused pout, only for her ears to perk up when her father made his announcement.





Without another thought, Kiki spun around eagerly and jumped to attention, “Absolutely, Daddy! Where do we start? What do I have to do? Is it gonna be fun? Oooh, can I go swing on the chains, pleeeease?”





Before she even finished the question, the girl had already taken off towards the collection of bondage restraints that formed the sling.





---





Killian chuckled and was about to answer before suddenly the lemur girl was off towards the sling. Killian moved quickly behind her.





“Well I’m not sure if you can actually..”





Before he finished, the little monkey had already begun climbing into it, much to Wendy’s amusement.





“I love you, Kiki, you’re so silly!”





Killian helped the innocent cub into a sitting position, and held the chain to lightly swing his new daughter back and forth, and prevent her from going whole hog on it.





“It’s.. not exactly designed for swinging, so go easy on it or you might get hurt.”





Killian tentatively removed his paw from the chain and waved Wendy over.





“Every family has a different ritual. For my part, we can’t begin our ritual until we’re all on.. equal ground. We must accept one another as we are, without titles, formalities, and other illusions.”





With that, Killian began unbuttoning his shirt, revealing more and more of that light gray chest and abdomen. Wendy followed his lead, lifting hers over her head to reveal her small breasts before both shirts fell to the floor. Killian continued as he unbuckled his belt, and pulled it free, then began unfastening his pants.





“You may have been born into the orphanage, but now on your way to adulthood, you’ll begin to choose your own path. You’ll make your first big choice, here and now. I’ve chosen to adopt you, but you can still choose not to be adopted. You can leave the orphanage and try to make it on your own. It would be a self-imposed expulsion. Not a pretty option. Not a SAFE option, but it’s there.”





Killian then shed his pants and shoes, revealing his thin raccoon penis standing proudly from its sheath as it had been since the process began. Wendy was soon fully nude as well, leaving no-one in the meeting room with clothes on.





“Now that you see the real me, and the real Wendy, without the formal clothing we wear to show our status as caretakers here, you can choose to walk away, or accept the adoption. If you accept, all you have to do is say that you accept us as we are, fully and completely, and accept the responsibility of pleasing your family as best you can. Do that, and then we can proceed. Do you accept?”





---





The giggling girl was much too excited by her new and amazing surroundings to notice how disturbing the ‘swing’ was, with its stirrups for holding onto both of the cub’s legs in a way that blatantly exposed Kiki’s naked loins. All she could think about was how lucky she was to be here, now; how close she’d come to losing it all, over something as silly as a bit of blood and a rumor.





Once Kiki had burned off her excess energy in her new swing, under the watchful eye of Killian, the mood in the room changed and with it, the girl sought to be quiet and respectful. However, as her new Daddy explained his family ritual, Kiki’s intrigue was obvious and unfiltered, with a big smile and sparkling eyes that only grew more delighted as both raccoons began to dress down.





“You--you mean we’re all gonna be naked?” she squealed with glee, bouncing in her cub-sized sling a few times before auto-correcting her unruly behavior, like a good girl.





Kiki watched with zero shame as both her new sister and Killian removed their clothes in front of her, bit by bit becoming as nude as every other cub she’d ever known. The sight was actually oddly soothing, if not invigorating. She was an equal for once, just like he said. And yet, even now he gave her the chance to refuse his offer to adopt her. As if such a decision was a possibility.





The lemur cracked a goofy grin at the proposal and shook her head like he wasn’t being serious. Then his pants came down as that hooked erection sprang forth, drawing Kiki’s attention like a magpie to a sparkling treasure. Having only ever seen boys with floppy sheaths, this organ was new and fascinating to her, and the questions were already forming in her head as Killian addressed her.





After staring in what appeared to be stunned silence at her two naked family members, Kiki suddenly sprang to life and rose up from her seat in the sling, managing to somehow ninja leap her way out of the unstable, swinging apparatus and into Killian’s arms to give him the biggest hug she could as she proclaimed, “Of course I accept, Daddy! I wan’nothing more than t’make you as happy as I can! I promise I’ll do my best, no matter what!”





As if to prove her dedication, or maybe just to show her affection, Kiki took the opportunity to plant a big kiss on the raccoon’s cheek while he was caught off-guard, before wrapping every limb, including her tail, around the adult’s naked form.





“Your soooo waaaaarm…” she sighed contently, “I love you, Daddy.”





---





Wendy snorted as she held back a giggle from Kiki’s enthusiasm for seeing her caretakers naked, though she understood the excitement. As Kiki eagerly accepted the role of pleasing her family, Wendy’s nethers began to moisten. She wasn’t sure if her new younger sister would be able to satisfy her, but knew that one way or another, her daddy wouldn’t leave her hanging.





Killian gasped as the lemur’s soft, fluffy body pressed against his, and her fur rubbed teasingly against his fully exposed member. This was the first time Kiki had come into contact with the adult’s penis, and the girl was already proving almost irresistible. He returned the hug, his member pulsing against the cub’s chest, then separated himself from the girl.





“That’s my girl. Alright, watch closely. I’m going to demonstrate one of your essential duties. You’ll need to know how to please your big sister.”





Wendy could barely contain her excitement, running and hopping up onto the bed, almost as if she were channeling Kiki. Killian gently spread his daughter’s legs, and motioned Kiki to come closer. Wendy held her arms close to her chest, her eyes begging Killian to continue. The adult raccoon then brought his muzzle to Wendy’s moist slit, and then dragged his tongue along it slowly, causing the teen to groan softly and shudder.





“D-Don’t tease too much, okay?”





“Just lay back and enjoy it, sweetie. We’ve got all the time we need.”





Killian continued to drag his tongue along the outside of Wendy’s impatient nethers. Despite what he had told her, he did want to move things along. Making sure Kiki was still observing, he opened his muzzle and penetrated his daughter with his tongue, slipping it inside as deep as he could manage, causing the teen raccoon to gasp and groan a little louder. Much to her dismay, though, Killian soon stopped to give Kiki some additional instructions.





“Be sure to get your tongue as deep in--” as he said this, he pressed his finger inside, eliciting another loud groan from his teased and horny daughter. “--as deep in there as you can manage, and pay special attention to this bit right here.”





Killian spread his daughter’s labia and lightly brushed his finger back and forth along the girl’s clitorus, causing her legs to jerk as she gasped loudly. She then slowly caught her breath as Killian pulled away, the adult motioning for Kiki to take over as Wendy spread her legs again.





“Mmmmmm, daddy’s got me all worked up now. Please little sister… finish what he started. Please…”





---





Seeing the eagerness with which Wendy retired to the large bed following Killian’s motion to demonstrate one of Kiki’s new daughterly duties, was really all she needed to be convinced of its merit. After all, if it got Wendy that excited, it had to be something fun. Nonetheless, she stayed where she had been placed on the floor while Killian approached the older girl and proceeded to spread her legs.





When she was signalled to approach, Kiki tilted her head, but obliged, her gaze locked on the raccoon’s exposed privates. The innocent lemur was presently at a loss for the purpose of this visual, until Killian’s tongue suddenly entered the picture and licked the teen’s vagina. Eyes widening in surprise, the young simian clasped both paws over her muzzle to hide the look of shock.





She really hadn’t expected that at all. Neither had she expected Wendy to enjoy it so much. It was surprising, but at the same time… intriguing. Her interest was secured, however Kiki was clearly uneasy as she watched her new daddy’s tongue lap at the girl’s crotch, especially when it began to push inside.





Kiki found herself reflexively pressing her own thighs together as she was instructed on the use of his tongue, blushing with arms now crossed at her waist while Killian flicked at Wendy’s clitoris to unleash a startling outburst from the girl. Though at first alarmed, the fact her new sister seemed to be enjoying herself considerably, helped enough to ease her anxiety.	





Still, once Killian backed off and motioned for her to take over, Kiki was hesitant. Wendy was certainly insistent she comply, but the lessons that had been driven into her over the years still lingered in her mind.





“Uhm… you’re sure it’s okay, right?” she asked awkwardly for confirmation, rubbing the back of her neck as she looked toward the ceiling in the most innocent manner she could muster, “”Cause I ‘member you an’ the teachers always saying we shouldn’t touch each other there. Sooo… does this mean it’s okay, an’ I won’t get in trouble, Daddy?”





---





Killian was delighted by Kiki’s display of innocence. This was, after all, the very thing they had worked so hard to preserve, and now it was time to collect. Wendy had expected Kiki’s hesitation, but still stared with longing at the little lemur. Killian nodded at Kiki’s question, still wary of the rules she might be breaking.





“Of course, Kiki. As part of our family, you’re no longer bound by the rules of the orphanage. Our job as caretakers is over. One day, when you have a younger sibling--”





“Yeah yeah, later, dad.” Wendy jumped in. “Kiki, hurry. Please. I need you, little sister. I need you right now. H… Hurry…”





Wendy bit her bottom lip, keeping her legs spread wide. Killian smiled and once again motioned towards his daughter’s privates.





---





All of Kiki’s reservations practically evaporated in an instant the moment Killian uttered those words; no longer bound by the rules of the orphanage. It was as though a burden had been lifted, one that previously restricted her curiosity and adventurous spirit for as long as she could remember.





As her nervousness faded, it was replaced by a renewed confidence that she’d made the right decision. Killian’s own daughter was so eager to proceed she wouldn’t even let her father finish his explanation of future duties. Seeing that unusual level of impatience in her new sibling though, made Kiki all the more happy to fulfill her given task, regardless of the nature of it.





“Okay!” the lemur chirped in response to Wendy’s plea, bouncing over to the bed like she was playing a game of hopscotch, before making the final leap up onto the foot of the mattress to get right in-between the older girl’s legs.





Smiling from ear to ear, Kiki looked down at that moist slit, then back up at the raccoon with a delighted twinkle in her eyes as she asked, “Does it really feel as good as you make it look?”





Not waiting for an answer, the cub plopped her rump down on the bed and plunged her head between Wendy’s thighs. She gave the girl’s more mature vagina a quick sniff, confirming a mix of her Daddy’s and her siblings’ scents, then immediately mashed her small, narrow snout against those puffy lips, wriggling as deep inside as she could, per Killian’s instructions.





Once she could burrow no further, Kiki proceeded to strike at Wendy’s slimy innards with her tongue. Though since she had no clue how to utilize the muscle most effectively, the lemur resorted to random flailing as she observed the teenager intensely, minus the occasional glance toward Killian for signs of approval.





---





Wendy giggled and opened her muzzle to speak, but before she could get an answer out, the eager little cub was between her legs, doing exactly as she was asked with such enthusiasm. Wendy shuddered as she prepared for the inexperienced tongue of her new sister, but was treated only with a tease. After Killian had gotten her so worked up, Kiki’s curious sniffing, and the fine furs of that muzzle, served to further excite the teen, as well as test the limits of her patience.





That muzzle then pressed between the teen’s legs, causing her to gasp as it was pressed more and more against her puffy, eager labia, the furs of the cub’s muzzle brushing up against the inside, which began to feel very warm as Wendy held her lower body in place, and then…





After all the teasing and anticipation, and after Killian had worked his daughter into a lustful frenzy, even the flailing clumsiness of Kiki’s tongue was enough to cause Wendy to groan out in ecstasy when it finally plunged inward.





“HAH! Ahah.. oh m… oh g.. Don’t stop! Keep going!”





Kiki’s glances towards Killian were met with an approving nod, and then with Kiki distracted, Killian slowly crawled onto the bed with the cub, leaning his larger body over both of his new daughters. He gently pressed his paws against the lemur’s soft fur, instructing her to keep going once he had her attention. Killian gently ran his paws along Kiki’s body, and stealthily rubbed his pulsing member against her inner thigh.





---





The combination of Wendy’s cries of ecstasy and Killian’s sage nodding was all the proof the little lemur needed to know she was doing good. But ‘good’ wasn’t enough for her, she wanted to do even better! So with all the spunk and determination she’d demonstrated throughout the years, the little girl pressed on, trying to determine what actions elicited the best response from the squirming teen.





Gradually she began to improve in her efforts to draw breathless gasps and delighted squeals from her new sister, but as she focused on the task before her, Kiki lost track of Killian. Suddenly feeling his presence behind her sent chills up her spine, but the cub continued to lick every inch of Wendy’s hot and slippery innards undeterred, occasionally pushing herself deeper inside and rubbing against the raccoon’s clit.





Single-minded in her endeavor to prove she could be the best daughter ever, the simian didn’t falter even as Killian’s large frame engulfed her from behind like a looming shadow, surrounding Kiki in a cloak of warmth. It was oddly soothing in a way, the three of them all huddled close together on the bed, her new daddy even going so far as to wrap his arms around her small body and brush his fingers through her fur.





Captivated by the tingling sensations as he explored her naked chest, Kiki inevitably found herself distracted from her task, and trying to hold in her own appreciation for the physical contact. Eventually she had to retreat, simply so she could come up for air with a deep gasp and subsequent panting.





As she caught her breath, Kiki looked at Wendy, then lifted her head to see Killian above as her soaked muzzle oozed with fluids from the girl’s loins. With a bright smile, the cub licked her lips and commented, “It’s really hot in there, Daddy, I could barely breathe!”





Her gaze shifted back to Wendy then, a stringy drop of fluid falling from her chin as she asked, “Hey, when we’re done, can I go next? Pleeeeease, big sis? I wanna know what it feels like! Especially if I did… this!”





Curiosity knowing no limits, Kiki proceeded to place both paws in the vicinity of the teenage raccoon’s sexual organ, spreading the outer labia so she could see inside. Dipping closer to get a better look, she promptly hooked her thumbs on either side of the opening and plunged once more into the depths, her increasingly skilled tongue managing to dig deep enough to find the bottom.





---





Wendy couldn’t believe how fast the girl was learning this task she had never done or even heard of before. As Killian hovered over his daughters, and Kiki’s tongue plunged deep and dragged across the teen’s clit, Wendy found herself fast approaching climax, spreading her trembling legs wider, allowing Kiki to bring her over the--





Suddenly, Kiki stopped. Wendy’s head shot up from the pillow with a look of almost pure desperation as Kiki’s attention deviated. Before Killian could answer her or urge her to continue, however, the little cub was back between Wendy’s legs, spreading the teen raccoon's labia wide, then DEEPLY penetrating the birth canal, causing Wendy to arch her back and moan loudly, her thighs pressing against the sides of Kiki’s face.





Killian froze and could only look on with wide-eyed bewilderment as after the unintentional edging, Kiki put Wendy over in a most spectacular fashion. The walls of her canal throbbed against Kiki’s tongue and a squirt of fluid splatted Kiki’s muzzle. Wendy gasped and cried out, and eventually pressed against Kiki’s forehead, separating the lemur from her target. Then, after catching her breath, Wendy wrapped her arms around Kiki and pulled her close, pressing their naked forms together in an embrace.





“Mmmmmmmmmmmm…. Kiki you… that was… mmmmmmmmmmm… I love you so much…”





Meanwhile, Killian was resisting every urge to pleasure his own shaft at that moment. That would come soon enough. For the moment, he was content to slightly move Kiki’s tail to get a good look at both girls’ organs, one small and tight, the other dripping wet.





“As I was saying before, if you want us to pleasure you like this, you’ll have to earn it over time, but any new siblings I adopt will have the same duty to please you that you have to us, as long as you keep doing a good job. Judging from Wendy’s reaction, I think you’ll be a great daughter.”





---





There was little doubt in the young lemur’s mind that she was on the right track and performing to her new family’s expectations, especially when the older girl locked her into position with her legs. Kiki could feel a lot with her nose buried so deep in Wendy’s privates, from the rhythmic clenching of her vaginal walls, to the pulsating of the hot, fleshy cervix that was mashed against her twitchy nose.





Doing her best to keep going, the cub flailed her tongue around inside the slimy, throbbing orifice, for all she was worth, until she was finally rewarded with a muzzle full of fluids. At that point Kiki didn’t need to fight to pull away so she could breathe; instead, Wendy palmed her little noggin and shoved the girl back herself.





As she came up gasping for air, the dizzy lemur nearly toppled backwards before her new sister suddenly embraced her with great passion. Kiki didn’t really need to know what exactly just happened, or why it happened, but the utter joy in Wendy’s voice as she praised her was all she needed to know she was in the right place. Even if the games they played were weird.





Smiling from ear to ear, the young cub licked her lips and mulled over the unusual taste while she laid atop her older sister, so absorbed in the affection of the moment that she hardly noticed or cared that Killian was eyeing her own untouched loins. All she could hear was the enthusiasm and joy in his voice as he continued to explain her new role. His encouraging tone was all the affirmation she really needed. It filled that life-long hollow in her heart, and gave her a sense of purpose, as well as a goal to strive for.





Perking up at the raccoon’s comment then, Kiki sat up and turned around to look at him, beaming with near-literal sparkles in her eyes, “You–you really think so, Daddy? I promise, I’ll be the best daughter, i-in fact, I’ll be even better! I swears it! You’ll see!”





Boosted by the sudden increase in confidence, the lemur’s gaze darted around in some effort to find a way to be proactive in her new duties. Naturally, her focus inevitably landed on Daddy’s very obvious, and unique anatomy, presently suffering from a dire lack of attention. So without a second thought, Kiki reached a paw out with lightning fast reflexes to snatch up the hooked organ.





—





Killian was surprised how eagerly Kiki was taking to her new duties. The raccoon’s member twitched eagerly as he went over the game plan in his head one more time. While he did so, however, he was suddenly snapped back to the present by an eager little paw grabbing his exposed penis. Killian gasped, then grunted with discomfort at the sudden tug. He grabbed Kiki’s wrist.





“Woah there!”





Killian and Wendy both laughed as Killian gently removed Kiki’s clumsy paw from his twitching member.





“Well you’re certainly getting the right idea, child, but let’s have Wendy demonstrate what I want you to do next.”





The teen ran a loving paw along Kiki’s muzzle before crawling around to a better position. Killian leaned back and presented his erect and needy cock for his older daughter. Wendy lowered her open muzzle around Killian’s member and made audible suckling sounds as she slowly bobbed her head up and down, running her lips up and down Killian’s shaft. Killian moaned softly and began to instruct the newcomer.





“As you can see, it’s not.. mmh.. too much different from pleasing your sister.. but it does take a bit more practice. Keep your jaws open. Scraping those teeth along my shaft will hurt me. Slide your tongue along–”





Killian suddenly let out a groan as Wendy went ALL the way down, pressing her muzzle to Killian’s crotch, then coming back up. The male chuckled.





“Now Wendy, this is a demonstration. Kiki, don’t try to take it all the way into your throat this time like your sister just did.”





Wendy popped the tip from her lips for a moment with a giggle.





“Sorry, Just showing off.”





Killian continued as Wendy resumed her demonstration, this time only making shallow dips of her head down Killian’s shaft.





“As I said, it takes practice. It’s okay if you don’t get it right this time. There’s another way you can make me feel good that always works… mmmmmh alright, Wendy, let’s let Kiki try it.”





Killian’s tip pulsed as Wendy pulled her lips free and sat back.





“Go for it, little sister.”





—





For just a moment, Kiki feared she’d done something wrong when Killian grabbed her wrist before she could do anything more than pull on the male’s erection, but when both he and Wendy erupted into laughter instead of berating her, the wilted cub perked up again. Once she was forced to release her prize, the lemur sat back with her feet up on the edge of the bed, hugging her knees while her tail danced around excitedly.





She really did try to wait for her Daddy and sister to show her what to do, but Kiki had a hard time just watching. The second Wendy wrapped her muzzle around that curious organ, the lemur was enraptured. Unable to remain seated, she lurched closer and latched onto Killian’s flank to get her quivering snout as close to the action as she could without outright disrupting it.





Needless to say, Kiki ended up straddling the bed and Killian, leaning most of her meager weight against the raccoon as she eagerly observed the oral copulation. Nodding along to her Daddy’s instructions, the cub was both surprised and amazed to see how much of the male’s penis Wendy was able to fit inside her muzzle.





Killian’s body language sure seemed to indicate his approval, but her sister was lightly chided for the advanced maneuver nonetheless; an interaction which only served to further bolster Kiki’s confidence. If daddy really liked it, maybe she could try it too! Maybe… maybe she could even do it better!





The gears turned in her mind as she watched the demonstration intently, while Killian offered reassurances that merely further encouraged the inexperienced cub to prove herself. Then show-and-tell ended and it was finally her turn. Kiki watched with unusual focus as the organ left Wendy’s maw once more, dripping with saliva as it twitched and bobbed up and down.





Following her sister’s encouragement, Kiki repositioned her grip on Killian’s waist so she could attempt to pull him sideways so he would be standing in front of her instead. Then, squirreling onto her knees, with legs spread wide, the young lemur held the raccoon in place with one paw while she grabbed and fiddled with the hooked organ before her with the other.





Before just popping it into her small maw though, the cub sniffed and examined it thoroughly with her curious digits, playing with the urethra and the skin around the base of the sheath. The usual musk had been replaced with scents that Kiki associated with Wendy, so any disgust she might’ve otherwise felt toward putting a pee-pee in her mouth were successfully shelved in favor of pleasing her new daddy.





So, without further hesitation, Kiki happily began showering Killian’s penis with licks before slipping it between her jaws. With its hook, it was harder for the small lemur to get it all inside her mouth, but she did her level best to cover as much of the pulsing organ with her own hot, slimy breath, being mindful of her teeth as instructed. Eventually she figured out a way to work it all inside, only for one of her cheeks to protrude every time she bobbed her head, but that only served to make her smile and giggle as she plowed on with determination.





—





Killian could hardly contain himself at the sight of the adorable lemur cub curiously playing with his member, and her initial round of licking was more than pleasing to the raccoon. However, unlike with Wendy, Killian remained silent and seemingly watchful. Though his member twitched happily despite him, he was otherwise careful not to show any signs of pleasure to the inexperienced young cub.





“Good effort, Kiki. I think you’re getting the idea.”





Killian softly stroked the young lemur as he watched a most adorable display, his youngest daughter’s muzzle struggling to get a desirable angle on the raccoon’s curved tip, though it didn’t seem to deter the young girl in the least.





“You’re doing good, sweetie. Might only take you a few days to get the hang of this.”





Killian continued to watch and hide every ounce of pleasure he could from his former student. He just continued softly stroking her, and offering occasional encouragement, but never allowing her the same satisfaction that she was afforded with Wendy.





“Almost. Keep trying, sweetie.”





Killian only had to allow Kiki to believe she wasn’t quite getting it down for just a little while longer before moving to phase 2.





—





After a full minute of Kiki giving it her all without any responses from Killian beyond gentle encouragement, it was safe to say that the impatient cub was getting frustrated. Even after watching Wendy closely, she still struggled to emulate the skill her older sister possessed. Kiki wasn’t ready to just give up, though.





With both paws firmly attached to Killian’s hips, Kiki doubled down on her efforts, but she was no longer giggling or smiling. Now the little cub was serious and determined to get a reaction. And having considered what got the best reaction when it was Wendy’s turn, the young lemur was eager to show off as well. However… the first several attempts to deep-throat the raccoon’s shaft were uncomfortably denied when the bend of the hook nearly got lodged in the back of her throat.





With every subsequent try she had to stop to gag, eyes watering as she repeated the same mistake each time. Convinced that she wasn’t getting it ‘just right’ though, she continued trying, but the longer this effort went on, the further she was from succeeding, until eventually the slimy, hooked organ just kept popping out of her mouth and leaving saliva streaks across her cheeks and forehead.





By the time she finally did concede defeat, Kiki was left staring up at Killian helplessly, as his erection had become hooked pointlessly around her snout.





“Daddy… I don’think I got this,” she admitted, looking disappointed in herself, “Sorry, Daddy.”





—





Though not outwardly showing it, Killian was enjoying every second of Kiki’s determined efforts to make her daddy moan, and there were many points where the adult had a harder time resisting the urge. Then, after many more unsuccessful attempts, Kiki decided to put her skills to the test, and would find they wouldn’t pass. Killian suspected what she was trying to do, but wasn’t quite sure the first time. It was only on the second attempt, when she shoved her face down onto Killian’s shaft and gagged audibly that Killian knew what she was doing.





“Kiki..”





It felt amazing to the raccoon, and he almost didn’t want to stop her. To both Killian’s dismay and delight at the same time, Kiki attempted it again.





“No, Kiki. Kiki!”





Finally, the cub stopped, and looked up at Kilian, defeated. She offered an apology, and Killian chuckled, pressing the girl’s soft chest to his twitching member in a secretly less than wholesome hug.





“Oh no, no, Kiki, you have no reason to be sorry. You did really good for your first try, but didn’t I tell you not to try to throat me?” He gave Kiki’s head a gentle pat. “Wendy will teach you how to do that, but only after you can pleasure me without it.”





Killian sat next to Kiki on the bed, and wrapped his arm around the cub, kissing her on the top of the head.





“Now, as I said before, if you can’t please me that way, there’s another way that always works, and it’s something I’ve been wanting to do with you since your very first day in my class. Once we start, though, we won’t be stopping until we’re finished. Do you want to give your new daddy what he’s always wanted?”





—





Though Killian’s reassurance was comforting, Kiki tried to butt into his reprimand briefly with a curt, “But, Wendy–I just–”, only to receive a dismissive pat on the head and the promise of future lessons.





“Okay, Daddy,” she huffed softly, plopping back onto the mattress to make room for Killian to sit and embrace her.





Having the naked raccoon’s fur mesh with her own was a most satisfying sensation. Kiki could hardly get enough of all this newfound affection, so naturally she was eager to proceed in whatever manner of play Killian was conjuring up next. She could hardly wait for him to finish speaking as she buried her face in his chest.





Even as excited as she was though, she was still curious and full of questions. So despite showing her approval, it was laced with inquiries.





“Of course, Daddy!” she burst out loud as she popped free from nuzzling the raccoon, “I wanna be the best daughter ever, remember?! Jus’tell me what I hav’ta do! I’ll do anything for you, Daddy, I swear! So tell me, what’re we gonna do next? Do we all get to play together? Are you gonna nose my privates? Should I clean first? Or do you like it dirty, Daddy? I’m ready, just teeeell meeee!”





Over the course of her raving, Kiki managed to squirm out of Killian’s embrace and slither around to his other side before half-climbing the larger raccoon in her rapidly increasing impatience.





—





Killian’s member was stiff as a board as Kiki eagerly accepted Killian’s proposal. Of course, Kiki would have no idea what she had just agreed to until the raccoon had exactly what he had been wanting from day one. Wendy was grinning as well, her own loins getting wet again from the thought of what was about to happen to her innocent little sister. Though nothing would ruin her adoption at this point, as the deal had long been finalized, and one way or another, she was going home with her new family, her resolve to please her new daddy was about to be put to the ultimate test. Killian leaned in and gave Kiki a soft and quick kiss on the tip of her muzzle before standing up.





“Good girl. So… you wanted to play on the.. swing. So we should do it there, I think.”





Killian scooped up the small lemur cub and carried her to her point of interest, sitting her onto the straps. He gently pressed a paw onto Kiki’s chest and guided her to lay back into the sling as Wendy approached from the other side.





“This part might seem a little weird, but.. I mean, what hasn’t today, right?”





With that, Killian and Wendy both took one each of Kiki’s wrists, and fitted them with some small leather cuffs specially designed for tiny cubs, then raised her arms up high, and with two padlocks, secured the cuffs to the chains on either side of her head. Her arms were up so high that she would have a hard time reaching the padlocks. Killian and Wendy then retrieved two more cuffs, and began attaching them to Kiki’s ankles.





“Everything alright, sweetie?”





—





Kiki continued to cling to Killian as he stood up, only letting go when he moved to carry her in his arms instead. Normally the little simian was so full of energy, she couldn’t sit still, but in her new daddy’s care, she might well have been able to fall right to sleep without a second thought as he held her close. However, the cub’s attention was quickly drawn to the swing from earlier.





For once feeling comfortable, like she really belonged somewhere, the young lemur didn’t act out by leaping out of Killian’s arms when they neared the swing, like she might’ve otherwise. Instead, she remained largely a quiet observer as she was placed into the contraption and guided to lean back.





Her limbs remained tucked in close as her tail curled around one of the chains, gaze shifting from Killian to Wendy as they loomed over her. Kiki didn’t usually show hesitance in most things, so when daddy and sister each grabbed one of her wrists and began pulling them away from her core to wrap in cuffs, she offered minimal resistance, however her ears drooped with concern when he arms were raised far above her head and secured in place.





After padlocks were applied, they moved on to her feet, and the lemur’s uncertainty began to show as both legs retreated slightly. When asked if she was alright, Kiki fumbled for an answer.





“I–uhm… w-what’s this new game called?” she asked, daring to release one of her legs into Killian’s care as she continued to look nervous, “Is it… fun? Like the other game was?” As she began to give her other leg to Wendy, Kiki balked and retreated again, before addressing her real concern this time, “Y-yer not gonna tie me up, are you, Daddy? I–I don’t really like it when I can’t move, i-it makes me kinda…”





Unable to really articulate the words, Kiki’s body language made it clear that it caused her great anxiety. For such an energetic fluff-ball though, it made sense she’d have such a fear. Especially considering the punishments inflicted upon her at the orphanage.





—





After getting the cuffs around Kiki’s ankles, her hesitation was obvious. Killian nodded at Kiki’s explanation. It made sense that this hyperactive cub didn’t want to be forced to be still. Wendy released Kiki’s leg when it retreated the second time before Killian attempted to reassure the nervous cub.





“It’ll only be for a short time, and then we can go to our new home.”





“Hey Kiki, let me tie up your other leg and I bet you could still swing in this thing while you’re tied up!”





“Oh? That would be cute. Why don’t you try to swing in it like that, then after that you can make me very happy, and then I’ve got one more thing I need your help with before we go home.”





Wendy extended her paw for Kiki’s one free limb, and Killian waited to see if the hesitant lemur would still give up control willingly, or if he would have to make her.





—





It was clear from the expression on her face that Kiki was seeking direction from her new family figures, but since their stance on the matter was clear, it was up to the lemur to overcome her trepidation. With both father and sister there to support her, all she had to do was trust, which was easy enough thanks to her naive upbringing, but there were still lingering doubts to tamp down.





As she dangled in this odd contraption designed to restrain her, all she could think about was that cub she’d seen in the hallway before getting adopted. He’d supposedly been adopted as well, but was that family anything like hers? Did something bad happen because he wasn’t a good boy? Would something bad happen to her too if she didn’t obey?





Up until now Killian and Wendy had been nothing but loving and understanding, and likewise, Kiki had been surrounded by affection ever since being adopted. She didn’t want to mess it up and lose what she’d worked so hard to get. Besides… her new sister brought up a good point.





To test it out, the lemur looked up at her arms and pulled on them to lift herself up. It was easier that she expected, which put a smile on her face as she dropped back down again and continued to test the range of her bodily movement. Somewhat satisfied, she faced Killian and Wendy again, her decision made.





“Okay, Daddy, I feel better about it,” she conceded with a cute smile, turning to her sister to offer her her footpaw, “I can’t wait to see what my new home looks like..! Will I get my own room, Daddy? An’ lotsa toys and pillows to snuggle?”





—





Wendy smiled and raised Kiki’s ankle, and attached it firmly while Killian answered.





“Oh yeah, we have a room set up just for you. The bed’s big enough for two, so you and Wendy could share it sometimes, or you can come sleep in our bed if you want.”





With Kiki firmly secure, Killian placed his paw against Kiki’s soft, fluffy rump, giving it a small squeeze, then a gentle nudge as he stepped back, allowing Kiki to swing herself back and forth, and to enjoy her last moments of innocence. Then, before she could fling herself too high, Killian gripped the chain and gently slowed the sling to a stop, positioning himself at her legs, which were nicely spread for him. He admired the sight of her small, unused labia for a moment while Wendy moved around to get a better look, her paw sliding down to her own slit, breathing heavily, and waiting.





Killian smiled, and leaned down over the helpless girl, and pressed his lips against hers. He held her cheeks between his paws and gave her a long, passionate kiss, suckling on her lips and shallowly penetrating with his tongue for a brief moment before breaking the kiss to speak softly into her ear.





“You’re an incredible daughter already, Kiki. You’ll make me very happy.”





His paws slowly ran down Kiki’s soft body, stopping at her waist as Wendy was nearly vibrating with anticipation. Killian had been waiting so long for this moment, and it was finally here.





“Take a deep breath, sweetie…” Killian borrowed some of Wendy’s eager fluids, and coated them onto his penis before lining it up with his new prize. “...because this is going to hurt.”





Without giving Kiki time to process this, he pushed past the lemur’s petite labia, and slowly forced his long-teased cock deep into Kiki’s carefully prepared, but extremely tight sex, giving her the loud, pleasured groan she had sought to coax from him before.





—





Once Kiki had relinquished what little freedom remained, her uneasiness seemed to set up permanent residence. Though the lemur tried to hide the rising anxiety, it still expressed itself when she proceeded to explore her new, limited range of motion. It was more restricted than she’d expected, which didn’t help her nerves one bit.





Giggling nervously, she tried to get a good swing going, but all she managed was an awkward flailing sway. Suddenly this wasn’t very fun anymore, with her attempts at playful swinging becoming increasingly more frantic the longer her arms and legs remained trapped. Kiki’s only free appendage remaining was her long, striped, tail, which had been dancing about in a blind panic until it found Killian’s leg to wrap around.





With her tail secured to her Daddy, Kiki came down from her panicked high to find herself poised before the raccoon’s loins as he gripped the chains holding her.





Looking up at Killian, she cracked an awkward smile, and stammered, “Hah… i-it’s really hard to move in this thing…”





She hoped for some reassurance, but instead, her daddy leaned down toward her and startled her with a sudden kiss. Letting out a squeak as their lips met, Kiki’s natural reaction was to try and pull away, but Killian held her head firm and continued to press their maws together as the lemur tensed and squirmed.





The longer she was forced to keep her lips against his the warmer her cheeks grew with embarrassment. What was going on? Was she supposed to be doing something to reciprocate? Uncertainty ruled the day until the oral embrace ended with a tongue suddenly slipping into her mouth uninvited.





Though it retreated before she could involuntarily attempt to bite down on it, it invariably ended the kiss, much to Kiki’s relief. Left licking her lips in confusion, the simian was surprised by the praise but happy for it nonetheless. She had no idea where this was going, but she was enjoying the attention thus far, even if it was unusual.





It wasn’t until she saw the excitement on Wendy’s face as Killian warned Kiki to take a deep breath, that the atmosphere began to sour. Confused by the directive, she tried to peer past her own belly to see what her daddy was doing with his privates. Unfortunately, her prone position made it impossible to see what was poised before her loins even as she drew breath as ordered.





Then suddenly something pressed between her legs and a sharp pain shot through her small frame. As Killian’s hooked organ forced itself into the cub, Kiki’s breath caught painfully in her throat. Teeth clenched and eyes closed tight, she tensed and yelped as her virgin hole was made to accommodate something entirely too large.





Though once her little hole had stretched wide enough to permit entry to the raccoon’s erection, hook and all, it snapped back over the head of the organ, and with it, drew a sharp, pained squeal from Kiki as her whole body jumped and twitched.





Eyes opening wide, the lemur’s head jerked upwards as she gasped and shuddered on the verge of breaking down into tears as she felt something push deeper inside her belly. Instead, however, she looked up at Killian with tears in her eyes and whined inbetween pants, “Owwie..! Th-that really hurt, Daddy..!”





Writhing in her chains, Kiki tried to lift herself upright so she could see what had just happened, and why her privates were suddenly aching so fiercely, but through the tears it was hard to see. And beside that, bending her body only seemed to make what was inside her hurt more.





“Ah.. hah… Wh-what did you do, Daddy? Why-does-it-hurt-so-bad..!?” she whimpered with an audible tremble. 





—





Wendy drew heavy breaths through her nostrils as Killian penetrated the cute lemur for the first time of many, and as expected, Kiki wasn’t too thrilled by it. Wendy spoke between quick breaths.





“It hurt… my first time too… you gotta be brave… little sister…”





Killian slowly withdrew from the orifice squeezing enjoyably tight around his member.





“Mmmmh, all girls have to go through this pain at some point. Boys go through something similar.” Killian groaned loudly once more as he pressed forward again, once again painfully sliding through Kiki’s resisting barrier. “I’ll get you through it–NNGH… as quickly as I can…!”





“Are you trying not to cry, Kiki?”





“Hnnhh… it’s okay, sweetie. Let it out if you need to.”





Killian worked his length deeper, as far in as he could manage, gently, but not painlessly, nudging against the cub’s cervix. Once Killian found that, he pulled back slightly, noted how much of his penis was still outside the suffering lemur, and began moving in and out, just shy of the cervix, though that restraint wasn’t much consolation to his new daughter. He slowly worked up a steady rhythm, huffing with intense pleasure.





Wendy reached out and pressed her palm against the helpless cub’s tummy, and moaned softly, her other paw pleasuring her own slit.





“Wow I can… feel it…”





—





Trying to blink away her tears, Kiki looked to her new sister as she offered reassurance in the form of shared sympathy, but it provided little comfort in the face of the pain she was presently enduring. Aside from the feeling of her insides being simultaneously stretched and compacted, there was a burning sensation right at the opening of her loins; and when she looked down to see herself again with clearer eyes, she could see the smallest hint of red on Killian’s member, where it protruded from her body.





The sight alone made her feel sick and faint, almost dizzy to the point of nausea as she slumped backwards into the sling. Left to stare at the ceiling, she tried to focus on her breathing as the penis inside her began to move again. Despite herself though, she winced and clenched as her innards shifted back into place.





Killian was trying to keep her spirits up too, but it was taking all she had just to keep her composure as the raccoon pushed inward one more. Kiki’s breathing grew shaky as she felt things shift again, every muscle in her body left with no recourse but to tense until they trembled from the strain. Naturally her legs wanted most of all to close together, but the chains and Killian’s body in the way made that impossible.





Wendy must’ve noticed the tears trying to escape the cub’s squinting eyes, because she asked if Kiki was trying to hold them in, but the lemur shook her head sharply even as she blushed with embarrassment. She didn’t want to start crying just because this new game hurt to play, especially if it was going to make her new daddy happy. But… then he had to go and give her permission.





The instant his member brushed up against her sensitive cervix, the dam suddenly broke and fresh tears streamed down Kiki’s cheeks as her body jerked sharply and she cried out. Once the water works had started she couldn’t turn them off, and her voice became shaky and broken up by sobs as she apologized, “I’m sorry Daddy, I didn’wanna cry..!”





After that initial thrust, Killian settled into a less painful rhythm that gratefully gave the little cub a chance to recompose herself. Although she still couldn’t help grunting and whining with every push and pull tugging at her insides, it was at least something she could adapt to. So she thought anyway, until Wendy decided to put a paw on her belly and reveal to her the disturbing deformation every thrust caused.





The sight itself was nauseating enough, but with her sister touching it… “Nngh… stop.. That feels… r-really weird,” she panted, her face flushed with warmth as her body began to tremble in a hopeless attempt to reclaim her restrained limbs.





—





Wendy immediately removed her paw at Kiki’s request.





“Oh! Sorry.”





Killian was in heaven, getting everything he wanted from his favorite cub and more. A streak of blood lightly coated his shaft as he eagerly thrusted it into his new daughter. It was incredibly easy for the nurse to stretch her out while she was relaxed and loose, but now she was tense and tight. This of course made it all the more pleasurable to Killian, who groaned and panted with delight. As he pushed his malehood inside, the cub’s labia was rolled inward, making it look like Killian was pushing into an indented patch of fluff.





Killian stopped for just a moment to bend over the cub and kiss Kiki on the top of the head, before resuming his deeply satisfying thrusts.





“It’s perfectly.. mmh.. alright, Kiki. It’s… okay to cry.”





Wendy chimed in. “I cried on my first time, too. Actually I cried many times after that as well. But I love my daddy. It’s all worth it.”





Killian’s eyes rose as the door to the meeting room opened and closed. From Kiki’s position, she couldn’t quite see who had just entered the room, but Killian returned his attention back to Kiki.





“We’re almost done, sweetie.”





Killian leaned over Kiki once again, and picked up the pace, grunting and panting as he sharply thrusted his hips again and again. The pleasure was so intense that Killian’s leg was almost bouncing on the floor. His groans became loud and shaky, and Wendy joined him as she worked her moist sex faster and faster, eyes locked onto Killian’s pistoning shaft. The adult couldn’t help but occasionally bump against Kiki’s cervix with increased enthusiasm.





—





Even though Wendy had obliged her pained request, Kiki still couldn’t take her eyes off that distended bulge every time Killian thrust inward, bringing with it great discomfort and disturbing sensations. It took all of her strength to endure the repetitive abuse to her innards, with muscles tense and quivering, and tears streaming down her cheeks as she let out involuntary squeaks and whimpers with every movement.





There was only a brief reprieve when Killian paused to kiss the top of her head, but Kiki was feeling too dizzy to really appreciate it. Her limbs were already aching from all the strain, but nothing hurt more than her burning loins, which she frowned down at as she was again given the freedom to cry.





Wendy chimed in then, with more details on her own experience, but this time Kiki didn’t feel so assured. “M…many? H-how many…?” she groaned softly, looking stricken that this experience might be a recurring one. Loving her daddy was one thing, but the price was clearly steeper than she’d expected.





Still… Wendy was doing okay. So maybe it was worth it. After all, there wasn’t only pain she was feeling right now. It may have been overwhelming her senses right now, but there was a distinctive tingle of pleasure to be found buried there, every time Killian pulled out and the hook of his organ pressed up against her little, immature clit from the inside. It was an unsettling sensation, sure, but one she strove to focus on when the thrusting resumed.





Closing her eyes, she tried not to think of anything else but the singular, brief spark of arousal that followed every penetration on her innards. It actually got a little easier when Killian picked up speed, but the fact that it proceeded what sounded like another body entering the room was concerning. She had the urge to attempt to see who it was, but before she could decide, her daddy’s efforts reached a fever pitch wherein he began pounding much deeper into her small body.





Kiki couldn’t contain the loud squealing cry that escaped when her delicate cervix suddenly received a flurry of strikes. Killian had promised it would end soon, but that seemed to indicate an escalation in force, rather than dialing it back, and the poor cub with her limbs restrained, had little recourse but to spasm and flail as her once virgin hole was violated with great vigor. The sobbing was real and unrestrained now. The lemur couldn’t have held back if she’d wanted to now.





The pain had become so intense that it was impossible to pinpoint the source. It was just.. Everything. Her privates, her belly, even her tail-bone had merged into one centralized warzone. Finally Kiki couldn’t take it anymore.





“S-s-stop, stop, please! Daddy, stop, it hurts too much!” she sobbed loudly, struggling to flail in her swinging prison. “I– I can’t, I can’t take it anymore, please!”





—





Killian’s heavy breathing became louder and louder, his groans almost echoing. The chains rattled and shook with Kiki’s struggles. Suddenly the cub made a desperate plea. She begged for Killian to stop the abuse, but Killian shook his head.





“I told you.. Once we start.. we don’t stop.. but we’re almost.. so… so close…!”





As promised, after a flurry of rapid thrusts, Killian finally stopped, gasping and vocally panting. His happy member throbbed with the most satisfying payoff the raccoon could have hoped for. He wrapped his arms around the bottom of the sling, and pulled Kiki upwards, giving her limbs a little relief as he held her in an embrace. His torso expanded and contracted as he pressed Kiki against his body while his cock pulsed and jumped inside the sobbing 7-year-old.





“Oh Kiki.. Oh, sweet Kiki.. I love you so much. I know it hurt, sweetie, but it made your daddy feel so good..”





Killian continued to hold onto his violated cub, waiting for her cries to subside before lowering her back into a restrained position. The adult gripped Kiki’s waist and slowly, carefully withdrew from her abused slit. The tip popped free, and the raccoon leaned down for another quick kiss to Kiki’s muzzle. At that moment, a large panther appeared in Kiki’s peripheral vision.





“Oh you weren’t kidding, Killian. She’s absolutely adorable.”





Killian smiled, but no sooner did the smile come across his lips did it fade as he looked down at his helpless daughter while his satisfied and partially red penis slowly withdrew into his sheath.





“Kiki, the ritual is over. You’ve been fully initiated into our family, but.. well.. there’s just… one more thing I need you to do for me before we can go home.”





Killian then reached around Kiki’s neck, and carefully removed the collar he had given her not that long ago, and held it up, pointing to the device in the center.





“I had to trick you with this collar. It’s very special. There’s a receiver that I kept in my ear, and everything you said, and everything everyone nearby you said while you were wearing this was sent to my earpiece. It was a condition for not expelling you when you broke the rules. I had to make sure you were being a good girl afterwards, and you were. You were such a good girl. You made me so proud. However… actually getting this device wasn’t easy.”





Killian gestured towards the panther.





“This is Jacob. He’s the one who helped me find just what I needed. It took some doing for him to find everything and put it together for you, so I was willing to pay him a lot of money to get it done, but um… money… wasn’t exactly what he wanted.”





Killian leaned down and embraced Kiki one more time, and spoke softly in her ear.





“I’m.. truly.. very sorry to have to do this to you. Please understand, it was the only way to keep you from getting expelled. I couldn’t let that happen to you. So now.. we have to pay for it.”





Killian released the embrace, leaving Kiki bound in the sling, and nodded to the panther who grinned widely and began to undress, starting with his pants, and revealing an erect penis that was easily double the width of Killian’s if not more so, and with visible penile spines on the top half. As Killian walked away towards the bed, Wendy rushed over, kissing the doubtless concerned lemur on the cheek.





“Be strong, little sister. When this part’s over, we can all go get ice cream. You’ll love ice cream! It’s much more delicious than any of the treats you’ve ever tasted!”





With that, Wendy nuzzled her little sister, and left Kiki in the care of the grinning panther to join Killian on the bed.





—





Much as Kiki had wanted to continue pleading for it to end sooner, Killian had made a fair point. So biting her tongue, the sobbing lemur continued to endure until it finally and truly did come to a stop. The young cub’s relief was palpable as she gasped and panted, trembling weakly as she was scooped up and held against her daddy’s warm body.





Though she tried to embrace him as he showered her with affection, the little simian was too tuckered out from her own helpless struggling to lift her arms. Breathing heavily into the raccoon’s thick fur, the flush-faced cub smiled weakly when she heard how happy Killian was.





“I’m… glad,” she sighed softly as she went limp in his grip.





Now that it was over, the pain had already begun to fade, with only the dull aches and the fullness of her belly remaining. It was really warm there now, and her own privates were still tingling from all the stimulation, but when Killian finally released her to begin pulling out, a trembling chill ran up her spine.





His member came out a lot easier than it went in, though as it vacated her abdomen, the hot spot inside remained. She lifted her head to look up at Killian just in time to see him coming in for another kiss, which this time Kiki tried her best to reciprocate. Frankly though, the girl was exhausted at this point. Her usual abundance of energy had been greatly diminished, however when the panther suddenly appeared, her tired body still gathered the strength to raise its hackles in defense.





Where did he come from? Who was he? Why was he here? They were all great, urgent questions, but the usually talkative Kiki suddenly found herself completely speechless. Wide-eyed with instinctual caution, the cub gained a second wind from the adrenaline rush alone as she frantically glanced from Killian to the feline, to Wendy and back again.





The man commented about her, and daddy’s smile disappeared in worrying fashion. The wholly sour atmosphere had begun to develop a sinisterly bitter taste, as Killian began to discuss the final task he’d mentioned earlier. However, in doing so he reached toward her neck and removed her precious collar.





Tears quickly filled her eyes as she watched him hold it up and explain its function in technical details she didn’t quite grasp. However, the intention was clear. Killian had used the collar to spy on her and make sure she was being good even when he wasn’t around. That level of power was frightening enough in itself, but the fact it was used to prove her innocence was of the greatest importance. Kiki breathed an audible, shaky sigh of relief when that news dropped.





Unfortunately, that seemed to only be the good news. The raccoon’s tone changed when it was time for the bad news, and with it, Kiki began to feel a sense of fear. Killian motioned to the panther named Jacob and the lemur’s eyes followed, transfixed with horror as her daddy explained the ‘how’ of acquiring the device used to spy on her, as well as the cost.





Killian leaned in close then, to embrace her and whisper in her ear an apology to explain away what was coming next, but the more he tried to justify it the more terrified Kiki grew. Until he finally parted ways and left her to dangle by herself. Suddenly her anxiety spiked and she found her voice again.





“W-wait–But Daddy, I–I was a good girl, I did good, you said so!” she stammered frantically, staring at the raccoon’s back as he retreated to the bed, before jumping between him and the panther who stepped into play and began disrobing.





Wendy stepped in briefly to offer some solace, but since Kiki didn’t even know what ice-cream was, it meant little in the heat of the moment. Any doubt of what was coming was banished when that much larger erection sprang free, and Kiki began to struggle in her bondage in earnest, watching both sister and father abandon her to some strange feline she’d just met.





“D-Daddy, please, I don’t–I-I’m really tired, I– don’t think I can.. Hah..” she panted in distress as her eyes took in the detail of the larger organ that was going to go inside her.





“No, no, no, please, Daddy, please! I-I’ll do anything else, anything else, please!”





With little other recourse but to plea for some sort of reprieve, Kiki broke down into tears preemptively as she writhed and bounced and swayed in her swing until the previous round of ejaculate began to ooze from her battered loins and trickle down her tail.





—





“Oh yes, you were a good girl.”





It was the panther who answered, dropping his final article of clothing to the floor and approaching Kiki with a burning desire to force his way into that already abused cunt.





“But remember, you were very bad before that. If you had listened to your teachers, you’d be on your way home right now. Though I won’t lie. I’m glad you broke the rules. If you didn’t, I wouldn’t be able to fuck you right now.”





The panther roughly gripped Kiki’s waist, holding her torso still while he lined up his tip with her leaking slit, licking his lips and grinning widely.





“I’ll only get to do this once, so I’m gonna make it count.”





Previously stretched and wet, Kiki’s labia was soon parted again, and doubly wide as the panther wasted no time forcing his way inside. His paws moved to her thighs, wrapping around the opposite side so he could pull the 7-year-old into his thick, barbed cock. Though the stretching would be painful, his penile spines would be almost flush with his shaft as he entered. The little monkey would feel little bumps on the way in. However, it would feel almost like sandpaper as the panther began to withdraw with a low growl, fighting the cub’s extra tight, clenching vaginal walls to violate the 7-year-old more intensely than she had experienced thus far.





Killian, meanwhile, was looking on from the edge of the bed, and though he made a point not to outwardly show his interest in what was happening to his little girl, his member was peeking ever so slightly from his sheath as he watched the panther begin to openly rape Kiki. As Wendy saw this, she suddenly dipped her head down, and wrapped her muzzle around Killian’s tip and began to suckle amid the adult’s quiet protests.





“Wendy… Wendy, wait… this isn’t the… mmh… nngh…”





Killian quickly dropped his pseudo-resistance, and leaned back, allowing Wendy to continue the untimely act of pleasuring her daddy while he watched the unspeakable acts being done to the helpless lemur still bound to the sling.





—





When the panther spoke up, he got Kiki’s full attention, her squirming coming to a halt as she stared up at him like a deer in headlights. Frozen in fear, she could do nothing but listen while he gleefully pointed out her error in thinking she’d been off the hook for her prior misdeeds. Jacob in fact, seemed to take delight in her failure.





The cat suddenly reached out and grabbed her sore body, harshly enough to elicit a frightened yelp from the young lemur, Kiki visibly winced in anticipation as he promised to ‘make this count’. She was entirely helpless before the predator, and already afraid of him, before he’d even started.





“N-n-n-nice kitty…?” she stuttered as her body began to tremble in dreadful preparation.





She had a baseline of the kind of pain to expect thanks to Killian, but she had no way of knowing that her experience was a product of restraint on the raccoon’s part. So when she felt that hot organ press against her and spread her sore privates open again, the pain jumped from zero to a hundred faster than she expected.





With Jacob’s large paws grasping her tiny frame, she was at his mercy when it came to speed and force, and even though he didn’t ram his penis in as hard as he could, the girth of it alone was enough to stretch her bloodied hole to its limits once he bottomed out. Internally there was only minimal relief in how much her tiny, distended canal was forced to expand.





However, it wasn’t the penetration itself that ended up being the worst of it. Only when he pulled back to begin thrusting in earnest was the true nature of the rod’s fleshy lumps revealed. Kiki had restrained herself to a few miserable cries during entry, but as those barbs began to rake across her already bruised and sore innards, the ragged cry that escaped her was wholly unfiltered.





Briefly losing control of her body, she tensed and flailed in agony, her vaginal walls inadvertently gripping harder and making it hurt even more. A fresh coat of blood quickly coated the panther’s shaft as he continued the wretched process of thrusting in smooth and pulling out like sandpaper. The lemur devolved into a blubbering mess quickly then, her sobs only pausing long enough to utter another agonized scream as she writhed in the man’s grasp.





It was worse than she could’ve previously imagined, and the worst part was that there was no end in sight, even when she looked pleadingly in Killian and Wendy’s direction. Rather than see concern for her well-being, there was only lust for each other. In that moment they’d forgotten about her, and left her to the whims of the demonic, grinning visage of the panther that loomed over her.





Her heart broke and her mind grew foggy in the delirium derived from the sexual violence being forced upon her fragile being. With no hope of escape, all she could do was endure it as long as possible.





—





Jacob was the first adult to truly show a dark side of himself to the sheltered cub. As Kiki sobbed and screamed with agony, the panther showed her absolutely no sympathy. He had no interest in comforting her, only using her for his own selfish desire. Her struggles only served to excite the dark-furred feline as he moved his paws from Kiki’s thighs to her shoulders, leaning between her squirming legs and pulling her into those forced thrusts. He was barely getting half his cock into her, but with each thrust, forcing it just a little deeper.





The panther’s lower abdomen started to slide back and forth against Kiki’s petite pelvis as he pushed her down onto his excited penis, then pulled back for the next attack. Meanwhile, Killian could only sneak occasional glances towards the merciless display while Wendy stimulated him to the sound of Kiki’s tormented cries.





The panther slowed his thrusts slightly, but only to focus on getting deeper inside his unhappy captive.





“MMH!! MMH!! I didn’t expect an orphanage cub to be so TIGHT!”





The panther’s tip soon found the helpless girl’s shallow cervix. With a desire to get just a little deeper, the panther pulled out fully, and forced himself as far in as he could go, coldly shoving his tip against the 7-year-old’s unyielding cervix with a lustful growl.





“Thaaat’s the spot!”





—





Kiki quickly lost track in time, becoming lost in the ebb and flow of the pain as each thrust drove the invasive organ deeper into her aching loins only for its barbs to scrape across her raw and bleeding flesh on the way back, over and over. She barely noticed Jacob’s paws moving to her shoulders, but when his thrusts only picked up speed it was harder to ignore as this new position trapped her in a bent position while he pounded into her.





Wide-eyed and shedding tears onto her own body, she was forced to watch the feline’s bloodied penis slip in and out of an orifice too small to take it; her orifice. Stretching to sickening dimensions as that spiked weapon went in, then threatening to get pulled inside out every time it pulled back again. It was such a nauseating display, it was a small miracle she didn’t vomit at the devastation before her.





Eventually the thrusts finally slowed, but a stunned, drooling Kiki was incapable of being grateful for the change of pace. Especially since now the panther was trying to jam himself as deep as he could. Though the weeping lemur’s inner muscles instinctually fought against the intrusion, it was a battle they were quickly losing.





Finally, with one good, strong trust, her defenses fell and the tip of Jacob’s spiny penis violently stabbed her cervix. Kiki immediately screamed then, her back struggling to arch despite the weight of the man’s paws on her shoulders. In a blind panic her body writhed in a vain attempt to dislodge and push away the aggressor, but all she accomplished was confirming to her rapist that he’d reached his target.





As he growled, Kiki, in a strained, pitiful plea, begged her abuser, “P-please… please stop…!”





—





The panther had no hope of penetrating that dead-end within the cub’s body without excessive force, but still he was mercilessly shoving against it as the tortured cub desperately begged him to stop, before resuming his thrusts, this time approaching his end game as he completely ignored her plea. With zero concern for the pain he was causing Kiki, the panther continually and violently stabbed that small sphincter and the area around it again and again with merciless thrusts.





Killian gave only miniscule consolation, if any.





“Hang in there, Kiki, he’s almost finished!”





Although observing the scene before him, he was unsure if Kiki even noticed while the panther was viciously assaulting her insides. Jacob wasn’t the only one closing in on climax as Killian hunched forward over Wendy’s head and a strained grunt escaped his throat before the teen brought her father to a second orgasm. While untimely, and not as satisfying as taking Kiki’s virginity, it wasn’t at all unwelcome. Meanwhile the panther’s enthusiasm was at its peak.





“He’s… He’s right… I’m about to pop!”





A wave of pleasure directly stimulated by the suffering cub’s ravaged loins contrasted the waves of pain shooting through Kiki’s innards and beyond. Then, the panther exhaled sharply, held his breath, and exhaled again, leaning down until his hot breaths swirled over Kiki’s shoulders. As the panther reached his peak, his claws almost involuntarily extended, pressing against and lightly penetrating the skin of Kiki’s shoulders, drawing a few droplets of blood as the evil adult spilled a second round of semen into the young lemur, depositing it right at the edge of her currently latent womb.





—





There had been little hope that her plea would be heard, but Kiki had to try at least once, before whatever fate came for her. Though she wasn’t surprised the vicious feline ignored her, the poor cub was caught completely off-guard by the flurry of violent thrusts that followed, each one reaching as deep into her body as it could, the male’s member slamming into her bruised and bloody cervix and driving it and her uterus as far up into her abdomen as it could go.





Every single thrust was like a punch to her insides, enough to knock the wind out of her lungs and cut short every squeal, scream and cry she dared utter in response to the unmitigated assault to her body. By now, she’d been under so much strain, that even through clenched teeth, her heavy panting forced her saliva to foam up and dribble out of her mouth from several spots, all mixing into her tears and trickling down to her chin.





All of Kiki’s strength went into merely staying conscious as the pain overwhelmed her other senses to the point that the pounding of the blood in her ears was all she could hear. The terrible panther’s visage took up her entire vision and his breath assaulted her nostrils as somewhere in the distance, a muted Killian promised it was almost over.





It hardly mattered though. Kiki wasn’t sure she could stay conscious much longer. She could barely feel her body save for the pain that radiated from every single part of it, inside and out. Even Jacob’s affirmation that he was close was difficult to believe. But then his claws dug into her skin, drawing fresh pain and tears as he drove his length in one last time and began to pump his hot, burning fluid deep inside, the salty substance soaking her battered cervix and eliciting further torment.





Even after the panther stopped moving, Kiki continued to squirm and writhe as the burning sensation spread and reawoke other sore spots. It was impossible in her position to push Jacob away, but it didn’t stop her from trying fruitlessly anyway as she wept and shuddered. Inevitably however, she gave up and slumped as the last of her strength faded, such that even the walls of her vagina began to relax; and not by choice.





“Is… is it… over…?” she slurred softly, her senses reeling as her head hung limp over her body, drooling onto her belly. “Puh… please say is’over, Daddy…”





—





As the panther was lost in the pleasure the Lemur unwillingly provided him, Kiki’s exhausted plea was answered.





“Yes, sweetie. It’s over. You’re such a brave little girl. I’m very proud of you, Kiki.”





Despite the reassurance, the panther’s barbed cock was still lodged deep into the cub’s battered loins. Once again without concern for the girl’s comfort, he dragged the spiny organ back through those bloodied walls until they collapsed behind his ejected tip.





“Kid, you were the best fuck I’ve had in awhile. I wish I could do it again some day, but your stingy daddy doesn’t like to share. Maybe.. If you disobey him and he needs someone to help him monitor you again.”





He chuckled and patted Kiki lightly on the cheek before collecting his clothing, and with a quick farewell, left the room. With that, the two raccoons approached the tired cub and immediately began removing the padlocks binding her limbs to the chains. Once she was free, Killian lifted the young lemur from the sling and held her against his chest. Droplets of blood began to squeeze out from Kiki’s slit and roll down the adult’s fur.





“I know that was terrible, sweetie. I’m sorry. Though playing with your privates makes me happy, we can wait awhile until it’s not sore any more before we try it again.”





Killian started carrying Kiki into the hallway as Wendy went ahead to open the door. Wendy walked backwards while addressing Kiki’s pain.





“That looked like it hurt so much! But you took it like a champ, little sister.”





—





Even as weak and tired as she was, Kiki still summoned enough energy to jerk sharply and yelp defeatedly as the spiny manhood was ripped from her bloodied hole. Shuddering and sobbing softly, the cub began to feel cold as the adrenaline fled her system in the wake of her traumatizing experience.





Speechless in the face of Jacob’s compliments that rang hollow, the lemur couldn’t help but wince at his suggestion that he might get another chance if she disobeyed again. Another round of tears welled up in her eyes at the very thought, her gaze cast downward at her naked body. She shook her head weakly in defiance of his hypothetical, but he merely patted it and departed from her broken body.





She watched him leave the room out of the corner of her eyes, before focusing on the pair of raccoons who finally came to her aid after all was said and done. Initially she was conflicted and retreated with painful twitches, from the paws coming to free her. She had no strength to resist even if she wanted to, however, and eventually her limbs were released, one by one.





Her arms dropped onto her chest like rocks, both without the strength to lift, or the desire to be separated from the chest they now chose to cover in the first sign of shame she’d ever really shown. Her legs, usually springy and full of life, buckled like a couple of lifeless twigs, and she remained still until Killian finally picked her up out of the swing.





Kiki let out a soft sob in relief, as she fell into the warmth of the raccoon’s chest, grateful for the chance to recover that he offered. Even though she felt a little better in his arms, there was still no ignoring the raging fire in her loins as fluids continued to ooze from her abused slit. She tried to endure it, but even as they walked to the door, the cub was fidgeting in great discomfort, trying to squeeze her thighs together to somehow alleviate the pain.





When Wendy suddenly sprang up to comment on Kiki’s experience, was both surprised and embarrassed by her assessment, blushing and looking uncomfortable as she asked, “You… really think so, sis…?”





—





Wendy smiled, and so did Killian. Even being put through a worse experience than Kiki could have possibly imagined, she still considered herself a part of her new family.





“Yeah! I mean he really gave it to you, and you took it all like a big girl. You’re really on your way to becoming an adult.”





Killian nodded and ran his paw down Kiki’s back. The adult then glanced behind him to the trail of tiny droplets of blood forming behind them in the hallway.





“Hmm, Wendy, would you go grab a sheet or a towel for her to sit on?”





“Oh, sure, daddy.”





Wendy trotted off, leaving Killian to carry the tired, violated cub down the hallway, and to a big metal door with a push bar on it. The raccoon turned his back to the door and backed into it, pushing it open, carrying Kiki out into the staff parking lot adjacent to the long tunnel, which for the first time, wasn’t separated by a gate.





“About what Jacob said. Don’t worry about him doing that to you again. I don’t think I’ll be needing his help now that you’re one of us.”





—





Although Wendy’s summation of Kiki’s horrific experience made the cub hot behind the ears with embarrassment, the praise felt genuine enough. Still it was hard to look past the pain that still lingered, even with Killian’s distracting paw running down her spine. The sensation made her tense uncomfortably, oozing more fluid from her aching loins to draw the raccoon’s attention.





Further humiliated by the need for her daddy to request a towel for her to sit on, the lemur buried her face in Killian’s chest with a shaky groan. After Wendy had departed to retrieve it, Killian carried her the rest of the way to a big door that Kiki had never seen before. Peeking out from his fluffy chest, her latent curiosity was sparked once more.





The new place they entered was entirely foreign to her. Fluorescent lights dimly lit a space enclosed on all sides by concrete. The air smelled musty and damp, and foul from the exhaust of vehicles, some of which filled the parking spaces. Even though the hulking metal beasts were unfamiliar to her, they fascinated her nonetheless.





Before she could be completely absorbed by her curiosity though, Killian spoke up about Jacob, assuring her he wouldn’t get the second chance he’d mused about. And in response Kiki threw herself into his chest again, clinging to him as she looked up and asked amidst a wave of trembles that racked her body, “R-really..? You–you promise, Daddy…? I–I promise to be good no matter what, n–no matter what!” she declared full-stop, “J-j-j-just… please keep him away from me…?”





Continuing to shiver involuntarily, Kiki buried her face in his chest to muffle a brief episode of shuddering sobs as she re-lived a part of the nightmarish ordeal.





—





As Kiki buried her face in Killian’s chest, he gently cupped the back of her head and leaned back against his car with the sobbing cub.





“There there, sweet girl. He was right about one thing. I don’t like sharing my daughters with anyone else. So yes, I promise he won’t touch you again.”





Pretty soon, the exit opened up and Wendy trotted out with a large bedsheet and their clothes. She placed them on the hood of the car, and ruffled around in Killian’s pocket until she found the keys and remote, which she pressed to unlock the car doors with an audible click. Killian held Kiki snugly while Wendy unfolded the sheet.





“Where do you wanna sit for your first car ride, little sis? You can sit in the back with me, or up front with daddy.”





—





Kiki let out a relieved sigh when she got her daddy’s promise, relaxing until she was practically putty in his arms. Every part of her was so stiff and sore now, that it was making her sleepy. All she wanted to do was curl up and get some rest after everything she’d been through. And as if to tell it to the world, the fatigued little lemur let out a tiny little yawn.





Eventually Wendy returned with the sheet and all their clothing, but Kiki was already starting to doze off when her new sister addressed her, asking where she wanted to sit. Opening one of her eyes, the young simian looked around half-consciously, and settled on where she was.





“Mmn… right here’s good…” she moaned and cuddled against Killian’s naked chest, “I’m so… haah… so tired…”





—





Killian chuckled.





“Well, I can’t drive the car like this, but you can rest in the front seat.”





Wendy nodded and opened the passenger side door, and wrapped the sheet around it before Killian gently sat Kiki down. He pressed a paw against the back of the seat and pulled a lever next to Kiki’s footpaw, putting the seat back so that Kiki could lay down and get some rest. He leaned in and kissed his little girl on the forehead.





“You just look.. done.”





With a chuckle, Killian and Wendy both entered the car, and then started through the tunnel while Wendy sat behind Kiki and gently stroked her headfur until the tired lemur drifted off to sleep.





—





A few days after Kiki left the orphanage, the cubs were suddenly assembled on the playground during evening recess. Usually, this meant an adoption announcement. Daniel had been talking to one of the teachers before rushing over to Thackery as soon as he got the chance. Smiling, he took the older cub’s paw and placed in it a chocolate treat.





“Miss Helen said I could share one.”





He then happily popped the second treat into his mouth and devoured the tasty treat quickly.





“Hey um… since you’re leaving in a couple of days and… since they’re giving you um… what did they call it..? Pref… Perf… Perfumial treatment? Can you ask if we can spend one more night together in the play room?”





—





The last few days had passed quickly for Thackery as he had gone back to his normal routine after all the recent excitement. The only exception being that he did not have to worry about Kiki suddenly dropping in on him, though he had to admit he actually was starting to miss those distractions as things felt almost too quiet without her now.





Though Daniel was able to fill some of the quiet left by Kiki it seemed, as the small blue bunny came over to him in his usual energetic manner. Taking the chocolate treat from him he smiled softly and nibbled on it while he listened to Daniel and looked around at the playground to make sure that he’d not be caught talking once they started whatever announcement the adults had planned.





Seeing he had at least a few moments to talk he smiled softly, “Preferential I think is what you meant,” he said with a soft chuckle that was meant to be more playful than anything. “But I can ask. Just no promises as I don’t know what they have planned and doubt I have as much special treatment as you think I do.”��Finishing off the chocolate he rubbed between the bunny’s ears with his still clean paw and smiled as he thought about the play room which was always fun, but he seemed to always wake up sore around his butt making him think he may want to find a more comfortable seat next time he was in there.��—





Daniel giggled as the older cub reached down and rubbed his head. He had gotten that sort of affection from adults all the time, but rarely another cub. The 5-year-old reached up to return the affection.





“But that’s what Killian said, that because you were adopted by the owner you’re getting perferintinal treatment. Though he said not to tell a bunch of other cubs since they might get jealous.”





Daniel’s ears suddenly perked as he thought he heard an adult calling his name. Looking towards the place where they usually were, he could see all the adults looking in his direction. Killian then motioned for him. Daniel’s eyes lit up, and an excited smile passed over his face as he bounded one step towards them, and stopped. He hesitated, and looked back to Thackery with concern.





“But.. Killian said he’d adopt me next year…”





—





Even Thackery was surprised by the sudden calling of Daniel’s name as he figured he misjudged how much time they had to talk. This and that he was not expecting Daniel to be called as usually these announcements were for adoptions.





When Daniel stopped it seemed he had come to the same conclusion, but Thackery figured there was nothing to worry about and plus he didn’t want Daniel to keep the adults waiting too much longer. They all knew they were supposed to report to the adults at the orphanage as soon as they were called of course or they would get in trouble.





“Maybe he got special permission? But go on, no matter what it is I am sure it’s a good thing that he wants to tell you,” Thackery said with the biggest smile that he could do before giving Daniel the gentlest of pushes towards Killian’s direction, “Now don’t keep him waiting!”





—





Daniel was conflicted, but as Thackery urged him on, he started to hope that either it WAS Killian who was adopting him, or that Killian would be able to help him spend time with his friends outside of the orphanage. The blue cub knew he wouldn’t get in trouble for saying goodbye to Thackery, however, since other cubs were always allowed to, so he turned and wrapped his small arms around the older rabbit, looking up at him with a still-conflicted enthusiasm, then ran across the playground towards the adults.





The 5-year-old’s mind was filled with so many questions that he barely heard Killian’s usual “first step towards adulthood” speech. When Killian finally led the young cub inside, he was finally able to address some of those questions.





“Are you being allowed to adopt me?”





“No, Daniel, I can’t adopt anyone for another year.”





“Then.. Then.. Can I still visit my friends outside the orphanage?”





“You’ll have to ask your new father, but I’m sure it won’t be a problem.”





Those were the biggest questions put to rest, of course. It was only then that it dawned on the cub that someone saw his profile and selected him above all others. More questions flooded the 5-year-old’s head as he was led towards the door he was never allowed to enter until now, and into the hallway that Kiki got in trouble for going into, though he couldn’t understand why the adults didn’t want anyone seeing the long room. It was somewhat unnervingly quiet. The cub wasn’t used to the absence of chatter from the other cubs, except for certain classes and bed time.





“One moment.”





As they approached a door down the hall, Killian stopped Daniel, and took a little time to brush the naked cub’s fur from head to toe, and though he hadn’t been to recess for very long, there was a little debris that Killian hunted down and picked from the curious cub’s fur. After one last quick inspection, Killian patted Daniel on the head and opened the door, waving the cub inside as he spoke to someone on the other side of the wall where Daniel couldn’t yet see him.





“Here he is, sir. Do you need anything else before I leave you to it?”





—





As the little blue-furred bunny was ushered into the meeting room, he was met with the back of a grown man, a hare, with one arm outstretched and holding a fancy red fedora, and a matching red suit-jacket draped over the other. Caught mid-spin as he was taking in the scenery, he was busy responding to the caretaker when his gaze inevitably fell on his new pet.





“Nah, I’m good, but hey man, y’got some sweet digs here, pretty fancy–” The moment he spotted Daniel, Max burst into a fit of laughter, “Holy shit, he really is blue!”





As the door slammed behind the boy, denying any escape in the face of his new, rude daddy, Max tossed his hat and jacket aside like they literally meant nothing to him. Even his matching pants and pale-red dress-shirt looked wrinkled and poorly treated. Any air of importance or sophistication he might’ve aired at first glance, was ruined by the meat currently occupying the suit.





Max still couldn’t believe his luck really, having found a ticket in his pocket leading him to what he could only assume was the world’s biggest and best kept secret lottery. Not only did everyone here treat him like royalty, but now he was locked in a room with a cute little blue-haired mutant, with all the time he wanted to do whatever he pleased without consequence.





It was a dream come true for the twisted, bitter drunk, and he wasn’t going to waste a second of it as he approached Daniel with a menacing look.





“So tell me kiddo, are you really that blue, or did they just dip yah in blue dye to make you look unique or some shit? ‘Cause I’ll admit, it’s really workin’ for me, ya little freak, hah…!”





—





Daniel’s entry to the room started as a tepid walk, but quickly escalated to an eager trot as he started to wonder who could have seen his profile and decided that Daniel was the one cub they wanted to adopt. He was greeted with a most strange mannerism the likes of which he had never encountered before. So many questions filled his mind that he didn’t know where to begin as the hare turned to lock those red eyes onto him. What followed completely subverted the young cub’s expectations in a manner very similar to the expelled fox.





Killian, meanwhile, responded to the compliment with a light bow before closing and locking the door back into the orphanage, which Daniel realized he wasn’t quite ready for.





“K.. Killian? Um…”





His attention was quickly drawn back to the unnervingly odd adult who quickly had the 5-year-old cornered next to the door. Though Daniel hadn’t realized it was locked, he still felt uneasy between the wall and the approaching adult who continued to make fun of his blue fur, leaving Daniel’s mouth agape with surprise for a moment. He took a couple steps backward, but consciously he had no reason to mistrust his new father enough to flee the scene.





“Well I… I… I’m… There… There were only two other cubs with blue fur and… and one of them was adopted… a while back and I… “ Daniel muttered softly “I’m not a… freak…”





—





Closing the gap between them quickly with heavy, solid clicks of his worn dress-shoes, Max stopped just a foot away and leaned down sharply to get as up close and personal with the timid boy as he could without outright pinning him to the floor with his red-eyed stare. His initial smirk dropped into a scrutinizing scowl as he seemed to look the naked buck over with great interest.





In fact, Max was absolutely thrilled to be this close to a cub so young, completely naked with no sense of his own shame, casually showing off his privates without realizing just how hot it was. The innocence was clear as day in Daniel’s quaking gaze as he struggled to find somewhere to look at his new daddy that wasn’t his piercing red glare.





That display of cowardice and submission was what he was hoping for. After all, his profile said he was easily manipulated and suggestible. Even though Max didn’t really care to play any mind-games, he was more than happy to toy with the kid a little longer. No sense snuffing out that little light of purity so quickly.





“Hah! Of course you ain’t, kiddo!” he barked in the bunny’s face, cracking a huge grin as he pulled Daniel away from the door and gave him a heavy slap on the back. “After all, I wouldn’t pick just any ol’ blue-haired freak! Guys like me, we got standards, see? And you, well, I picked you cuz yer unique!”





With a paw firmly pressed against Daniel’s shoulder-blades, and the other wrapped around his forearm, Max practically dragged the buck toward the middle of the room, where he’d had some furniture arranged for this meeting. There was a full-size couch, a coffee table, a lazy-boy and several cushioned stools.





Not giving Daniel much choice, he lifted the cub from the ground and placed his naked rump on the couch, before moving to begin disrobing. As he did so, starting with his blood-red tie, Max carried on casually, eying the boy’s genitals as he sat spread-legged.





“Ain’t no reason to be nervous, bucko. You wanted to be here, didn’t yah? Well, I did too. S’why I asked for them to bring me you so early. Hah… y’know, I didn’t even think they’d allow it, actually. See, they got this little set-up here where they wait until you brats are about 7 or 8. Some shit about safety, I guess. So, I asked, ‘What about this one ‘ere? He’s only 5, but there’s conditions’.





“Turns out…” Max continued, now shirtless and proceeding to unbuckle his belt, “Some folks get special treatment ‘round here. I don’t really know much about it, or care, but if it let’s me get my paws on a sprout as young as you, well… I can’t fuckin’ say no to that.”





As he finished, the hare’s pants dropped abruptly and a fully-formed erection sprang free in the process. Pointing directly at the boy seated on the couch, his eager, twitching organ burned as hot as Max’s cheeks did. Usually when he flashed so wise-ass punk in the street, it warranted an arrest and criminal charges. But here, he could show off his manhood without fear. However the reaction he got wasn’t quite what he expected.





“So tell me Daniel, how good a boy you gonna be for yer new daddy?” he asked with a sadistic grin spreading across his face.





—





Daniel flinched slightly as his new daddy loudly responded. With such a strange atmosphere about the whole situation, Daniel couldn’t help but slightly lean away as he was pulled away from the door and roughly muscled around the room. He didn’t know what to think of this eccentric adult acting as if he picked the boy solely on his fur pattern. It didn’t make sense. There had to be other reasons. The only clue he got was that his age somehow came into play, but the appeal of that escaped him as well.





The most peculiar, yet completely unaddressed part of this entire ordeal had to be that the adult was for some reason undressing himself in front of the innocent boy. He blinked in confusion. ALL the adults he had seen were always clothed. No-one told him anything about this experience with adoption day as his eyes fixed on the now completely exposed penis twitching at him with unknown purpose.





EVERYTHING the older buck said to him was confusing, his question even more so. Daniel stammered as he tried to figure out just what his adopted father was asking, before thinking back to his classes.





“Um… well… I… I’m okay at cooking, though there were many more better than I was. They say I’m great at cleaning, though I take longer than everyone else… I can read better than almost anyone in my age group, and my teachers say I’m great at following directions…”





—





While the boy’s stated abilities might’ve impressed someone else, especially for someone so young, they only served to annoy Max. His nudity didn’t get the reaction he was used to, which was usually disgust and fear. This little runt only offered confusion instead, but now that he thought about it, he recalled reading one of the orphanage’s silly little brochures.





Supposedly the welps in this place were sheltered and hopeless, only being taught what they needed to know to be effective play-things. It was a disappointment to say the least, but Max wasn’t going to let it get him down.





Besides, thanks to Daniel’s ignorance, it meant he had no clue whatsoever what was in store for him. Under that guise, the hare could order him to do whatever he wanted. They were supposedly obedient little shits, after all.





“Right, right, I forgot you twerps got rocks for brains,” Max huffed, massaging the bridge of his snout for a moment while he figured out a way to make the kid perform for him that maintained his illusion of ‘play-time with daddy’. “Alright then, how bout this, kiddo. Yer good at cleanin’, right? Great! ‘Cause yah see this thing?”





Max gestured to the erection he was sporting, making sure Daniel was following along as he grabbed it and gave it a few strokes. Bringing his fingers to his snout, he breathed in to confirm.





“Mmm–! Yeah, see this thing is TOTALLY dirty. Now I ain’t saying I’m proud of it, but I haven’t bathed in… well, let’s just say it’s been awhile. So yeah, I’m a little rank! But this part, hoooo-boy, it reeks. Would’ja mind doin’ yer Dad a solid, kiddo?”





—





Daniel’s face scrunched. He huffed at yet another insult from his adopted father, though he hoped the untactful hare didn’t mean what it seemed he meant, as was the case with his fur. He nodded in confirmation of his cleaning skills, and followed the hares gestures as his attention was drawn back to those perceivably large genitals. During the explanation, Daniel’s brow raised in a moment of revelation.





“Oh! Oh THAT’S why you got naked!”





Daniel nodded with supposed understanding, but as he sat there a moment, it started to become apparent that the adult meant he wanted it clean at that very moment, a realization that had the cub scratching his head.





“Well… I don’t think we can use the showers here… Does that mean we’re gonna go to my new home now?”





It was still unusual to the cub to be asked to wash someone else, since he had only ever washed himself before their stretches in front of the one-way mirror.





—





Max smirked at first, thinking the cub actually understood something for once. Maybe they weren’t all hopelessly dense. Then Daniel looked confused again when he realized he wasn’t in a position to help his new parental figure bathe. Not conventionally anyway.





Palming his face for a moment, the hare sighed in frustration. Seriously, just how basic was their education in this place? It seemed Max was quite literally working with a blank slate here. Daniel wasn’t even reacting to basic social cues. In fact, the only thing he reliably expressed was fear and apprehension. Typical of every furry flat-foot except for the likes of Max himself.





Man, if he didn’t find that vapid level of innocence so fucking hot though, he’d probably had been pretty disappointed. Thankfully, however, Daniel was just making himself more desirable with every display of his purity. A purity Max was going to take great delight in corrupting.





“Nah, that’d take way too long,” he lied, when the boy asked if they’d be going home to bathe.





To be perfectly frank, Max hadn’t even made the decision to adopt. Hell, the only reason he pounced on this service was because of their policy on sampling the merchandise. Satisfaction guaranteed or your money back, kind of deal. Although the hare didn’t recall once there having been discussion of cost. His ticket had seen him through every door so far, unquestioned.





He half-wondered if this was actually just some fever-dream induced from a drug overdose, but even if it was, he still intended to get his money’s worth.





“I can see yer a little confused, but don’t worry, kiddo, Daddy’ll set yah right,” he promised with a wink as his paw moved to point to his own snout, “See, you got your own special cleaning goo in yer mouth called saliva. And your tongue? It’s like a big scrub brush. And that basically makes your whole mouth like a little bathtub, one that’s the perfect-size for my little friend here, no less. I bet it’s quite warm in there too, and this fella is feeling mighty cold right now. So why not help him out, hm?”





—





Daniel didn’t understand how these adoptions usually went, but it seemed as if he were being jerked around a bit as Maxy seemed to have changed his mind about getting a bath. He continued to sit there, just as confused as ever by the adult’s weird requests and subsequent reneging of Daniel’s supposed duties. The adult’s reactions to his answers were puzzling and a little frustrating. Couldn’t he just be clear for once?





Unfortunately, that’s exactly what the adult did next, though still in a round-about way. As the adult began to explain to Daniel exactly what he wanted, after a moment of reflection, Daniel visibly shuddered at the realization, eyes shifting back and forth between his adopted father, and the “dirty” penis he wanted cleaned, but with the cub’s mouth. But that COULDN’T have been what he meant, right? Daniel slowly pointed to the organ in question.





“You… want me to… clean it… with my mouth?”





Daniel stared in disbelief. Of all the things he was expecting his daddy to ask of him, that was absolutely disgusting. His conditioning made him uneasy about refusing to do even such an undesirable task as this, but even still, he needed to find some way out of it.





“Do.. Do I really have to… use my… Why can’t we just… I mean… Maybe I should talk to Killian about this…”+





—





It took a while, but Max could gradually see the gears beginning to move in Daniel’s dense little noggin. The boy’s expression contorted appropriately, which pleased the hare, and as he struggled to repeat the task aloud, his Daddy nodded along. However, it came out like a question, rather than the request for confirmation Max was hoping for, but then, he hadn’t stopped nodding until he finished the thought.





“That’s right, kiddo, y’know, maybe you got some potential after all,” he chuckled darkly, while the buck stared at him in obvious inner conflict.





That was what he liked to see, that internal struggle as they were forced to decide whether or not to submit. Max particularly enjoyed seeing how far he could take it before having to get physical, but with a cub this small, he wasn’t worried about having to resort to force sooner. In fact he picked him in particular because he was small even for his age. A nice, easy prey for a great time, free of charge, or consequences.





Despite the cub’s supposed training, in the face of the task put before him, Daniel still hadn’t accepted the reality. Seeming to look for an out by calling on someone else, Max rolled his eyes and put his paws on his hips to jut out his erection, still cold, still hard, and now close enough to the bunny’s face that he could smell it.





“According to the rules, you’re my son now, got it, Danny-boy?” he stated tersely, “That means what I say goes. I don’t know who this Killian guy is, but I’m your Daddy now, aren’t I?”





He waited only briefly for a response before carrying on.





“What’s the matter, anyway? Yer lookin’ a little pale; the thought of pleasin’ your Daddy make you that sick? Or is it… Maybe you think it’s gross, yeah?”





Pulling away, Max crouched down to Daniel’s level to make direct eye contact, his red eyes beginning to glimmer with the hints of impatience.





“Maybe you think Daddy ain’t bein’ fair, then. Is that it? Then how about I clean you first, show my boy how it’s done?” It wasn’t a question or a request.





Palming Daniel’s chest, Max forced him onto his back and leaned forward onto the couch, pinning both legs so they couldn’t retreat to cover the buck’s now defenseless loins.





“Now just relax and maybe we’ll both enjoy this,” he chuckled as he breathed heavily over the boy’s tiny orbs and untouched sheath, “Though I'm okay with it if it’s just me… haaah…”





Opening his mouth, Max lunged for the bunny’s loins, completely blanketing them with his tongue and licking them upward, both scrotum and sheath, until they popped free. After that it was a free for all, as he bathed the entire region in his saliva, licking, slapping and suckling each teste and the sheath. He tried to wriggle his way into the fleshy tube several times, but it was much too small, so he toyed with it between his teeth instead.





Of course he had his doubts the cub would show any signs of arousal in light of the situation, even with his fingers teasing and prodding around Daniel’s anus, but maybe if he could reach inside to his prostate, he’d get a reaction. Max gave the mission to his middle finger, his most trusted, well used, and just his longest finger, which he eagerly pressed against that resistant sphincter with all the force necessary to jam it inside all the way up to his palm.





Then, curling the digit in question, he began rapidly vibrating it inside the cub’s clenching anus while he continued his assault on Daniel’s boyhood.





—





Daniel was REALLY hoping he didn’t understand the adult correctly. His obvious conflict seemed to be making his new daddy impatient. None of his classes prepared him for any of this. Daniel grew more and more visibly uncomfortable as Maxy pulled rank on him.





“Y.. Yes but I..”





The question of whether he thought it was gross had an easy answer, but was less easy to express.





“I… I mean I never…”





The assault of questions came fast and furious.





“F.. Fair?”





The nervous cub gasped and tensed as he was suddenly pinned to the couch at his chest and his legs. It was then that Daniel really began to second-guess the whole ordeal, especially as he realized what the hare was about to do.





“W-W-W-W-Wait you don’t have to–I already bathed bef–!”





Daniel’s legs tried to shoot up as the adult went for his privates and dragged his tongue across the entire area, causing the cub to squeal as he gently placed quivering paws on the hare’s head reflexively, but resisted the almost overwhelming urge to push him away. Every part of what followed, especially the attention to his sensitive testicles, felt extremely unpleasant. He forced a plea past his clenching throat.





“D.. Daddy please… Please, it feels bad and I don’t need a bath!”





Then, the question of whether or not he wanted this adoption had a clear answer to the young cub as he felt a sudden pain in his previously prepared, but clenching anus. The 5-year-old squealed loudly, and then began to cry openly, this time not conflicted at all about pushing against the wrist of the offending digit.





“It hurts! Take it out, it hurts!”





Despite the hare’s efforts, Daniel’s penis remained tucked fully inside his sheath. He felt the unpleasant stimulation through his lower abdomen and crotch, but his penis still remained un-moving.





“K.. Killian!!”





—





The 5-year-old’s resistance was expected, but Max was more than strong enough to keep him in place, despite his negative reaction to getting his naughty bits abused. After less than a minute of being on the receiving end, Daniel was singing a much different tune as he began calling out for this Killian person again.





Panting hot of the cub’s loins, the paw planted on Daniel’s chest suddenly retracted into a fist, scooping up the boy’s chest-fur in the process as Max abruptly stopped what he was doing, yanked his finger free and jerked his victim upright to meet him eye to eye again with a snarl on his now-wet face.





“Killian ain’t coming back for you, ya little shit!” he snapped in the bunny’s face, splattering droplets across his terrified expression, “You’re mine now, so if you want it to stop, then you damn well better start doin’ what I say, ya hear? Or I might just have to tell this precious Killian of yers that it didn’t work out. That yah just weren’t adoption material. An’ I think you know what that means, so let me hear it from yah loud and clear.”





With that, Max released the buck, only now he was standing tall again, meaning he literally dropped the runt back onto the couch in front of his waiting erection.





“Are you gonna smarten up and be a good kid, or am I gonna have to send you out into the big bad world all by yourself? You think this is bad, little twerp like you would get eaten alive out there in a heartbeat without someone like me around. That what you want, bucko?”





—





Daniel didn’t get a single instant of relief as the hare suddenly jerked his finger abruptly free, then immediately lifted the cub painfully by the roots of his fur, some of which popped free as he was brought face to face with those red, angry eyes. His ears folded to the back of his head as he stared into them. Daniel had seen red eyes on other rabbits before, but somehow these were more fiery and menacing. It suddenly became clear that Daniel was in the care of an adult who was so unlike any of his teachers, and the frightened cub didn’t want to go home with his new daddy. However…





When the adult angrily dropped him to the couch, and offered to grant Daniel’s wish, it came with the worst caveat he could possibly imagine. Expulsion. Daniel opened his muzzle to speak, but only wordless breaths escaped him before he shook his head rapidly. Though he took some small pleasure in seeing Jeffrey on the other side of that gate, he still remembered the look of terror in the bully’s eyes. His own terrified eyes then fell to the twitching erection that was once again presented to him, this time with a clear and unyielding demand.





The cub placed his quivering paws against the adult’s naked waist as he leaned forward, stopping in front of the twitching organ and covering it with shaky breaths. Though he didn’t want to think about it, he tried to remember how his adopted father did it to him. The only thing he couldn’t understand was why the finger in his butt. Maybe it was just to punish him? Having no desire to experience that kind of punishment again, or the unknown terrors of expulsion, Daniel extended his tongue, and dragged it along the fur and then flesh of his daddy’s genitalia in its entirety.





His eyes squeezed shut. Feeling that meaty organ on his tastebuds, and the disturbing pulse of the adult’s heartbeat against his tongue, his muzzle scrunched with disgust. He wanted so badly to stop and abandon this entire ordeal. His shoulders began to bounce with silent sobs as he forced himself to continue, gently taking one of those large orbs into his mouth to slide his tongue around it as was done to him. All the while he was afraid that if it felt as bad to the adult as it did to him, he might be punished again.





—





Max grinned menacingly as the final threat seemed to do the trick. Daniel was clearly unsettled by it now, more than the demand to put something gross in his little maw.





“Thaaat’s it, just like that,” the hare chuckled with encouragement, watching the boy give in and accept his fate as he leaned forward and brought his soft, warm tongue to play awkwardly along his new Daddy’s aching erection.





This was the moment he was waiting for. Now that he’d broken the bunny’s dreams of a proper life with a proper daddy, he should be easier to control. But just to be sure, he gave Daniel some time to explore his genitals, pleased to see him trying to emulate what he’d experienced, if ever so briefly.





“Yer catchin’ on pretty quick there, kiddo,” Max noted as the boy cupped one of his testicles and tried to show it the same attention his daddy had. It was awkward and a little uncomfortable on the hare’s end, but at the same time it was undeniably hot as hell.





Watching the poor little five-year-old with no other choice now but to touch the grown-ups naked erection and scrotum was the ultimate fantasy come true.





Standing firm despite the tingles of arousal that came sporadically from Daniel’s lacking skill, Max waited until two minutes had passed before giving the buck some specific pointers.





“Love that you like playing with my balls so much” he commented, after the bunny returned to them for the fourth time, “But how bout’cha see how much’a this you can squeeze into that little mouth of yours, hm? An’ suck it real good. Use that tongue, but don’t use your teeth, or I’ll have’ta break ‘em outta yer dumb head, got it?”





Pressing down on his penis with two fingers near the base, Max brought the tip of it down to line up with Daniel’s mouth, rubbing it up against the boy’s cheek as he was pushed back by it.





“Go on now, show me how good ya are,” he smirked.





—





This new experience for Daniel was jarring, to say the least, but he still felt a very small modicum of relief when his daddy praised him for his efforts. At least for now, he was doing well enough to not be punished again. He continued, not knowing if he was supposed to know when he could stop, or if he would be instructed to stop, and he was afraid to ask. The uncertainty made the undesirable task seem to last an eternity, until the hare finally stopped him, but only for a MUCH more unpleasant instruction.





Daniel stared up in disbelief, and had serious doubts that this task was merely for the sake of hygiene. It HAD to have been cleaned well enough by now. Daniel had never once felt uncomfortable around another’s genitalia, having grown up around naked cubs, but as Maxy’s penis touched Daniel’s cheek, he couldn’t help but recoil.





Even worse, after spending his short years around nice adults who treated him well, and only applied discipline when necessary, for the first time, an adult was demanding something supremely uncomfortable from him while also threatening violence if he messed up. Daniel was absolutely mortified. His eyes flashed briefly towards the door back into the orphanage, but to get there, he would have to get past the mean adult, leaving him frozen in place with inaction until he was left with only one alternative.





He opened his quivering jaw as wide as he could manage, using extreme care not to touch the adult’s shaft with his teeth as he lowered his lips over it, vocalizing his disgust in a short, muffled squeak. He willed himself to put as much of the adult’s shaft inside his mouth as he could handle without gagging, and though it was the last thing he ever wanted to do, began sucking softly. His fingers gripped the adult’s waist tightly as he fought the urge to pull the organ back out of his mouth, sobbing between rounds of reluctant suckling and licking. His anti-bite conditioning barely came into play as he would have been too afraid if he wanted to.





—





It was working, it was finally working! Sure, it took a little while to get there, but Max finally had a sexy little slut willing to obey his every word, even though they clearly didn’t want to. He watched with a toothy grin as that little maw descended over his throbbing erection, wrapping half his length in that hot, slimy orifice as he proceeded to lick and suckle on it.





The sensation sent Max over the moon in terms of pleasure and power. He could feel every awkward flick of Daniel’s tongue, as well as his shaky sobbing as he clung to his abuser and tried to accept as much of his meat into his mouth as he could. The tears, the trembling, the little fists grabbing his fur, it was all so delicious to the hare that he almost succumbed to his desire to ravage that little hole he’d tested earlier.





Instead, however, he gave Daniel some instructions, saying, “Mmmm.. that’s the stuff right there, kiddo. Yer really gettin’ the hang of this… Now make sure you get it nice and slick and slimy, you hear; from top to bottom. For yer own sake, heheheh…”





Max left him to it for a little while, but after a long minute of suckling and slurping up and down his shaft, Daniel still hadn’t been able to fit more than two thirds of the hare’s overall length into his snout. Scowling at this, the grown-up decided to help his little sex-toy along with a firm paw to the back of his head and began to push it towards his loins, not taking no for an answer.





When Daniel inevitably began to panic, Max snapped at him, “Calm yer shit, kid! Take a deep breath and let ‘er in all the way. Quit bein’ such a tease, it ain’t gonna kill yah!” Then he forced the buck down the rest of the way until his nose was mashed flat against Max’s belly, pulling back just far enough to give the rabbit a chance to breathe, before ramming him into his pelvis again and again and again.





“Yeeeeah! Hah! Now keep it up like that and you’ll really make Daddy happy, squirt!” Max cackled loudly.





—





Daniel wanted it to be over. Whether it meant going back into the orphanage or home with his new daddy, he wanted this current ordeal to be over. To his dismay, the hare had even more instruction for him. Daniel sobbed loudly as the boy’s task was made longer and more disgusting. He now had to coat the entire length of his adopted father’s cock with saliva “for his own sake”, which Daniel took to mean more punishment.





Daniel started at the tip, slurping down and around the pulsing organ, and slowly dipping his head downward, taking more of it into his mouth. Eventually he had to come at it at an angle, allowing the organ to pass between his molars, a prospect that frightened the cub when faced with the earlier threat of having his teeth broken out. He had to be careful, and keep his jaws uncomfortably wide to do it. Even this wasn’t enough to get the whole organ wet, however, so the only thing he could do was to take it out of his mouth to wet the base.





Before he could bring his head all the way back, however, he felt the adult’s firm grip on the back of his head. Feeling himself being forced down the hare’s shaft, the tip inching closer to the back of his tongue, Daniel squealed in protest, and resisted, trying to pull his head back, his paws pressed against Maxy’s hips. With the back of his tongue, he tried to block entry to his throat as the adult had no intention of stopping, but he gradually felt it pushing past that meager defense. He barely had time to process the command to take a breath before, with a loud gag, the adult’s shaft was jammed harshly down his throat.





His paws were pressed firmly against the hare’s waist, and the cub’s eyes widened. Fresh tears fell from his eyes as he squirmed and struggled against the firm paw pressing him into the sheath and pelvis of the aggressive adult. He gagged loudly again as his throat was finally freed, coughing profusely before he was able to take a breath, after which he was immediately shoved back down onto the adult’s shaft, blocking his airway again as his throat contracted and squeezed, Daniel’s tongue desperately shoving at the under-side of the invading shaft in an attempt to dislodge it.





As the cub’s snout was smooshed over and over again into his daddy’s crotch, Daniel stood up on the couch, still bent over into the hare’s crotch as he tried to pull himself away. His panicked mind had no room for questions, he just wanted it to stop.





—





While Max maintained a steady pace of thrusting long enough for Daniel, despite his pointless struggling, to adapt to the brief window he had to take a breath, it only continued to pick up speed as the hare’s lust and arousal grew. Growling with feral pleasure, he began bucking his hips to help ram his meat as deep into the boy’s throat as it could go.





The boy was so small that it wasn’t easy, but the reward was immensely worth it when his muscles clenched around the bulging obstruction in his esophagus. It was hard for Max to contain himself, in fact. After just under a minute of violent thrusts into the flailing blue bunny’s maw, the hare found his arousal peaking early. So Daniel got lucky as the agony came to a halt, simply for lack of a hand to the back of his head anymore.





Max was happy to let the little cunt do whatever he wanted at that moment, because he doubted very much he’d be trying to continue sucking him off after choking on his dick. Taking a brief step back, the hare exhaled sharply, catching his breath.





“Whew! Hah, that was a close one. Almost fuckin’ blew my load right then and there. Damn, Danny-boy, you got a tight little throat. But I’ll tell yeh what; you did a fine job. See? I’m all good and wet, and I’m all hot and bothered, too, hah… hahah… Now I’ve got all this energy, I gotta blow it off somehow.. Heheh… how about it, kiddo?”





Before Daniel had a chance to catch on and flee, Max grabbed him by the scruff and threw him face-down onto the couch, pinning him in place with a firm, heavy paw as he settled down and positioned his dripping arousal next to that previously stretched anus.





“I promise yer gonna hate this,” Max chuckled sinisterly, “But that’s okay, cuz you ain’t important. See, you don’t even really exist, which means I can… DO… whatever I want to you.”





As he spoke, the hare drove his point home by physically ramming his penis into that unwilling little pucker, taking his time with ever increasing pressure until it spread apart and let his substantial girth fill his tiny, immature body.





A sharp, final push and a satisfied grunt, indicated Max had buried himself up to the hilt, as deep inside as he could possibly go. On the first try. He didn’t know if he should’ve been disappointed or impressed, as the boy still managed to squish his erection with a wholly satisfying tightness afforded by not just his size and age, but by the intensity of the agony he must’ve been experiencing.





Rather than start moving right away though, the amused hare decided to give Daniel a chance to adjust, even removing his paw from his back and propping himself up to watch the cub writhe and sob. Seeing him squirm so pitifully on his cock was reward enough, but he was curious to see what else he might try to do.





“So kiddo, how does it feel to take your first cock? Pretty fuckin’ painful, right? Hahahah, I bet. Well, get used to it, cuz you’re gonna be riding this bad boy on the regular whenever I tell you to. An’ I don’t care if it hurts. You’re gonna do it, and you’re gonna act like you like it, ‘cause I say so. And if you don’t, then I’ll make riding my cock look like a day in the park compared to what I do to you next…”





—





Through it all, Daniel was in such a panic that he would have done just about anything he could think of to fill his lungs with oxygen. Fortunately for Maxy, this was the moment that Daniel’s conditioning came into play. After enough time getting only enough air to remain conscious, the rabbit cub’s teeth were completely disregarded as a potential weapon. The only thing he had were his blunted claws, which he harmlessly slid across the adult’s hips in an attempt to force him to retreat.





As blackness started to border his vision, the adult finally allowed Daniel to free his throat. The cub threw his head back, and consequently the rest of him, into the back of the couch, briefly lifting the couch’s front legs off the floor before the woozy cub slumped back down. He immediately tried to stand, but his legs buckled, sending him down against the coffee table, his arms draped over it as analog static obscured his vision.





The hare then posed a confusing question, and Daniel’s moist eyes met Max’s gaze just before noticing an open paw reaching for him, which he barely had time to try to escape before he was lifted by the nape of his neck and deposited back onto the couch. Daniel froze and shivered with fear, and an audible shaky whine. As frightened as he was, he was at least relieved that finally the adult wasn’t shoving his penis into the cub’s face again.





At the promise of further unpleasantness, Daniel soon felt something pressing firmly between his soft cheeks. In his position, he struggled to look behind him, but couldn’t get a good look at what was pressing against him as his tiny hole squeezed in worried anticipation. The cub began to sob, expecting that digit to be shoved into him again. With one arm wedged between him and the back of the couch, and the other partially blocked by the arm pressing into his back, he had trouble reaching around behind him. Once the hare started to exert pressure, it became apparent that it was not a finger pressing against him.





Daniel grunted with extreme discomfort, his free paw waving behind him, trying to find the object of his distress. Then suddenly his clenching sphincter was forced open, and something thick and hard ripped through that small opening, giving the small cub a rush of pain the likes of with exceed his imagination and experience by miles, drawing a loud gasp, and a shriek that was lost within the soundproof walls surrounding the room as Daniel thrashed wildly, stabbed through that tightly clenched orifice as it was meant to be from his birth.





The initial pain was so great, that Daniel collapsed onto the cushions, right on the edge of consciousness without quite passing that threshold. The adult’s voice at that point might as well have been recorded and played backwards as, for a moment, Daniel barely registered any of the world around him before those tight muscles suddenly clamped down again on the adult’s intrusion into the 5-year-old’s body and wailing sobs replaced the cub’s silence again.





—





When Max failed to get a reaction from the cub, he snorted derisively.





“What’s the matter, you tuckered out already? We’ve barely even gotten started yet,” he growled, grabbing both of the little 5-year-old’s arms and stretching him across the cushion until his body was pulled so tight that all the strain was now on his anus.





Stretched to its limit and threatening to invert and pull the boy’s innards out, Max held him there while he located and trapped each of his victim’s feet and forced both legs to stretch out. Once he had Daniel at his limit, the hare leaned down to mutter into his ears.





“If yer gonna go and pass out on me, I’ll give you a goddamn good reason to, y’hear? Now buckle up, bucko, ‘cause it’s Maxy Time…!” he hissed, taking the opportunity to bite down on the ear he was speaking to.





Then, suddenly, the ferocious hare jerked his hips back hard to rip his cock out of the tight hole it was lodged in, releasing all the fluid that was supposed to be lubricating it. At the very least, the unholy barrage of violent, lustful thrusts that followed were well lubed, making for quite a vicious and rapid assault.





The couch creaked and the cushions bounced up and down as he pounded downward again and again with his hips as hard as he could without losing his footing. At this point he hardly cared if Daniel fainted, and in fact placed his other paw on the blue bunny’s head to mash it into the cushion in a half-attempt to suffocate him.





Normally murder wasn’t on the list of options for Max, but right at that moment he considered it to such a degree that he showed no restraint whatsoever. If Daniel didn’t suffocate, the blood oozing out of his messy backside might well spell his end. But none of it mattered right now, all that mattered was extracting that most precious and rare of pleasures from his victim.





Minutes passed with the assault continuing strong and no end in sight, and though Daniel had practically become a rag-doll beneath his assailant, Max still eventually reached his peak with a deep, satisfied growl. For the final few thrusts before spilling his seed deep inside the brutalized buck, Max jerked his hips with all his might, filling his new son with his hot, salty… appreciation.





“Haaaaah…! Haaah… Hoo…boy, that was ah… a hell of a ride,” Max panted breathlessly, sweating and weak from just how hard he went at it. “How bout you, twerp? You still alive, or what?”





To check he gave the buck a rude slap on the head, then, when that failed, roughly rapped on his skull with one of his knuckles.





“Yo! Earth to twerp!”





—





The 5-year-old could never have imagined the depravity he would experience from someone outside the orphanage. He grabbed at the couch cushion in front of him as the adult hovered over him like a predator, crying out as he suddenly found his arms firmly restrained. His arms had provided little resistance thus far, but having them restrained sent the cub’s mind racing as he squealed and began helplessly tugging at his wrists. With every movement, he felt the adult’s shaft pressing against his intestine as if he’d swallowed a rock.





Though Daniel didn’t expect the assault on his insides to get much worse than it already had been, having his legs forcefully spread made him feel unnervingly exposed to the violent adult hunched over him. With labored squeals, Daniel started to wonder if expulsion might be the better option after all, with pain shooting through his anus and everything encircling it. His tail fluttered against the adult’s abdomen as if to be the cub’s final defense.





Daniel’s breathing escalated as the adult spoke directly into his ear, and gave him the definite impression that he was about to do something terrible.





“D-DaddyyyYYYAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHH!!!!!!!!!!”





Daniel’s desperate plea was interrupted first with a bite into the nerve-rich ear, and then a savage thrust into his clamping insides. His anus tore, his muscles jerked, his entire body jolted, and after being insulted, choked, man-handled, and painfully stretched around the adult’s shaft, the cub was subjected to pure, merciless torture. Though his body had been carefully prepared for this day, and the adult’s vicious assault alone most likely wouldn’t damage the boy enough to warrant a body bag, the 5-year-old wouldn’t have been able to tell the difference as he became woefully unable to fully process the amount of pain the adult was putting him through.





His throat nearly cut off his screams as every muscle in his body tensed up. His fingers and toes curled and contorted in all directions, and as the adult pile-drove through the tight passage, the cub eventually found room to shriek, his already sore throat threatening further damage from the agonized cub forcing those distorted screams through it, broken only by the force of the cub being driven down into the cushions by the adult’s uncaring hips.





As his adopted father violently took his virginity, Daniel’s entire world was pain. His broken mind registered only the communication of danger from his insides, and the need to escape it as he bucked helplessly under the larger creature. His shrieks were soon muffled greatly as his muzzle was shoved between the cushions. The malleable material encircled his face and made it, not impossible, but very difficult to take a breath, providing a new layer of terror on top of his tormenting assault.





The endless salvo of thrusts into the 5-year-old’s body didn’t stop there, even as the struggle for air became a losing battle. Trapped in the middle of the room, underneath the most evil creature within Daniel’s violently expanded conceptions, unable to move or breathe, his terror, pain, and lack of air overwhelmed him and then suddenly gave him relief for a short time as his body went limp and bounced lifelessly on the adult’s hips until his attacker had finally finished with his ruthless assault.





Upon the hare’s slaps and knocks against the back of the unconscious cub’s head, eventually, with a little more air and time, he eventually snapped back to life, gasping, limbs jolting, bloodied anus slamming shut over the throbbing invasion, and a mix of screams and sobs signalled the cub’s return to reality.





—





Once Max had confirmed Daniel was still alive and breathing, he felt some relief. He hadn’t really intended to murder the boy with his actions, although fearing he had for a moment was rather thrilling. Even if Daniel had kicked it, there wouldn’t be any consequences here, since according to the folks running this twisted joint, the bunny was officially his now.





That meant Daniel was his property, and he could do whatever he wanted to his property, including breaking it. However, that was a kind of wastefulness that didn't sit well with him. Cubs were annoying little shits and all, but he’d rather have a harem of obedient little sluts, than a macabre display of corpses.





“Heeey, looks like you’re still kickin’, that’s great news!” Max announced enthusiastically as he palmed Daniel’s backside just long enough to yank his softening erection free of the poor cub’s weak grip.





After popping his meat out of the boy’s bruised and bloody rectum, it was followed by a brief squirt of fluid as Daniel’s muscles clamped down involuntarily, staining the couch cushions. With a chuckle, Max turned around and sat down on the sofa, relaxing naked with his slimy, blood-stained penis slowly softening during his break.





“Haah… gotta say, I haven’t had a fuck like that in forever, kiddo,” Max carried on, not even bothering to restrain or hold down the boy he’d just viciously violated. Rather, leaving him to stew in his shame and pain, the hare commented, “Can’t wait for round two, heheh. Hell, I might get a few more rounds out of you tonight, just like that first one. Won’t that be awesome?”





Max was grinning sadistically as he spoke, leaning slightly to eye the bunny. Though curious if he would try to run, the hare was by no means making idle threats. He really did plan to keep going, just as soon as he caught his second wind. The question was whether or not Daniel could handle it.





—





The once innocent cub looked up to the satisfied expression on his daddy’s face as he spoke, his insides still throbbing with pain and leaking warm blood over the privates of the hare that just gave him the rudest wake-up call to his new reality. The cub didn’t understand whether this was the way things worked at the orphanage, or if their screening had fallen short. One thing was for sure. If the cub could go right back into the orphanage and never be adopted, that would be ideal for the traumatized 5-year-old.





Grunting as the massive invasion was finally pulled free, Daniel took his first opportunity to get away from the evil hare. He wasn’t sure if he would be chased, so he limped as fast as he could to the door back into the orphanage. Daniel was ready to cancel the whole adoption deal, but his skin went pale as he finally reached the door, and turned the handle. The door was locked. He wasn’t allowed back in.





The world he knew was closed to him, and the rest was now utterly terrifying. He turned his head, looking back over his shoulder. There was one other door… but he had to think about whether or not to go for it. Between the cub and the door was the hare who had just viciously violated him and wanted to do it again. Daniel began to seriously consider a self-imposed expulsion. NOTHING could be as terrible as what just happened to him.





Still, the cub couldn’t help but long for his life in captivity, where he was safe. He turned and pounded on the door, sobbing and begging for Killian to come back and let him in.





—





It was no surprise that Daniel took his chance to escape as soon as he’d recovered, but Max couldn’t help snorting with laughter as he watched the boy stumble and limp his way to the locked door. His little ass must’ve been pretty sore, but not near sore enough to keep him off his feet. Or maybe the desire to flee following his first rape was just that strong. Whatever the case, the hare was deeply amused.





No one would be coming and the door was forever sealed to the likes of Daniel. The cub was on a one-way trip to Hell, and while Max mused over whether to fast-pass the little fucker, he gently stroked his softened erection, using the fantasies to reignite his arousal. Killing Daniel would make things a lot easier. For one, no baggage to drag home.





How would that even work, anyway? Max didn’t live down here, and dragging a living sex-toy around above ground sounded way too risky. There were already enough warrants out for his arrest; not to mention a few folks who wanted him dead. A kid like Daniel would be worse than dead weight. He’d be a liability.





Still, Max didn’t like getting his paws dirty, like that. Threatening death was one thing, as a means of asserting control over his victim, but once they were dead, that was it. Fun over. A dead pucker wouldn’t clench, and it took two parties to play.





The hare remained internally conflicted as he sat there watching Daniel watch him. At least that’s what it looked like initially. However, Max quickly realized the boy was staring past him, to the other door, instead. Maybe he thought that one was unlocked, but Max chortled with delight.





“Sorry, kiddo, you’re stuck here with me,” he commented, “An’ yer either leavin’ with me, or not at all.”





With a content sigh, Max lounged a little, staring up at the ceiling briefly before glancing back towards Daniel as he scratched at the door and pleaded frantically for a rescue that wasn’t coming.





After a few more minutes of catching his breath, Max finally sat up and stood, taking a deep, refreshed breath.





“Wheeeew…! Alright then, time for round two!” he announced.





Turning sharply toward Daniel, Max flashed a vicious grin.





“Here I come, Danny-boy,” he warned ominously as he began to move swiftly towards the door. Naturally, he expected the cub to run, so Max merely followed behind as he drew ever closer, “You know, you’re still pretty quick on your feet, kiddo. Maybe I didn’t fuck yah hard enough, but that’s okay, we got plenty of time…”





Continuing to draw closer, eventually Max ended the impromptu chase with a sudden shoe planted firmly on Daniel’s back, forcing him flat to the floor. Crouching down to watch the bunny squirm, Max continued his taunts.





“Tsk-tsk-tsk, if only you were a good boy, maybe this wouldn’t be so hard on you,” he sighed in mock-seriousness, “Wouldn’t suck my cock, couldn’t even sit still for our game… Yer pretty fuckin’ useless, actually, you know that? ‘Bout all you’re good for is a good rough fuck in that tight little ass of yers. An’ you got pretty freakin’ lucky too, you little twerp. Least my cock fits; anybody else’d probably split your sorry ass in two. Now, c’mon. Let’s get back to it, while I’m feelin’ frisky…!”





Removing his foot from Daniel’s back, Max immediately grabbed the boy by both of his long ears, yanking him painfully to his feet and dragging him back to the couch.





—





The desperate cub turned his attention back to the orphanage door, grabbing the handle and attempting to force it to turn. He put all his weight into it until an ominous announcement got his attention. Turning just in time to see the evil red-eyed adult closing in on him, Daniel’s eyes widened with terror, and the cub took off to the edge of the room farthest from his pursuer. He soon reached the door to the outside world, but could only reach for it briefly before seeing the hare right up on him.





Daniel immediately abandoned the door, trying to put some distance between him and his daddy who doubtless wanted to hurt him again. He cried out in fear until he felt a strong shove against his back, sending him crashing to the carpeted floor. He barely managed to get his arms out to protect his face, then found himself once again trapped underneath with no escape. He began to sob, knowing something just as bad if not worse than his last experience was coming.





His father then began to chastise Daniel for failing to please him before, and seemed to be suggesting that he was being punished for it. The cub cried loudly, all of his efforts having been dismissed as useless.





“But I did what you–!”





Daniel let out a pained squeal as he felt the tight grip on his sensitive ears, then screamed in pain as he was lifted up by the appendages, feeling as if they were going to be ripped right out of his head. With the hare still holding a tight grip on them, Daniel had no choice but to keep pace, grabbing at the paw that was squeezing onto them.





“Daddy please! Please don’t hurt me again! I’ll be good!”





—





“Sorry, kiddo, but hurtin’ you is kinda the point,” Max answered bluntly, continuing to lead Daniel by the ears until he reached the couch again, only to fling the boy forward into the cushions when he finally let go, “However, that said, how much you hurt depends on how willin’ you are to cooperate.”





“You say you’ll be good, but you little buggers cry that bullshit all the time when it’s your butt on the line. So tell yah what, prove it me and I’ll only fuck yah one more time today,” Max offered the bunny. It hardly sounded like a lucrative deal, but the hare, proceeded to give it considerably more value; “You see, I was planning to continue fucking that tight ass of yours until you gave up and rode my cock on your own. An’ I figured that’d take… mm… maybe 5 or 6 goes. But if you wanna suck it up and ride me right now, then after this round we can go home, you and me. And I’ll let your ass recover. Then, the next time I ask, you’re gonna do it aaaall over again.”





Leaving the bunny free of his clutches for the moment, Max turned around and sat back down on the couch, legs spread and erection standing tall as he sighed contently. Then he glanced at the shell-shocked cub, reaching out to grab his shoulder and reposition him to stand between his thighs.





“So what’s it gonna be, Daniel?” Max inquired, watching him intently with a glimmer in his red eyes, “You’re free to run again, of course, but the next time I catch you I won’t be so gentle, and I’ll show your ass no mercy, just like I did earlier. You remember that, don’t you?”





—





Hearing the hare confirm that he was hurting Daniel because he wanted to was disheartening, but the cub had no time to dwell on that as he had to keep pace to avoid being dragged painfully by his ears. Squealing with pain, he was suddenly yanked forward against the couch, tail tucked over his extremely sore sphincter.





He wanted to run. He wanted to run so badly, but it was pretty clear what would happen to him if he tried, and according to his daddy, the other door was locked too. The cub did tend to believe anything an adult told him, and he couldn’t bring himself to doubt the word of even the most evil adult in the world, according to the cub’s limited experience, but more than that, he was certain he wouldn’t have had time to put it to the test before he was punished again.





Daniel’s muzzle contorted and fresh tears started to flow again as it became clear he was in for at least one more round of torture before the day was done. He closed his eyes and nodded at his daddy’s question.





“I.. I’ll r.. ride you…”





It seemed an odd request for an adult so evil to ask the cub to ride on his back. Daniel stood there, arms tucked to his chest, shivering, softly sobbing, and looking at the hare expecting him to turn over so he could get on, but the hare was looking at him equally expectedly, and wasn’t moving. Daniel started to grow more nervous in the silence.





“Y… You… want to give me a ride… right now, right?”





—





For just a moment, Max thought the kid was actually on the right track this time, agreeing to ‘ride’ him grudgingly, but then Daniel became confused again, hugging himself and seeming to wait for something. After a second or two, the hare rolled his eyes with an annoyed groan.





“Alright, I guess I didn’t make myself clear enough,” Max muttered, rubbing his temple briefly before pointing squarely at his neglected erection. “How ‘bout this then: Get you little fucking ass up here and sit down on my DICK, before I make you do it. ‘Cause if I gotta force myself inside you again, you’re gonna regret it more than yer little mind could possibly understand, you hear me?”





Abruptly clapping his paws together sharply to make the buck jump, Max snapped, “Get to it!”





—





Daniel’s eyes followed the hare’s finger down to his crotch, still stained with the cub’s blood from the last time that thick organ was inside him. It took Daniel a moment to realize that rather than JUST sitting on it, he was expected to put it inside him as he did. He looked back to his daddy and opened his muzzle for a very tepid objection, but his hesitation was very much unwelcome. He squeaked with fear as the hare loudly demonstrated his impatience, and the reluctant cub was on the move, but as slowly as he thought he could get away with.





The cub had to step widely over his daddy’s waist, almost falling over in the process, gripping the hare’s shoulders to keep himself upright while eye to eye with his scary father. With shakey, whiney breaths, Daniel looked downward to the twitching organ, clenching his teeth with a loud whine. For a moment, he quickly weighed the pros and cons of leaping away and trying the door to the outside, but at least this way, he could stop for a moment if it hurt too much… or so he was hoping.





As Daniel reluctantly lowered himself, he quickly realized he was only going to push daddy’s cock against his tummy if he didn’t aim it. So, moving one shaky paw to the hare’s chest, Daniel reached down, wrapping his quivering paw around the organ. The blood coating it was still wet, and began to stain the cub’s white paw as well. The 5-year-old cringed as he brought the tip under his tail, which was still reflexively trying to tuck, wiggling against his daddy’s shaft. Daniel tried to lower himself onto it, but at the slightest pressure to his damaged anus, he felt a burning pain that caused him to immediately reverse course, squealing and looking at his daddy with pleading eyes.





“It… It still hurts from last time…”





—





Once Daniel was finally spurred into appropriate action, Max felt like he could sit back and chill now. Raising his arms to rest behind his head, the hare watched the boy intently, almost like he was looking for an excuse to take over and ravage his pet a second time. It made for an intense few moments as the 5-year-old climbed up onto the couch and worked quickly to straddle the adult’s waist.





Max said nothing of the bunny’s need to use him as support while he worked himself into position, merely drinking in the moment as Daniel was forced to perform unhindered this time. However as the poor buck reached between his own spread legs to fuss with his rapist’s penis, then gradually tried to lower that bloodied anus over the tip, he only managed to prod the angry red ring with it before pulling back.





With a pained squeal, Daniel looked to the hare for some kind of sympathy, but he was only met with a raised brow, and a look of expectation.





“Yeah? And it’s gonna hurt, champ, that’s just the way it is,” he stated simply, “But remember what it was like when I was doin’ the pushing, kay? This time, I’m lettin’ you control the speed an’ how deep it goes. Though… if want something to distract yahself, well…”





Bringing down one arm toward the cowering cub, Max pointed a clawed finger at the boy’s lower abdomen, pressing the tip of his digit pointedly in a particular spot as he explained, “Right about here, inside you there’s a spot you can reach with my dick, an’ if you can rub it just right, h’well..! It’ll make yah feel pretty damn good. But hey, that’s just me. You can ride that bronco however you please, but yer gonna ride it. And yer not gonna stop till I’m satisfied, got it? Now…”





Moving his paw up to Daniel’s chest, he applied pressure to push the boy backward slightly, lifting him out of his seated position atop Max’s chest.





“Hop to it, and quit stallin’,” he ordered.





—





The 5-year-old was predictably devastated by the confirmation. The adult wanted him to do something he knew was going to hurt, else he’d be subjected to the same torment he was subjected to earlier, which hurt so badly that he fell unconscious. Of course, Daniel was willing to do almost anything to not feel that pain again, but this was riding that line pretty close.





He inhaled sharply from the adult’s unwelcome touch. Eventually, with soft cries, he reached down again, holding the tip of the adult’s penis right under his quivering tail. His cries grew louder as he once again put pressure on that aching ring. Fear of something much worse was the only thing keeping the cub from running to the door as his leg twitched, and he leaned slightly in that direction before willing himself back over the red organ.





He hesitated, and with every second that passed, his teeth clenched harder. He ever so slowly applied more pressure, his legs beginning to quiver, and his paw gripping more tightly onto the adult’s penis as he was already subjecting himself to that burning pain before getting more than the very tip past his sphincter. It was enough to throw the cub’s will to continue into doubt, but one look into those red eyes made him even more anxious for every second he hesitated.





He didn’t know how much pressure he would need to penetrate himself, so it took awhile of applying pressure, backing off when his insides burned with distress, and trying again. He was having trouble getting it inside, but the last thing he wanted to do was ask for help. Suddenly as he tried to lower himself again, the cub’s tired legs released a little too much strength and sent the cub down onto half of the meaty organ. The shocked rabbit gasped loudly, and screamed in agony as he quickly lifted himself completely off of the adult’s cock, his entire body shaking as he cried out, the pain not stopping simply from the absence of the source.





—





As soon as Daniel returned to his task, Max returned his free arm to cradling his head while he watched. His arousal was still far from climax, but damn if he didn’t enjoy seeing the little 5-year-old struggle to manhandle his meat into that tight, sullied holed. In fact, the unfortunate boy’s inexperienced fumbling and repeated failures to push much more that the tip of Max’s cock inside, was hot enough on its own, that with enough focus, the hare could’ve popped any time.





But he wasn’t here to get his jollies off on the fantasy alone. No, he wanted Daniel to make him cum. To earn that stinging pain in his backside when he was done. Unfortunately, it was beginning to seem like that too was to forever be a fantasy. The little blue bunny had been doing well, if progressing slowly, but then he slipped suddenly and took in more of Max’s organ that he was anticipating, and immediately undid all he progress by pulling out.





Immediately Max began ‘tsking’ the boy again, clicking his tongue repeatedly as he shook his head in obvious disappointment.





“Should’a just stayed put there, kiddo. An’ you were doing so well too. I was almost proud of yah. But, now you gotta start all over. An’ we’ll keep starting over until you get it right,” he assured in a dark tone as his expression equally sank into a scowl, waiting for Daniel to recover and continue. “And don’t keep me waiting, or I’ll have to assume you’ve decided you’d rather I take over. Because I’ll happily oblige.”





Since Max was leaning back with his own paws restrained behind his head, with little more than a scowl on his face, it didn’t look like he was in any hurry to act, and yet the increasing, ominous glow in his red irises as he met Daniel’s gaze, seemed to scream ‘do it or die’.





—





Daniel’s expression turned back to terror as the adult started to chastise him for pulling out. At any moment, he was prepared to take a giant leap towards the door, but though it wasn’t a relief for Maxy to just tell Daniel to try again, it kept him in position over that spike pit. The threat of the adult shoving it inside again at HIS pace was enough to send the crying cub back down against his daddy’s cock.





Daniel planted his feet, pressed a paw against the hare’s waist, and when he had that undesirable meat held against his sphincter, he held Maxy’s waist with the other paw as well. He kept one foot planted while starting to go down on one knee in an attempt to stabilize himself and avoid a repeat of his painful accident. Unfortunately, with his legs spread so wide, he HAD to get some of the adult’s cock inside him to go down far enough.





He clenched his teeth and applied more pressure, and eventually when he thought he was handling the pain well enough, it popped inside, bringing back the agony that coaxed a scream from the small cub every time. His legs jerked, wanting to propel him back up, but he knew if he did that, he might not get another chance to keep the adult from shoving it in without an ounce of restraint.





The burning! The aching! The feeling of having his guts skewered on a spear! The 5-year-old couldn’t have done this to himself without the entirely unfair motivation of self-preservation. With a loud, high-pitched squeal, he very slowly lowered himself to one knee, bathing his face with tears. He didn’t want to put so much of it inside him, but it was the only way to keep himself from losing his strength and falling like last time. His wet eyes raised to meet his daddy’s gaze, hoping it was enough to stave off his wrath as tears fell against the hare’s abdomen.





—





Though happy to see Daniel back at it with earnest, this time Max’s expression belied that. He continued to scowl as the sobbing rabbit forced himself bit by bit to take a knee and thereby, half of his abuser’s shaft into his throbbing rectum. Even with the boy doing it of his own will, it was still incredibly tight, simply because he couldn’t stop clenching in response to the pain of pushing the foreign organ deeper.





Once the blue bunny had settled onto one knee, to a steady chorus of whines and yelps that culminated in one final, delicious scream when his innards were successfully penetrated again, he looked to Max for mercy. Despite the steady stream of tears, however, the adult was outwardly unphased. Inside he was reeling with joy, having successfully gotten Daniel to take this much without laying a finger on him, but he had to contain himself just long enough.





Since it was clear that Daniel hoped not to go any further, Max feigned a short-lived sympathy as he freed both of his paws simultaneously and reached toward the 5-year-old.





“Looks like you’re having some trouble there, eh? That’s okay, Daddy will help you out a bit, just stay riiight there,” he instructed, palming the little bunny’s noggin so he couldn’t rise up or flee if he’d wanted to, and then, with his other paw, Max forcibly swept Daniel’s other foot out from under him, forcing him onto both knees while restricting his ability to retreat.





“Hold on now, just sit put an’ let it aaall in. Relax an’ you’ll get used to it,” he casually and emptily assured, all while the boy writhed and struggled to remove the paw holding him down. “I ain’t gonna force it, but I’m also not lettin’ up till you stop fightin’ it, got me? So, get used to it, kiddo.”





To drive home the message, Max dug his claws into the boy’s head while he waited for him to settle down.





—





Daniel was obviously concerned when he saw the paws of the mean adult reaching for him, starting to lean back a bit. Primarily concerned with the paw pressing onto his head, prompting the nervous cub to lock his legs into place in response, he didn’t notice the other paw reaching for his leg. If there was any doubt in the cub’s mind that his suspicion of the adult’s motives was warranted, it was soon extinguished.





Suddenly robbed of his stability, Daniel quickly sank ALL the way down on the hard pipe he had been carefully and slowly enveloping up until that point. The cub screamed as he arched his back and attempted to get a foot back underneath him, stopped by the adult’s firm grip on his head. Having just had his anus separated so roughly again, the cub struggled in an attempt to come back up until he felt those threatening claws against his head.





Eventually his screams faded into sobs, and Daniel stopped trying to force his way back up, sobbing and violently shaking. His clenching sphincter throbbed against the base of the adult’s shaft as he was once again impaled on it. With a few hiccups and cries, he had to address the betrayal.





“Y-You said I could decide.. how deep..!”





—





Once Daniel had recovered enough from his deceit to complain about it, Max finally cracked a fresh grin, as the intensity of his expression faded abruptly.





“Well now, technically I said I was letting you decide. I also told you not to waste my time, but that hasn’t stop yah, has it? I know you can take the whole thing, so stopping halfway is just an insult. Do you really want to insult your new Daddy?” Max asked of the bunny, really laying it on thick with the guilt-trip.





Giving the 5-year-old a few moments to answer, he inevitably cut in to talk over any excuses.





“And besides, considering what you have to do next, you should start showin’ some initiative. See, I’m gonna need you to bounce that ass up and down on my buddy there, and so you’re gonna need all the help you can get, ‘cause you ain’t stopping till I fill you with my spunk again. Honestly, I don’t think you can do it,” he admitted, tauntingly, “I think yer gonna fail, and then I’m gonna have to take over and really pound the shit out of you again. Shame, really.”





Surprisingly, despite his comments, Max removed his paw from Daniel’s head, giving the boy the chance to rise or outright run. In fact, the look in the hare’s eyes almost seemed to dare the bunny to even try.





“You’re free to prove me wrong, of course,” he stated when the cub didn’t immediately make a decision. “Prove you’re not entirely useless; not deserving of being tossed away like a piece of trash. Show me you can make your Daddy happy, no matter how much it hurts you to do so…”





—





With a pained expression, Daniel didn’t answer when his daddy asked him if he meant to insult him. What he felt wasn’t so much guilt as it was the realization that he wasn’t as much in control of the next horrid task his daddy gave him as he thought he was, which prompted another round of woeful cries from the abused cub.





The hare’s taunting also didn’t give the cub any more desire to continue than he already had. He didn’t think he could do it either, but the alternative was a fear that powered through the cub’s desperate need to stop. With Max’s final comments, and tears welling up in Daniel’s eyes again, he let out a long, woeful whine, straightened out his body, and after a moment of difficult self-motivation…





The 5-year-old yelped with pain as he began to move on Max’s cock. He did what he was told within his limited understanding, and bounced up and down, mainly using his arms to propel himself. Though he put plenty of effort into his movements, his sphincter largely remained near the base of his daddy’s penis. Though it wasn’t as bad as having it piston back and forth as it was earlier, it was still highly unpleasant. He felt it slapping against his insides with every bounce, while the cub also felt full to bursting.





—





After a few long seconds of Daniel’s pitiful efforts, Max let out a gradual, satisfied sigh. The bunny wasn’t able to bring himself to push the organ in and out directly, but just wiggling around and moving his small mass up and down was enough to pleasure the hare. With eyes closed and paws at his sides, Max groaned as he felt a swirling of flesh around his erection, almost able to imagine those compacted innards rolling and sliding about with every move.





Repeatedly the buck’s muscles clenched around the fleshy intruder, only daring to relax for brief moments before tightening once more. Needless to say, Daniel was in a lot of pain, but it wasn’t stopping him this time. All the threats and manipulation had finally bore fruit as Max aimed to draw this out as long as he could.





Minutes began to tick by, with the hare only showing a slow rise in arousal, with genuine but muted moans of pleasure. He offered the occasional advice here and there, like, “Try moving a little faster…”, or, “Wiggle more there..!”





Whether or not Daniel actually figured out that Max was trying to get him to find his own prostate, he intended to help the boy improve his technique. For his own sake, of course, but also for his Daddy. However, after ten long minutes had passed with no real change, the poor cub had to be feeling desperate and hopeless by now. All that pain, all that effort, and Max was no closer to climax than when he’d started.





At least that was certainly the impression Max wanted to give as he eventually ‘tsked’ in disappointment once more.





“You know, I don’t think you’re really all that into this, Danny-boy,” he said, pointing out the obvious, “Maybe you want me to wreck your ass, I dunno. But if yah can’t get me off in the next minute or two, I’ll have t’take over. Or I could help yah out a little bit, maybe. Give yah a chance, at least… What d’ya say, bucko?”





—





Daniel grew worried when the hare began to relax. He certainly wasn’t fond of the “help” he was getting, but he wasn’t entirely sure if his daddy would ever tell him that he had done enough and could finally stop. His worries soon became reality as he sobbed with tired movements, afraid to stop, too tired to keep it up for much longer. The advice he was given was always so vague and confusing, but the last thing he wanted was to ask for more “help” in getting it correct after being “helped” down to the base of his daddy’s cock.





Finding his prostate certainly wasn’t the problem. As thick as his daddy’s shaft was, his prostate was largely unavoidable. However, to the tired and hurt 5-year-old, the only feeling he got from it was a sick feeling in his tummy, which he would try to avoid, but wasn’t having much success except to stab his own rectum with the tip of that hard and unwelcome invasion.





Daniel’s frightened eyes shot open as he was once again chastised for not doing a good job. His eyes remained wide with fear as he squealed with effort to fight his tired body and bounce on daddy’s pelvis in a desperate attempt to make some progress towards… something he couldn’t understand. Suddenly his gaze went from frightened to hopeful, and the cub suddenly stopped bouncing, and with heavy breaths, asked for confirmation.





“G.. Get you off? You.. You mean I can get off now?”





—





The little blue bunny’s fate was sealed the second he stopped moving. Not only had he seemingly deliberately misheard him for the opportunity to do so, but he’d actually improved his efforts significantly just seconds before, which now left Max teetering on the edge of climax and decidedly angry. His brows sank into a dark scowl and suddenly his red irises began to glow fiery hot.





Just before he could explosively unleash his rage though, a sudden calm came over the hare, like a cool, damp towel on a hot Summer day. His hackles had risen but now began to relax again as fists unclenched and swiftly moved to grab hold of his prey by those small, splayed hips. Resting the weight on his arms on the boy to hold him down firmly, Max met Daniel’s gaze directly, eyes glowing red with malice.





“I didn’t tell you to stop moving, you little shit,” he growled, revealing his teeth in a snarl, “But it doesn’t matter now, ‘cause I’m done waiting. You’ve done nothing but test my patience with your pathetic pleas. So your task is finished Danny-boy, now it’s my turn.”





As proof of his impatience, he wasted no more time. Digging his claws into Daniel’s flanks, he thrusted upward into the bunny trapped upon his lap, managing to push a little more length inside and bottom out before jerking the small cub upwards sharply and ripping half his length out. Then back in it went, just as violently, all the way to the base, and so it continued, each time Max making a point to drive his shaft into the thrashing boy as hard as he could.





Meanwhile his claws dug in, but worse still, the hare kept both his thumbs pressed painfully over Daniel’s abdomen, right here his prostate would be, simply so that he could hold it in place while he viciously assaulted in with rapid-fire thrusts that only grew faster in intensity over the sixty long seconds that Max was able to keep it up before his hips faltered.





By the time he stopped with a final jerk, the hare had lifted himself off the couch cushion from arching his spine. Dropping back into his seat served as one more, agonizing stab with Max pulling down on Daniel’s waist when he landed. Then he sat motionless for a few moments, panting to catch his breath.





Though Max hadn’t climaxed just yet, he was a lot closer now. To finish though, he decided to change positions to something far more intimidating for Daniel. Forced onto his back, the hare proceeded to loom over his little 5-year-old captive, glaring down at him with glowing red eyes and a sadistic grin stretched across his face.





“Almost done now, kiddo… just try not to pass out this time,” he cackled, and resumed a steady rhythm of painful gyrations.





Though not nearly as mind-numbing as the abuse just moments before, it was no less bearable as Max continued to thrust faster and erratically as he chased that final orgasm. As he dove headlong into his lust, the hare sought further affection, and proceeded to move a paw to Daniel’s throat, clamping down as he leaned in to force a wholly unpleasant kiss on the crying, squealing buck.





Pressing his tongue into the bunny’s little maw, Max showed him no mercy, swapping fluids until their individual flavors were indistinguishable from one another. Once he’d thoroughly violated the boy orally, he broke the kiss and slathered the miserable boy in licks all over his face, lapping up his tears as he moaned and thrusted with increasing speed.





His climax quickly approached, and though Max was able to delay the final moment for another three minutes, eventually he couldn’t hold back or contain himself any longer. Making those last few seconds count, the hare quickly escalated from a good fucking, to a violent pounding, like he’d done the first time. Then, a few strong, heavy thrusts later, Max bit down suddenly on one of Daniel’s ears and buried his meat as deep as he could for the last time.





When his seed finally shot out, it seemed to keep glugging and oozing the longer Max shifted around, teasing the tip to extract every last drop he could, until Daniel’s belly had begun to swell a little.





Finally releasing Daniel’s ear from its toothy vice, Max leaned back and panted breathlessly as he looked down at his victim to see if he was still conscious. An errant movement on the hare’s part encouraged a whine, and then Max grinned.





“See that? All done. Wasn’t so bad, now what?” he chuckled softly, suddenly jerking upward on Daniel’s hips to pull the adult’s softening erection free. “An’ now, just like I promised, you won’t get fucked again, today. However… your performance overall has been highly disappointing, and I’m afraid I’m gonna have to have some words with your former caretakers…”





Max waited a moment to see what reaction that elicited, but then he continued, “I suppose with enough practice you could be a good son, though. But for now, I’ll need to think of a suitable punishment for your poor behavior today.”





With that, the hare vacated the couch and stood up, leaving the molested cub to lay on his back while fresh cum leaked out his backside. Taking his time to gather up his discarded clothing, Max proceeded to get dressed, humming to himself as he casually glanced at Daniel with a grin.





—





Daniel’s heart stopped as the hare suddenly showed a moment of extreme anger and frustration. Slowly, the alarmed cub shifted one of his legs, hoping not to be noticed as he began to poise himself for a leap free of his angry father. The sudden calm afterwards did little to quell the rabbit’s nerves. A quick movement set Daniel’s heart into overdrive, and adrenaline shot through the cub’s veins as he forced his legs powerfully down into the couch cushion, but was unable to escape the tight grasp around his small hips, especially with his legs spread around the adult’s waist.





Daniel’s terrified gaze locked onto those red eyes as his entire head vibrated with fear. The worst was yet to come.





“B-But I did–! But I did every–! But I d–!”





With the hare’s fingers smooshing against Daniel’s innards from the outside, Max’s penis felt three times bigger than it actually was as it squeezed painfully through. Daniel’s back arched, and his legs strained against the soft couch cushions as he fought them for resistance, unable to push himself upward as he was once again subjected to the violent thrusts slamming into him. His blood, which had only just started to congeal around his wounds, was being ripped free to reopen them.





When Max finally stopped thrusting. Daniel let out one more agonized scream before freezing in place, hoping that was the last time he’d have to endure the adult’s penis being forced into him, but then, every muscle in the cub’s body stiffened as he was suddenly forced back down onto the couch, this time on his back. Daniel’s face contorted into one of absolute horror. He couldn’t handle being on his back! He didn’t even like to sleep on his back!





Suddenly in the worst position imaginable, and having to stare up into those lust-filled red eyes as he felt the adult’s cock stabbing into him once again, Daniel began to flail wildly. As near-mindless as the cub’s thrashing became, any time his limbs made contact with the adult, they were somewhat hesitant, giving his daddy only a small thump occasionally. Daniel barely registered his desperate, yet lackluster strikes. There was only agony and terror.





Though Daniel didn’t have much of the innate terrors that his friend, Thackery might in such a situation, and despite not being in the presence of a predator species, Daniel was nonetheless experiencing abject terror as his adopted father managed to trigger that deep fear anyway, pinning him on his back and attacking his intestines. Matters only got worse as his throat was suddenly clamped onto, sending the rabbit cub into a frenzical state of horror that overwhelmed his senses.





Soon, Daniel’s body would be invaded from both ends with his daddy’s lips locked onto his, and tongue forcing its way into his throat. His jaws quivered with a desire to bite down, but stopped short, as badly as he wanted to repel that tongue from inside him. The room went almost silent but for the sound of the squeaking couch, and the slaps of the adult’s pelvis against the once again blood-stained rump of the freshly adopted 5-year-old.





On his back, with restricted breathing, having his insides assaulted, and the smell of his own blood, his body went stiff as he suddenly felt teeth chomping down onto one of his ears, overwhelming the cub with pain and horror as his body was jolted back and forth with violent thrusts, until they finally stopped. Had it continued any further, the rabbit would probably have been knocked out again.





When at last the abuse ended, the 5-year-old’s young mind rewound through everything he had experienced in what was supposed to be a happy and joyous day, he broke down completely, curling up on the couch, staring at the back cushions and sobbing woefully as fluids slowly oozed from his thrice-violated sphincter onto his butt and thigh.





—





The abject misery on Daniel’s sobbing as he retreated into the fetal position was a pleasing sight for Max, and a good sign that he might’ve finally crushed that last bit of hope. Maybe now the boy would be a little more compliant, though a simple test was in order, just to be sure.





Snatching a bunch of tissues from a box on the coffee table, Max took his time cleaning off his bloodied penis, rubbing as much of the stains out of his fur as he could before stuffing his junk back into his pants. Then he put on his dress-shirt and jacket and stuffed his tie into one of the pockets before grabbing his hat.





All dressed up once more but reeking of sex and looking much more disheaveled than before, Max did a once-around the room to make sure he didn’t leave anything behind, aside from Daniel of course, and then made his way to the door that the cub had never even gotten to try to open. And Max opened it with ease, as if it had never been locked, however before he left, he turned back to the boy, still flaked out on the couch.





“Time to go, kiddo!” he hollered at the broken bunny, “You comin’ along with your Daddy, or do you really wanna find out what happens to discarded cubs…?” The threat was pretty clear, made only more frightening by the tone in his voice and the fact he was slowly continuing through the door. “Last chance, now. Second this door closes, I ain’t comin’ back. Then you’ll be somebody else’s little toy. Someone bigger than me. Someone meaner.”





Max half-hoped the cub was too brutalized to accept, so he wouldn’t have to worry about the baggage, and yet another part of him continued to play against the boy's fear of the unknown, of something far worse than what he’d already endured, should he refuse his new Daddy’s one-time offer.





—





Daniel remained near-catatonic on the couch, apart from quiet sobs as he still felt that lingering pain from having his insides ripped open three times, which was three times more than he had previously experienced. The miserable 5-year-old had never once experienced any pain caused by another adult. In fact, he had even managed to avoid getting more than a shove from the bullies on the playground, though he would gladly take a beating from Jeffrey as he witnessed being dealt to his friend Thackery, than to have the adult’s hard, thick organ pushed into him even one more time.





When his adopted father offered to abandon him, Daniel was entirely tempted to accept that offer. He stayed on the couch, wondering if he’d just been given a huge gift. That subtle warning, however, did make the young cub second-guess his choice. If he didn’t go with his new daddy, he didn’t know if he’d be allowed back into the orphanage. In fact, that door was locked behind him. If he couldn’t get back in, that meant… expulsion…





There were many frightening rumors about what one would find beyond the orphanage gates, all of which the adults would deny, but he distinctly remembered the look of terror in an otherwise aggressive bully when he was expelled. He was missing pretty soon after that, too. Then he came back.. not to bully.. but to warn… This was obviously a decision that Daniel had to take some time to think about, but unfortunately, his new daddy wasn’t going to give him much time at all.





Daniel sat up on the couch, looking to his daddy and the open door to the outside, and hesitated. He had to think fast, and that was only making him more and more afraid of making the wrong decision. Max’s threat seemed to line up with the rumors he had been hearing in the orphanage, though not quite in the way he imagined, and an orphan’s adopted parents were meant to protect them from those dangers. What remained to be decided, was what exactly was the bigger danger–Max, or the unknown?





Daniel was being rushed to act, and act he did. Faced with the threat of being left to be potentially claimed by those unknown dangers, Daniel scrambled off of the couch, holding his arms against his chest as he limped quickly to reluctantly join his daddy and not have to face his new life on his own. He regretted that decision almost immediately, but he couldn’t come up with anything better.





—





Max would have swung the door shut a lot quicker if it hadn’t been for that first sign of movement. That first hint that Daniel was dealing with a real, existential dilemma. The sort that pitted him against the horror he already knew, and the potential for greater horror than the boy’s feeble mind could imagine. Hell, he probably hadn’t even considered yet that he could just flat-out die.





Sure, the suffering he’d been through thus far might’ve felt like dying, but it didn’t compare to actually being raped to death. And since there was no way to have that frame of reference, the known, quantifiable suffering was infinitely more tolerable than what ‘might be’. Daniel appeared to come to this conclusion when his body finally began to propel him onto his feet.





By then, Max’s attention was divided between the cub as he scurried to close the gap between them in spite of the abuse he’d endured, and the glow of an electronic gift-shop kiosk that was stationed just outside the room. He’d seen it on the way in, but had initially disregarded it as frivolous and costly, but now that he actually had a cub in tow, he was reconsidering.





Sticking a leg out as Daniel approached, Max quickly grabbed the cub firmly by his scruff, lest he attempt to run past him and flee. Unlikely as it was, better safe than sorry, he thought. In fact, now that he really thought about it, he couldn’t trust this little brat not to run at the first opportunity. Especially when the abuse began again. However, at the same time, holding him by the neck like he was right now, Daniel clearly seemed to think he’d made the wrong decision.





Looking to reassure the boy, Max spoke up, “That was a smart decision, runt. I might not always be a nice guy, but there’s way worse folks out there. I’m just a small fry.”





Chuckling, Max continued through the open doorway, leading Daniel in by his scruff as he continued eyeing the vending machine with its assortment of expensive goods. They ranged from the kinky to the utilitarian, but all of them were fit for a black market of this particular variety. A closer inspection revealed some interesting and useful items, however.





“You know, since you did make the right decision, perhaps a reward is in order,” he considered, dragging Daniel closer so he could get a good look at the prices. “Though what to get, hm… A lot of curious choices here… Ah, yes, I know just the thing! Oh… but it’s pretty expensive. Ah, what the Hell, you’re worth it, kiddo!”





To be fair, Max wasn’t even worried about the cost of anything at this point. It seemed this ticket of his was an infinite all-seasons pass to depravity. And when he flashed his unique bar-code beneath the green scanner and made his selection, it was accepted without question, declaring the purchase with a beep as the item in question was brought forward on its special track and dropped into the collection bin.





“Go ahead, Daniel, reach in there and grab your present,” Max instructed, pushing him forward.





Inside, was the combination collar and leash set that the hare had chosen. Although worth a pretty penny, it came with functions and an attachment that Max looked forward to using the next time Daniel disobeyed him. Specifically, it was a specialized clamp, designed to grab the offending victim by their genitals, sheath, testicles or both, and attach to the leash for the owner to pull them around by. The collar itself was perhaps the most expensive part, considering it was a shocker.





Of course, it had electrical ratings that broke many safety regulations, but it was well designed, and had a locking mechanism that claimed to make it impossible for the wearer to remove. There were also some wireless, app and bluetooth options that Max ignored in favor of the physical remote it came with instead.





—





Every step closer to his new father that Daniel took was one that he regretted taking, especially with each step re-igniting that throbbing pain from his daddy taking advantage of the careful stretching that prepared him for just such an assault. When he finally took that last step, he ducked and squeezed his eyes shut once he saw that paw coming for him. He squealed as he felt that controlling grip on the back of his neck, tucking his arms to his chest and stumbling beside his daddy as he was pushed out into the unknown world.





Brought to stand in front of the kiosk, and listening to his daddy’s musing over what to get, Daniel couldn’t help but look over the selection himself. Absolutely everything in that case was completely alien to the cub. Once his daddy made the selection, and told Daniel to grab his “present”, the cub was considerably less than excited, given that the last “gift” his daddy gave to the cub was an opportunity to cause more pain to himself under threat of something worse.





The 5-year-old just looked up to the hare briefly before reaching in and digging the strange device out of the machine. Even taking a closer look, he had no idea what it was, or what it was for. If it was something terrible, he knew he’d find out soon, or eventually, what it was used for, but even if it was some kind of toy, he was afraid to ask and be… shown…





Instead, Daniel just blankly stared at the device, not keen on handing it over unless he was told to.





—





Waiting until the boy had the product in hand, Max stepped away from the machine, dragging his new pet along before crouching down next to him to look at the package he was holding.





“Here, let me help you get that sucker open,” he offered, grabbing the top of the container and digging a claw in to rip a giant tear in it. “Theeere we go, now let’s see what we got; ah, here it is!”





Fumbling through the contents, and letting a couple of them fall to the floor, Max went straight for the collar, eager to get the thing on so he could give his knuckles–and, he supposed, Daniel’s scruff as well–a break. Lucky for the hare it had an adjustable elastic strap ideal for ages 4-10. Quickly disengaging the lock with his free thumb, Max jerked Daniel closer and forced him to expose his neck as he wrapped the device snugly around it.





The two open ends of the collar were magnetically attracted and snapped together as soon as they were brought close to each other, but then there was a mechanical whir and an impressive locking sound, complete with a confirmation beep and a little green indicator light. Real fancy tech here, he mused.





Once the collar was engaged, Max grabbed the leash next, freeing it from its individual wrapping and latching it to the available connection point. Oddly enough, it had a magnetic connector as well, and seemed to engage a lock once attached. Nodding in quiet approval, he moved on to the other remaining items that had fallen. A remote, a booklet, and the special attachment he wanted for later.





Pocketing the latter two items, he focused on the remote, removing the strip that preserved the replaceable batteries before flipping it over to read what each of the buttons did. As he stood up, he began to mutter aloud what he was reading, and his thoughts on the matter.





“On… Off… Plus, minus… Ah I guess it’s pretty basic. I mean it’s just a shock collar… but then what the Hell’s all this nonsense about bluetooth,” Max grumbled, fishing out the book briefly to thumb through it.





All the while he kept a good firm hold on Daniel’s new leash, clearly no longer concerned about keeping such a close eye on him. After a few minutes of mumbling to himself, he suddenly shouted.





“Oh! Hah, shit, I get it. That’s sweet,” he mused, glancing toward the little blue bunny finally. “Says in here, once I set this sucker up, if you physically get too far away from me, you’ll automatically receive a jolt of my specification. And… lesse here…” Referring to the book and then his remote, he determined which buttons allowed him to trigger the jolt manually at the lowest setting, then buck met Daniel’s gaze again and grinned. “Heh, just in case you’re not sure what a ‘jolt’ is, it’s one’a these.”





Giving the trigger a one-second press suddenly released a charged zap into the buck’s neck, the response to which brought unrestrained glee to Max’s face.





“Hah! It worked!” he cackled, “Now, that was just its lowest setting, so you’d best remember, from now on. You cross me, you take too long, you ask stupid questions, and that pain, that feeling just now, is what yer gonna get in response. And if you try to run… I’ll increase the strength. So then, do you understand now?”





Taking a few steps away from the bunny, he turned around and waited briefly for a response, but when it wasn’t immediately forthcoming, he promptly laid his thumb on the button for another two seconds.





“Now then, come along, my little pet,” he ordered, turning around to leave the small corridor leading to a larger lobby beyond, “After all that excitement, I’m feeling rather parched… I wonder if they got a bar in this joint…”





—





All the while Max was fumbling with the package, the only thing Daniel could think about was whether or not to run the first chance he got. Maybe if he found another adult willing to rescue him, or if Killian came looking for him. His thoughts were interrupted constantly, tucking his arms and cowering every time his daddy reached for him. Pretty soon, he was given a visible limit on how far away he could be from his adopted father. Daniel barely paid attention to the rest. His thoughts remained focused on what to do next, and how to eventually get out of this terrifying situation.





What did catch his attention, though, was when his daddy mentioned something about a “jolt” if Daniel got too far away, and though he didn’t know what that meant, it was obviously relevant to his goals. Suddenly, the cub felt a buzzing energy around his neck. His muscles painfully contracted, and the cub arched his back, and fell against the kiosk, eyes wide with terror. He immediately attempted to pry the device from his neck, but that resulted in a stronger shock that almost put him on the floor. The wide-eyed cub was devastated at this revelation, unable to resist or run from his captor without more pain. Max then walked away, not even bothering to hold Daniel’s leash, and after yet another round of remote-controlled pain delivery, Daniel quickly closed the gap between himself and his captor as they moved from the lobby.





—





With Daniel and Kiki gone, one more of the trio remained, a few days left until his adoption. As those days passed, a rabbit who was taken from practically another world entirely would be flirting with consciousness until he finally returned to the clinic, where he had been in a coma for close to a week. Even so, for the moment he did finally awaken, he would find that his arms were tightly strapped to the side of his bed, and an IV in his arm.





A few minutes later, a familiar white mouse rounded the corner, then ran to Jake’s bedside.





“Jake! You’re finally awake! You’ve been in and out the past few days. How are you feeling?”





As Jake answered, Pete gently cupped Jake’s forehead, shining a light into his pupils, and smiling as he observed a perfect reaction, and went on to record Jake’s vitals, before grabbing a small bandage and reaching for the IV, but hesitating a moment.





“Um.. turn your head that way…”





With Jake looking away, Pete very carefully removed the IV, and applied the bandage. He wheeled the IV bag out of the way, and his eyes fell to the scar in Jake’s abdomen. The stitches had been taken out already, and it was healing nicely.





“Do you remember? Do you remember what happened before you passed out?”





—





There was suddenly a noise. A door slamming. No, an electronic beep? Or maybe a footstep. Whatever it was, it rang out in his mind at that moment, startling him out of his mental stasis like a slap, a rush of adrenaline. His heart-rate spiked; something beeped again, keeping time. A dull light formed, sharpened and became blinding.





Just then, Jake’s eyes snapped open and his body, still fuelled by an instinctual burst of energy, lurched upright sharply. The world was too bright to see clearly, and as he leaned forward, there was a dull throbbing pain in his left side that immediately demanded a paw’s attention. However, when he tried to address the ache, neither arm obeyed, instead rattling in their respective shackles as the buck struggled for a moment before flopping back in exhaustion.��Closing his eyes against the bright lights, the young rabbit struggled to string together his fragmented memories leading up to now. He remembered Casey clear as day; that memory in fact was the very reason for his rude awakening. The last thing he recalled was the insanity that cheetah had put him through. Which was followed by his attempt to make a daring escape with Jake as his captive.��It hadn’t gone well for anyone, that much the boy knew. Otherwise, he wouldn’t be here again, in this sorry excuse for a hospital. With a shaky breath, Jake attempted to sit up again. Though it still hurt a fair bit, it ached more like a bruise now compared to in the moment. Maybe it hadn’t been that bad, after all…?


�Slowly lifting his head, Jake dared to open his eyes, a little bit at a time, until he could see his surroundings better. Once he confirmed he was still in the same room as before, he was able to relax a little, but at the same time, his hearing became more focused, almost by instinct, or perhaps just paranoia.


�Leaning back to reduce the strain on his injury, Jake stared at the curtain to his ‘room’, listening and watching for any approaching bodies. He knew they would be coming soon now, but it was who that really concerned him. The buck wasn’t sure his heart could take it if Omega was the first one to show his face after what happened. He might’ve ultimately saved Jake, but it wasn’t without injury, nor were his intentions to do so, nearly so noble.


�Swallowing the rising lump in his throat, he waited silently for the first shadow to approach the curtain. When it finally arrived though, it was accompanied by the familiar sound of naked feet, and Jake perked up considerably when the shadowy figure that pulled back the sheet was none other than Pete.


�“P-Pete!” he cried softly, trying to hold back the tears suddenly welling up in his eyes as the little mouse came running to his side.





When asked how he felt, Jake’s first thought was, “My… throats a little dry…” His soft rasp made that much pretty obvious, but then he added, “And… my side kinda hurts.”





Wincing as the light was shined into his eyes, he then stared blankly at Pete through the blind spot it had produced while he recorded some information before following his paws to the bandage and the IV in his wrist. Jake focused on it intently then. He hadn’t even noticed it was there until just now, but Pete was just about to remove it, hence the bandage.





Jake was turning his head before the mouse could even finish getting the words out, tensing preemptively and twitching sharply when the brief flash of pain came. Then the bandage followed and it was over to the buck’s audible relief as he sighed and relaxed again. He really hated that part about coming down here…





As Pete moved the IV stand away, he asked if Jake remembered anything, but the cub found himself hesitating to answer at first. Paranoia had already crept in, making him question why Pete would want to know. At the same time, feigning ignorance wouldn’t have been in his best interest, even if he had truly forgotten, considering what Omega did to him the last time he’d lost his memory.





With a frightened twitch at the mere thought of Omega trying that again, Jake finally responded.





“Y–yeah, I remember, but… Pete, could you–could maybe do me a favor an’... not tell Omega I’m awake yet…?” It was a long shot, but he had to try. Jake just didn’t think his heart could take it right now, so soon after waking. “J-j-just for a couple minutes? Please?”





—





Pete giggled softly.





“I wouldn’t be the one to tell him.”





“I would. Welcome back, Jake.”





Pete turned to the direction of the voice, which of course was the ever-vengeful, smirking dolphin, Doctor Aero, who left as soon as he appeared. Pete’s attention turned back to Jake, and he shook his head.





“Don’t worry, Jake. I don’t think he’s coming. We thought you were waking up yesterday and he didn’t come. Maybe… Maybe he’s worried about causing more damage… but… let me get you some water.”





Pete’s naked footpaws slapped rapidly on the hard floor as he rushed to get Jake a styrofoam cup, half-filled with water. When he returned, he adjusted the back of Jake’s bed so that he could sit up to drink, then presented the cup to his lips.





“Be careful. Take very small sips. Your body’s still gotta adjust since you’ve been getting water and food through the IV for a week… I’m sorry, I’m not allowed to take the shackles off.”





—





The mouse’s initial answer wasn’t very reassuring, and what little hope Jake might’ve had went up in smoke when the curtain parted suddenly to admit the dolphin doctor’s icy glare into the room. Although his appearance was brief, the buck was adequately cowed by his presence, shrinking in on himself and looking away timidly.





Once he was gone Jake relaxed again, but only on the outside. Internally he was panicking now. Aero’s abrupt intrusion meant that Omega would be coming a lot sooner. Of course, Pete attempted to suggest otherwise, considering a previous no-show. But then that was before Jake had actually woken up. Though even if he had awoken then, the shivering rabbit had no doubt that the wolf would find a way to make the wait all too short.





Jake couldn’t help but scoff when Pete then suggested that Omega might’ve been concerned about harming him, mumbling, “I doubt he’d be worried about that…”





Already trying to moisten his throat while the mouse procured a cup of water, Jake began to squirm eagerly when he returned with it. His saliva was doing nothing for the taste in his mouth, so the bunny was eager to cleanse his palette, but his restraints prevented him from helping himself, much less sitting up comfortably. However, Pete at least addressed the latter issue by adjusting the bed.





Once he could settle into a lounging position, it was easy to accept the cup held toward him, even though it made him feel so helpless. Once the rim touched his lips, Jake sipped with restrained greed, trying to follow Pete’s instruction, however when the boy suddenly brought up how long he’d been down here, he accidentally sputtered into the water and splashed it up onto his face, forcing Pete to withdraw briefly while Jake recovered.





“Hah… ah–a week?!” he squeaked, once he regained his voice; he reeled at the news as he struggled to backtrack and count the days and weeks since his capture; how long had it been now? How long had he been trapped here? Why hadn’t anyone come to rescue him, yet? Did they even know what happened to him…?





Jake sagged despondently against the raised bed, slowly looking toward Pete as he sighed softly, “I’m never getting out of here, am I…?” As if to confirm, the mouse apologized for not being allowed to remove his restraints, so Jake turned away with a grimace. “I’m not thirsty anymore,” he lied, still gulping and flexing his throat in memory of what little he’d consumed.





It was an obvious and desperate ploy to try and avoid food or water, but he could think of no other recourse that he still had some level of control over.





—





Pete set the water aside, trying his best to reassure the bunny cub of.. something.





“Normally, no, he doesn’t really show much care with his…”





Pete stopped and looked to Jake’s cup. He really didn’t take much. Maybe he had gotten enough to wet his dry throat, and he had been getting fluids through IV just before. Just in case, though..





“It’s okay if you’re not thirsty now, but you’ll still need to get water and food back into your system one way…” Pete paused, and tapped the IV bag “...or another.”





The young nurse sat down next to Jake’s bed and sighed softly. The cub was awake, but perhaps wishing he’d never woke up from his uneventful sleep. Now he was back in his frightening reality. Eventually, Omega would come for him, and Pete would have to helplessly watch as Jake was taken back to his cell in the evil wolf’s office. Though he couldn’t help but reflect on something Jake said earlier.





“Hey.. Jake? If it’s okay for me to ask.. um.. what was it like for you up there? You know.. outside? I was brought here as a baby, so I don’t remember anything but being here, and I’ve only seen it from the hotel windows.”





—





Though Jake tried not to listen, he couldn’t help wincing when Pete reminded him that there were other ways to keep him alive if he didn’t eat or drink. Worse ways, at that. Of course, the mouse wasn’t trying to be mean when he made the point, but it still hurt the rabbit’s already shaky resolve to go on a hunger strike. He had to struggle to hold back tears when he realized it was a pointless protest.





The bitterness of that admission stung badly enough, but when Pete began to ask Jake about the outside world, memories came flooding in that made the buck break down in despair and begin shedding tears uncontrollably.





“I… had a family,” he shuddered softly, “A f-family that loved me… and–and friends too. I got to wear clothes a-and be free. There were still rules to follow, but… I never had to–h-had to do the things they make me do here…”





Beginning to tremble beyond his control, Jake stopped talking in favor of sobbing as he squirmed and tugged on his arms again.





“I was lying…! I’m still thirsty!” he wept, pulling on his arm closest to the cup, but when the mouse moved to grab it for him, Jake complained loudly, “No, I wanna drink it myself..! Please! Ju–just one arm, please, just let me do it..!”





—





The tone in Jake’s voice as he spoke instantly clued Pete in that he’d just made a huge mistake by asking Jake to dwell on something he’d never get to go back to.





“J.. Jake I’m…”





As Jake was reduced to sobs, Pete reached out for a moment, his paw hovering over his anguished friend, but stopping short, not sure if Jake wanted any physical affection at that moment. Then Jake asked for more water, which was at least something Pete could do for him.





“Of.. Of course!”





However, the mouse still couldn’t give Jake what he really wanted. Just a minuscule amount of his freedom back. Pete looked down, his shoulders slumped.





“I was ordered not to, Jake. I’ll be punished if I do.”





Even so, Pete clenched his teeth, and peeked around the curtain. When he looked back around, he shook his head and lowered his voice.





“Aero heard you. He keeps looking over here.”





Pete took the cup, and offered it to Jake once again.





“I’m sorry..”





When Pete set the cup back down, he tried to come up with something to cheer his patient up. It was hard to think of something from Pete’s limited perspective that wouldn’t probably make things worse, but unfortunately for both, he ran out of time. A large paw rested on Pete’s shoulder, and he looked up to the towering wolf, still in his black suit and smiling down at the mouse.





“You’ve earned a break. Go rest.”





The wolf then turned those yellow eyes onto the conscious cub he had been looking forward to greeting all week.





“Your timing, Jake, is absolutely perfect.”





—





When Pete still refused him, Jake promptly threw his head back against the bed and trembled angrily in frustration before finally giving in with a hopeless sigh. His gaze drifted downward and away from the mouse as he retreated to the curtain to peek out into the room. The brief report that he’d gotten Aero’s attention was little surprise, but it broke Jake’s spirit further nonetheless.





There was no point struggling to try and get his way. He needed to quench his thirst badly enough now that he barely even cared that it had to be offered to him sparingly. Rolling his head back to face Pete, with tears streaming down his cheeks, Jake focused on the cup now presented before him again, and pressed his lips to the rim to sip feverishly.





Although Pete had warned him to go slowly, Jake tried to gulp as much as he could, before filling his mouth so he could slosh it around. Unfortunately, the buck was so distracted by his thirst, that his hackles didn’t rise in warning of danger until a certain wolf had already entered his safe space.





However, when the buck came up for air and flopped back breathless, he froze immediately at the sight of the looming shadow that had risen up behind Pete just before a familiar, clawed paw gripped the mouse’s shoulder.





Pete’s apology had fallen on deaf ears by then, in the face of terror incarnate. Jake could only stay perfectly still in the ridiculous hope he’d somehow be invisible while Omega addressed and relieved Pete of duty; but then those yellow eyes met his and suddenly his body reacted on its own. Pressing himself into the bed and fidgeting frantically in an attempt to free his legs, Jake tried pointlessly to pull his body as far to one side of the bed as he could, despite one arm literally trapping him in the middle.





It took every ounce of strength Jake had, just to break eye contact and turn away, squeezing his eyes shut as he shuddered and trembled bodily, limbs finally slowing to a stop and tensing. Taking quick, deep breaths, he tried not to think about what the wolf might be doing and only focused on what he said about his supposed ‘timing’.





“W–w-what’re you talking about…?” he asked timidly through trembling jaws, knowing full well he wouldn’t like the answer.





—





Pete hated seeing the look of horror in Jake’s eyes as Omega was doubtless overjoyed to be able to exploit the rabbit’s unfortunate condition once more. He hated even more having to leave Jake to the predator, especially since something was obviously about to happen that he would like even less. He had only come back to his duties an hour ago. Even so, knowing there was nothing he could do other than look up to Omega with pleading eyes, Pete reluctantly stood up, and then ran from the room with no desire to witness what was coming.





Meanwhile, Omega was completely ignoring Pete, with no preference whether he stayed or went, the wolf watching with glee as Jake kicked away the blanket, revealing his white, naked form, so helpless and small, and struggling to turn away from the unpleasant stimulus. Though Jake couldn’t see it, Omega dragged his tongue slowly along his pointy teeth as he chuckled.





“Well I’ve got a surprise for you. I was just getting ready to go pick it up. I’ll tell you what it is, but first…”





The wolf suddenly grabbed Jake’s shoulder, forcing the 8-year-old back against the bed as Omega leaned over him from the side, using his other paw to slowly lower the back of the bed, holding Jake against it to slowly lower him as well.





“...I haven’t seen you in a week. Let’s catch up a little.”





As the bed whirred and slowly flattened, Omega grabbed Jake by the ears, tugging them behind the cub’s head, both to keep his torso against the bed, and to expose the rabbit’s neck, which the predator pushed his muzzle against, loudly kissing and dragging his tongue along Jake’s throat while his free paw remained on the button, huffing against his prey’s neck, having missed this twisted relationship.





—





Once he heard Pete’s fast, fleeing footsteps, Jake whined with increasing dread. Now he was truly alone and at the wolf’s mercy, there was nothing left to forestall the wolf’s cruelty. The fear frozen buck didn’t budge when Omega promised a ‘surprise’, not even when he withheld the details with the clear intent to do something.





“I-I-I don’t–I don’t want anymore surprises from you…!” Jake managed to stammer in meager defiance.





Then the wolf suddenly grabbed Jake’s arm, making him scream and attempt to resist the predator’s compelling force. Unfortunately, there was no competing with Omega’s strength, not for more than a brief moment, before he was overwhelmed and forced back against the bed with a pained gasp. Still, he kept his eyes closed and tried to turn away, and maybe somehow deny the man that terror that he craved to see in them for just a little longer.





Unfortunately, even with his eyes closed, Jake could still sense Omega as he loomed over him and leaned onto the bed, controlling it so it slowly eased flat again. Wincing involuntarily as the wolf spoke, he visibly shuddered when the lupine’s hot breath brushed against his fur. The frightened buck could only imagine where Omega wanted to begin after waiting so long, but it quickly became clear his target was Jake’s neck when he grabbed the cub by the base of his ears and jerked down hard.





With his head forced back sharply, Jake’s eyes opened in shock as much as pain, the bunny crying out and sobbing through gritted teeth while his neck was fully exposed for the hungry predator to torment. And torment he did, slathering the vulnerable region with kisses and licks that made his teeth graze the boy’s flesh and trigger an involuntary spasm in his legs as he kicked the bed blindly.





“Please! Please, stop!” He squealed desperately, his entire body vibrating with the effort to remain lucid long enough to voice his plea, “I–I just woke up, I–I can’t… hah..”





Suddenly feeling incredibly parched again, Jake tried to summon the saliva to swallow and moisten his throat, but it only made his adam’s apple rise up into the fray and send chills down his spine.





—





Jake’s frightened cries were delightful after so long. Feeling the rabbit try to fight free of the predator’s attention and beg him to stop caused an involuntary flex within the wolf’s pants. He continued to stimulate the boy’s instincts a moment longer before finally removing his muzzle from Jake’s throat, and releasing his ears, but moved his paw to Jake’s soft chest to hold him in place as the bed was nearly flattened out.





“Oh you can’t, hmm? Well we’d better make sure. Doctor!”





Omega licked the boy’s delicious scent from his lips as he awaited Aero.





“Yes?”





“Tell me. Would I be any hazard to the boy’s insides?”





The dolphin snorted, “Not unless you’re packing a 15-inch penis. Though I suppose that would be a hazard on the best of days.”





“Thank you, doctor.”





Wasting no time, Omega grabbed Jake’s ankles, and forced the boy’s legs towards his chest, while Aero casually returned to his duties. The wolf then stepped over the hospital bed, positioning himself at Jake’s rump. Deliberately clamping his jaws onto one of Jake’s ankles, the wolf reached down, and began unbuckling his belt. Saliva began to coat Jake’s fur as Omega held the tasty limb in his mouth. Though he was in control of his own instincts, he still worked fast for the temptation to bite down harder.





—





The relief was palpable but brief when Omega finally released him, with Jake taking a deep, shuddering breath simply so he had the air in his lungs to sob. Forced to lay flat on his back with a paw to his chest, the cub could only stare up at the ceiling, distorted by the tears that welled up in his eyes and streaked down either side of his head.





Omega was busy confirming with Aero whether or not Jake could take what was coming, but somehow the bunny suspected he would’ve lied, just to see him in more pain. Since it seemed the doctor was capable of treating all kinds of injuries, he and Omega were collectively more cavalier in what they considered ‘tolerable’ damage to begin with.





So Jake was not at all put at ease when Aero confirmed he was ready for the abuse that was coming, nor was he surprised. Instead, he was mortified. Even knowing there was no escape though, the 8-year-old proceeded to flail helplessly until his ankles were restrained and used to practically fold him in half.





Grunting with the strain, coupled with the terror and humiliation of having his naked backside presented to his impending rapist, Jake writhed on his back, sobbing profusely and still trying to deny the reality before him as Omega shifted into place and began to unbuckle his belt. His teeth found the bunny’s slender little ankle then, and clamped down to restrain it so the wolf could use both his hands.





However once those jaws had closed around his ankle, it was all Jake could see. Wide-eyed with uncontained horror, he tried several times to wiggle his leg free, but it only made Omega tighten his grip, which made the cub panic more!





“No! No, no, no!” he stammered, attempting to use his free leg to fend off the unstoppable canine, “Ple-he-hease, no, no, no! I can’t, I can’t, I can’t!”





Jake could feel the saliva soaking into the fur around his ankle, and trickling steadily up his leg. The longer it remained trapped the more certain his fear-addled brain was that Omega was considering doing something terrible to it. Maybe crushing it until his bones broke, or worse, simply ripping it clean off and leaving him with a bloody stump so he could never hope to run again. Either way, the wolf certainly had no good reason not to cripple him so thoroughly, aside from his irrational obsession with chasing him.





“Nngh.. let-let go, LET GO!” he screamed abruptly and bucked his body as hard as he could to twist and contort himself in the hopes it might pry his leg free; he almost didn’t care if he injured himself in the process, just as long as those teeth let go.





—





Omega purposely left his teeth as exposed as he could as he held onto Jake’s ankle. His non-dominant arm was strong enough to restrain the other, but as the adrenaline-dosed bunny began kicking with terror, the wolf was having a harder time both holding those legs still and aiming his tip, which oozed pre as the frightened prey bucked beneath him. He had to lurch and arch to keep from injuring Jake’s foot, making it even more difficult to aim. Though the struggle itself was arousing as well as deeply stimulating, he wanted release after spending a week settling for Alex, who wasn’t quite as instinctually thrilling as Jake.





Pressing his weight more and more onto Jake’s legs, Omega eventually found room to yank that cute cotton-tail out of the way, and guide his tip to Jake’s recently healed sphincter, allowing him to shift both of Jake’s legs into the wolf’s paws, and with a reconciled groan, powered his tip inside, and slowly spread the 8-year-old’s anus as he slid deeper. He didn’t stop until his knot was nuzzled firmly against Jake’s tight sphincter, and then slowly allowed the boy’s legs to fall to either side of the predator’s waist.





With his paws free, he grabbed Jake’s shoulders, and rather than start thrusting into that once again violated hole, braced the cub’s shoulders while he gave the cub no time to adjust to the adult’s girth before prying the boy’s hole open further and forcing his knot inside with an eventual pop. Omega’s jaws gaped, and he huffed heavily with loud groans as Jake’s sphincter slammed shut at the sensitive base of Omega’s penis.





“Oh yes! Oh fuck yes!”


