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###WARNING###

This collaboration contains violent scenes of rape, cub rape, gore, and death. If this bothers you, do not proceed.

###WARNING###





The two adults had finally gotten Janus’s attention. She didn’t want to just lay there and let it happen. She wanted to break free. She wanted to run away and hide, and at this moment, as her eyes shifted to Kevian, who was moving between her resisting thighs, she wasn’t sure whether she would want to leave him behind. A part of her knew he was doing this, on some level, to protect her, but it was almost completely drowned out by her terror of what her adopted brother was about to do to her.



It had to have only been three days ago that she and Kevian were raped on the playground. Janus had been raped by a husky teen she didn’t know, but Kevian had been betrayed by someone he trusted, and yet now he was about to betray someone who trusted him. The husky broke her foot, and ravaged her anus bloody. Had he been any larger he could have killed her. Although he didn’t touch her privates.



Max, the janitor at her school, had stopped the teen before he could rape the 5-year-old’s untouched cunt, and since then, he had been there to stop anyone else who dared try it. Usually with the brutal death of her attackers. On the run from her psychotic principal and corrupt cops, they were eventually found by these two evil cops, straight out of Janus’s worst nightmares. None of those figures in her nightmares ever had the face of her adopted brother, though.



Max was gone, and with Kevian doing as he was told by the evil cops, she was alone, restrained on the bed of the hotel where she thought she was safe, her brother inching closer and leaning over her. Janus’s quick breaths were accompanied by whimpering cries. She was absolutely terrified. Kevian was sitting between her legs, soft thighs pressed against him, wanting to close.



A painfully tight grip on Janus’s arm got her attention, her breaths growing more rapid as the badger’s brutally detailed description of what would happen if she fought back again finally got through to the young doe, but she wasn’t sure how much longer she could take being so vulnerable and helpless with three erect cocks all meant to be inside her at some point. Janus’s arms jerked harshly the instant Kevian’s tip touched inside her labia, to that private, virgin hole that had only been touched once by the only male she trusted.



“W.. Wait, no! Please, I’m not.. I.. I can’t…!”



As her resistant arms were held tighter, suddenly the cheetah released her throat, speaking up with alarming impatience before slapping Kevian’s rump, triggering a startled, excruciating first thrust into Janus’s passage as it squeezed down tightly, accompanied by the tensing of all Janus’s muscles, a paw quickly slapping onto her muzzle to contain the shriek. Janus emptied her lungs into the badger’s paw as she convulsed and thrashed against the mattress.



As soon as Janus’s arms were released, they shot down to push against Kevian’s pelvis, trying to make it look as if she wasn’t resisting to the two cops, but she was shoving against Kevian, trying to contain her oncoming sobs to communicate her pain, her voice strained as she continued to clench down on the immature but painful invasion, warm blood already slowly seeping onto the flesh within.



“It hurts! It hurts! Please, it hurts!”



---



Julia’s mind was a cloud of fear, grief, and disgust as that evil creature’s tongue pressed between her jaws. It took every ounce of willpower she had not to bite down, as doing so would doom both herself and her daughter. Meanwhile that wet, blood-coated penis was still inside her. By the time Red released her lips, she was sobbing hysterically. She had just been raped, her daughter was going to be raped, and the only thing she could do was to cooperate so the situation didn’t escalate into something much worse.



Her sobbing escalated into squeals as Red leaned down and kissed her again. With her arms free, she was able to press a forearm against the hare’s forehead, trying to push free of the lustful kiss. Her body shook, her squeals increasing in intensity as that organ started to move inside her again.



Julia’s stomach churned as Red described how he molested her little girl in the bathtub. She turned her head in disgust when the hare wiggled the very finger he had used in that act. Tears fell freely as Red was intent on making Julia orgasm, suggesting that she find a way to enjoy what was happening to her. The very idea that she could find any enjoyment in being raped by the hare who had molested her daughter seemed beyond impossible. She was too scared and disgusted to find any enjoyment in this, but if she didn’t, he was going to fuck her for another hour.



“Just stop it! You got what you wanted!”



Her gaze snapped back to the hare as he leaned down over her, pressing his paws against her shoulders. Her muscles tensed as they had done every time she looked into those terrifying eyes. The hare’s motions from that point were slow and methodical, but no less traumatising to his captive cub’s mother. He purposefully stimulated her clitoris with his movements, but Julia would have hardly described the feeling as pleasurable. She just wanted that organ out of her, and those lips and that tongue away from her. Trapped underneath the evil hare, she continued to cry, squirm, and shove against him.



“Leave me alone! Please--AAH! I can’t take this any longer!! Let me go!”



---



With his eagerly throbbing tip so close to its goal it took all of the buck’s energy to stop where he was and look up at his sister.  He was struggling for some words to tell her that might make her calmer in the moments to come, especially as he was going to have to hold her down himself.  His confidence on that matter had wavered in the last few moments seeing how much energy she had when she was as the peak of terror.  Threatening her would work but it would be much more disastrous later if, no when they got free from these two men.  He wanted this but still needed his sister to trust him and she wasn’t likely to believe that she deserved this punishment from him, despite the fact that she clearly did.  He couldn’t calm her down with words of escape either with the two adults still so close, plus he could clearly see she wasn’t about to trust the buck that was about to take her virginity.

 

Lost in his thoughts of what the proper words would be and how he wished his daddy was here to tell him what to do he didn’t realize that his inaction was creating the tension that it was.  He didn’t register the cruel words being spoken as any indication that he was displeasing the very feline that he knew could already hurt him more than he ever imagined.  This made the sudden hard slap against his bare bottom that much more shocking as his nerve endings exploded in pain from both the physical action of the clawed paw hitting him but as he was reminded of how much his back side was torn bloody just a few moments prior.

 

His hips surged forward out of pure shock and he found himself buried hilt deep into his sister’s warm hole before the shock and pain diminished enough for him to register what he had done.  He didn’t even have time to enjoy the grip along his shaft before he could feel the action around him, Janus screaming, the badger trying to hold her down, and the feline looking smug at the results of his actions.  Kevian wanted to hit that feline until he stopped smiling, or even better slip the knife into the cheetah’s muzzle to cut both sides of it up into a permanent grin like a vicious rendition of the Cheshire cat’s grin.  He didn’t have his knife however and already had been proven wrong multiple times this evening that he could overpower or outsmart the two adults.

 

As Janus struggled futilely the buck stayed deep inside of her, his sheathe tickling the outside of her entrance as it was being pressed back, his only movement being his prick throbbing inside of her with every beat of his heart.  Her movements alone were causing immense pleasure to flow through his body, Janus gripping him much tighter than Madam Lepage’s much more experienced orifice had done the previous evening.  He could feel the warmth flowing out of her also which took him a second to realize that this feeling was both how much heat that part of her body was emanating but also the thin stream of blood already forming along the bottom of his shaft.  He didn’t know enough about female anatomy to realize the thin layer of skin he had just torn open with his rough entrance, but he did recognize his shaft was causing her to bleed already.  This was still nothing compared to what the feline officer’s barbs had done to his insides so he didn’t feel too bad about it however, though it was going to make it that much harder for her to agree to let him continue.

 

As the officers started to move away and let him take over he felt he knew what to say, but the badger this time was the one to make it more difficult with the words whispered to him.  Didn’t this badger just tell him to go slow and not hurt her and now he was saying something much different.  He couldn’t figure out what would cause this change of attitude beyond that perhaps the badger had only said those words earlier to try and keep Janus calm and now that it was already started he could state his real thoughts.  Or perhaps he wanted the two cubs to fight amongst each other as they were weaker separate than they would be together.  Either way it showed to the young buck that the badger officer despite his calmer demeanor could be just as vicious as the feline that had raped him so brutally.

 

He just nodded slowly to show that he had heard those words and then he was the only thing holding Janus down, the only one that would be causing her pain until their ‘show’ was over.  She moved her paws to his hips, pushing against them just enough for it to be evident what she wanted but that she was holding back just enough to not tempt the officers new threats.  She didn’t seem scared to state how she felt however, expressing how much pain she was in as her tight hole clenched around him, and though never saying it directly her desire for him to stop.  He couldn’t do that however and it seemed she wasn’t going to put in enough energy to actually fight him off this time.

 

Leaning over her, his weight on her hips just enough to cause his shaft to drag along her inner walls and his furred thighs to rub along her own, he moved so that they were looking at each other in the eyes, noses almost touching.  “I know it hurts, but this is nothing like what that cheetah would feel like.  What it did inside of me, felt like dozens of tiny little daggers cutting into me.  I’m doing you a favor,” he said bluntly and loud enough that the two officers were able to hear.  



He didn’t give her time to say anything back however as just as his words were finishing he suddenly used one paw to grab the back of her head to smash their muzzles together in an awkward and forced kiss.  This served the dual purposes of hopefully putting on a good show for the two sadistic officers and to muffle her screams as he slipped half way out of her hole just to slam back into it with just as much force as his initial entrance into her tight canal.  He focused on his forceful kiss as he continued that action to thrust into her again and again, showing off his determination and stamina born from both his species and his youth to start thrusting into her as only a rabbit could.



---



Despite his threat of further violence to her person, Julia continued to resist his efforts, screaming at him and begging him to stop. He didn’t oblige of course, and in fact took great pleasure in her struggling. The doe was an emotional wreck and her body no doubt reflected that psychological damage by this point, even though Red was taking his time now. The psychotic hare continued to molest her neck with his hot, slippery tongue, paws groping all over her naked body’s tensing muscles as Julia writhed beneath him, gasping and complaining with every steady thrust.



“Mmm… hm-hm…” he moaned in amusement before finally leaning back again to settle over her face and target her with his red eyes once more. “I’m afraid I’m not going to stop until you cum, dear. But don’t worry, there’s plenty of time for you to get used to this, and I’m going to make every second count.” He casually leaned forward to seal his promise with another unwanted kiss that took several attempts as Julia tried to jerk her face away from him.



When his lips met her’s, he grasped both of the doe’s ears by the base and jerked down on them to encourage compliance as he filled that orifice with his, licking all around her tongue and teeth. Withdrawing once more, a string of saliva connected the pair until Red severed it with a breathy chuckle. Not once had his gyrations stopped, and already another climax was on the horizon. So, without so much as another word, the hare pressed his body against Julia, head wedged between her tiny breasts as he quickly increased the speed of his thrusts.



He was careful not to drive the full force of his heritage into every jerk of his hips, but that didn’t make the experience any less devastating as, with three more pointed thumps, Red pumped another load into the woman, filling her canal to overflowing until strands of thick, hot semen breached the tight seal of her broken hymen and squirted free. The hare moaned loudly and lustfully as he continued several slower thrusts to milk both his orgasm and his seed, then he sat up again, pulling free of the woman’s cunt to allow all of that backed-up fluid to lazily ooze from her damaged hole.



Red placed a paw on the doe’s chest to restrain her efforts to push him away as he leaned back to view his handiwork. Her puffy outer lips had closed around the inflamed area again, but the white, sperm-rich goop that was his spunk was very obviously eeking out between them, staining Julia’s fur and making tracks down her backside. His gaze followed it to her tight and flexing anus and he immediately grinned with a delicious idea.



Looming over the woman once more, Red wrestled her into submission and pinned her arms to either side as he came in so close that their twitching noses bumped together. He stared into her eyes with his burning gaze and sighed, looking completely at home with his depravity.



“Say, sweetie, have you ever tried anal?” he asked, clearly amused. “Something tells me you haven’t, but you know, it’s a wonderful experience, and I’d be remiss if I were to leave tonight without sharing with you everything I know about sex. And what I know about women, is a lot don’t like it in the ass. You might be one, but let’s find out. I bet you’re even tighter there.”



Julia’s response was as he expected and he spent the next thirty seconds fighting her efforts to fend him off while he lined up his organ with her tight, back door. Once he was in a good position and the doe’s limbs had been managed, he pressed against that clenching sphincter.



“You know, your daughter’s first time was anal. Perhaps that’s why she’s so opposed to me touching her. I’ll have to show her a good time when I get back,” he said with an eerily seductive tone just moments before jerking his hips forward hard.



The hare’s penis struck that stubborn ring of muscles and stopped, forcing him to apply even greater pressure just to get his tip to breach that orifice. He grunted with considerable discomfort as he continued to push, forcing that hole to widen ever so slightly and admit entry where it was most unwelcome. Despite the pain, Red was grinning and chuckling, struggling to keep the squealing, groaning woman under control. Only once he’d gotten a third of his modest length inside her did he begin the cruel, unrestrained thrusts that he had been holding back earlier.



It was a fight, both with the woman herself and her virgin backside, but he persevered, ramming his stiff rod against that entrance again and again until, finally, one particularly powerful thrust tore through her defenses and filled her backside with his meat. Both of them gasped loudly, Red with pleasure and Julia with agony as he hilted inside her anus, digging his claws into the flesh of the woman’s arms where he held them.



“Nnngh--ah! F-fuck,” he groaned loudly, butting his forehead against Julia’s as he stared hotly into her eyes. “God, you’re fucking tight, you bitch. Now… I’m gonna do you in every hole tonight, over and over until you like it. And… hah… if by the end you still haven’t pissed yourself in pleasure, I’m gonna take something very important from you… Something you… hah… aren’t gonna want to live without… Hmm-hm-hm…” Grinning broadly, Red opened his mouth and dragged his tongue along the rabbit’s cheek, lapping up the tears in her soaked fur.



---



The reaction to her first real penetration following James’ and Marcus’ release of their grip, was deliciously arousing. Janus slapped her paws against her friend, pushing against him desperately as she cried about being in pain. No doubt it hurt, but neither man really cared. After all, if she thought that tiny pecker was painful, she would be in agony when it was their turn. The cheetah, with his barbs would surely rip her open big enough to accommodate his friend’s erection, and that larger, hooked appendage was certain to do even more damage if it didn’t kill her outright.



Even as they sat watching in gleeful silence, Marcus was imagining using the curved tip of his organ to violently penetrate her tiny uterus and womb-fuck her to death. It was a delectable fantasy that ensured the badger’s intimidating erection remained stiff and twitching eagerly as he stroked it. There was little greater pleasure for the duo than raping their victims to death, and though that was not a fate they’d been given permission to see to fruition, the threat of it was making both men incredibly horny.



Of course, James had every intention of going back on their arrangement and shredding the girl’s insides like he’d just done to Kevian, but he had no real plans to kill her. And Marcus, as depraved as he was, was content to jerk off to the two cubs fucking. He was more of an observer than his partner and this lewd, voyeuristic display was so unbelievably arousing that he was feverishly jerking his own organ before long. The cheetah, though just as pleased by the sight, had his attentions elsewhere.



Even as Kevian positioned himself over the girl, and spoke to her in an attempt to be reassuring, James held up his cell-phone, camera facing the pair and recording every second of their interaction. He was touching himself half-heartedly to maintain his erection, but his focus was on that little screen, and when he saw the boy suddenly lunge forward to kiss the girl forcefully, he hooted loudly with approval.



“Way t’go kid, kiss that slut!” he cackled, zooming in on that oral display of domination for a moment.



To both men’s deep satisfaction, Marcus’ especially, Kevian then began a series of thrusts. Though awkward at first, the young boy quickly got into a rhythm and proceeded to pound that once virgin hole with every ounce of his lapine heritage. It was unclear whether he was enjoying it at first, or deeply ashamed of himself, but the fact that he kept going, non-stop despite Janus’ shrill cries and flailing limbs, told the ‘officers’ that he likely wouldn’t quit until he was finished, and that pleased them both immensely.



“Now, remember, Kevian,” Marcus said abruptly leaning against the headboard nearby as he stroked himself lazily again. He’d already climaxed from the show, and was coating his shaft in his own semen. “You don’t stop mating with your little friend until you cum inside her. Yer both pretty young but hey, who knows, you might actually get her pregnant. An’ then when she has the kit, heh, you can fuck it too. You like that idea? Hah! Of course you do!”



“Yeah, fuckin’ stud’ll do whatever we say, won’t you Kevian? Here, move a bit, I want a better shot,” Jame cut in, crawling forward on hands and knees to position his cell-phone in such a manner that he could record a clear view of that little organ slipping in and out between those puffy lips.



Janus’ insides clung so tightly to Kevian’s shaft that whenever it pulled out, James could spy on the camera the bleeding hymen being slightly inverted and extracted before it was shoved back inside. That sight alone was enough to make the cheetah spontaneously orgasm on the spot, causing him to ejaculate across the doe’s naked chest and one of her thighs.



“Nnngh… fuck, that’s hot… Alright, lift her up a bit, I want a look from behind. C’mon, that’s it, up like that,” James grunted, positioning the camera lens between Kevian’s legs just beneath his tail so he could capture that slapping motion of the buck’s damaged sack striking Janus’ backside with every forward thrust. This new position also gave him a closer view of that penetration too and the cat reckoned he’d be jerking it to this footage for a good long while afterwards.



---



Janus’s pained grunts continued as Kevian slowly leaned down. The positioning of her paws made it so that this new position was bending her palms back painfully until she had to release her grip, rotating her paws, but keeping them pressed against Kevian’s hips. What he said next did little to calm her down, and as much as she wanted Kevian to stop despite the threats, fresh pain distracting her from those threats, she desperately needed to hear some level of kindness from her brother.



She still didn’t want it to happen, however, and as her bottom jaw quivered open to beg him to pull it out of her, suddenly she was locked in a very unwanted and forceful kiss. The fact that this wasn’t the first time he had done this to her seemed to suggest that he secretly wanted this to happen, but she didn’t have much time to think about it any further. Her paws shot up as she squirmed underneath, squealing as she attempted to free herself from Kevian’s kiss.



However, in removing her paws from Kevian’s waist, she had no way to slow the sudden, harsh thrusts that ripped through the broken flesh of her hymen. Janus’s body and face contorted as she shrieked in agony, her virginity taken with such violent thrusts. Her thighs pressed against Kevian, shaking with pain, as she tried to wedge her paws between herself and Kevian. Her writhing and thrashing made the situation worse, as every movement adjusted Kevian’s erection to an awkward angle to cause even more pain, the muffled screams never stopping.



Janus felt even more betrayed at this point. Kevian had been told by the cops to take it slow, yet he was raping her with such speed and ferocity that her clenched passage was shooting pain through her body each time Kevian slapped his hips forward. She barely registered the other males’ comments and suggestions, lost in a haze of pain and anguish, unable to imagine that anything could cause her as much pain as this, even her broken foot.



The 5-year-old’s underdeveloped sex was stretched and pulled in ways that caused her to jerk and writhe under Kevian’s torso. His body pressed down on her, pinning her to the mattress, so she couldn’t move her body enough to deter him. Despite the threats she had received earlier, her judgement was clouded by the torture she was being subjected to, slapping her paws with adrenaline-fueled strikes onto Kevian’s back, her legs starting to kick in all directions. All it took to deter her renewed struggles, however, was when the cheetah to move in closer. Though it was just to get a better shot with his phone, it was enough for her to retract her limbs, wide eyes shifting to him as she squealed into those sealed lips.



---



Already this nightmare had gone on too long for Julia. The frightened and disgusted doe’s trembling paws pressed against Red’s shoulders, but did nothing to deter his efforts in chasing her neck with his lips and tongue, continuing to gyrate into her as she begged him to stop. His answer was distressing enough without this nightmarish situation making it near impossible for the doe to get any pleasure out of what was being done to her.



The situation wasn’t made any better as she felt herself being injected again with the monster’s semen, with intent to fertilize her. When she felt this, she began to sob uncontrollably again. The way the hare had spoken before seemed to suggest that conception was pretty much a certainty with the experimental mix she had been injected with. Every throb of that flesh inside her was just as traumatizing as each thrust, albeit less painful, knowing she was being forced to bear a cub.



When Red finally pulled free, Julia wanted to believe this torment was finally over. She wanted it so badly she attempted to pull free and shove her captor away, so that she could get as far away from him as she could in the small bedroom. However, her wet eyes stared up at him in horror as he pressed her back down onto the mattress, her body shaking with terror. He wasn’t finished.



Julia’s body tensed, moving her arms up to defend herself before they were immediately pinned to the mattress. She could do nothing but helplessly look up into those bright red eyes, breathing heavily. She turned her head to the side, expecting another kiss, but her wide, wet eyes never left the hare’s.



Red then casually suggested that Julia try anal, and as he suspected, she was having none of it, thrashing so violently that she managed to free one of her arms. If she thought having her cunt ravaged was painful, she didn’t want Red’s penis anywhere near the much smaller, tighter orifice. Still, her arms were pinned down again, and Julia could no longer prevent the coming assault.



She didn’t have time to respond to Red’s comments about the pain that Janus had suffered, or that she was going to when Red returned. She opened her mouth to speak, but all she managed was a scream as the hare suddenly thrust forward. As Red began driving his hips forward, Julia’s body jerked and thrashed underneath. It was pure torture. All she could feel was pain, and it only got worse.



She gasped loudly as Red’s meat broke through, giving a long, strained groan of pain and torment, which ended with Red’s head thumping into hers. Her tense muscles, wet eyes and cheeks, and her inability to take a breath for a few seconds after emptying her lungs told the story of how much pain she was in. She knew it wasn’t over, and Red’s claws stabbed into her arms, already burning with exertion, and his tongue dragged along the stream of tears matting her fur. After what she had already been through, she wouldn’t be able to sleep well for a very long time.



---



The young buck known as Kevian was more like his adopted father in this moment than he knew as he drove his immature shaft into his five year old adopted sister’s puffy cunt.  What had started simply as a way to avoid further punishment from the cheetah’s sharp claws and prick along with paying back his sister partially had turned into something much darker.   He loved how tight she was, how her inner lips clenched tight to him every time that he thrust into her to give him more pleasure, how he could feel her body struggle against him as he pressed on with his awkward kiss.  He knew she wasn’t enjoying it, that she was in a lot of pain right now, but he was feeling great so he didn’t care about her feelings for the moment as he drove himself further on.

 

His ears flicked as he caught the two officers talking, the badger still the more calm one of the two as he placed his words just right to make the buck feel both disgusted and delighted in himself all at the same time.  He tried to reach into some part of his brain that was still logical, not driven by the fear and pain these two men have caused and the pleasure his sister’s tight hole was causing, and try to think if he could really get his sister pregnant.  He knew he had talks before, but they all seemed so distant and irrelevant now.  Even if he was afraid to get his sister pregnant it’s not like he was going to be allowed to stop to prevent that, quite the opposite it sounded like.  So he stopped trying to think again, locking away those thoughts just as he pushed away thoughts that his father was more than likely dead, that they weren’t being saved, and even if they were he was hurting his sister.  Instead he just focused on the almost feral movement of his hips and the pleasure he was pulling out of her.

 

The cheetah’s words made this easy for him to do as he was given another order, another reason to do what he wanted to do with an excuse to tell his sister later.  The feline being so close to him made him shiver involuntarily, imagining that barbed member taking him again, this time to the point of death.  He knew he couldn’t survive a second round with that officer and he was truthful earlier when he doubted that Janus would survive even a single session with either officer.  The badger’s shaft was missing those dangerous cutting hairs coating the tip but he more than made up for that with sheer size and the buck could not imagine what that unusual curved tip would do to either of them.

 

Adjust slightly he gave the feline officer exactly what he wanted, though the new angle started to put undue strain on his neck.  Breaking the kiss he pulled away slowly to look at his sister intently as if he was daring her to say anything dumb right now as the thin strand of saliva between them broke.  He just kept on staring intently into her eyes, his face devoid of emotion between the concentration to will himself to keep going at the same intense pace as he let the officers watch.

 

With his muzzle freed from his sister’s own he dared himself to turn his muzzle slightly to get a better view at where their captors were located and that is when he saw the camera finally.  There was no hiding what he was doing now as it was all being kept on record, whether this was for the felines personal enjoyment, to torment the cubs with later, or something else was unknown though.  From the angle of the camera though what it wasn’t showing was either officer as they obviously enjoyed the show the two rabbits were putting on.  The scent of sex was strong in the room, the previous night’s scents being overtaken with the strong musky scents of two eager males spilling their seed, sweat, blood, and now the scent of two under aged rutting rabbits.

 

There were more orders to take though where he was not given the ability to slow down at all with his actions, not when he was being judged by two dangerous adults and the emotionless lens of the camera recording it all.  “Yes sir…” he says softly before letting his paws wrap around his sister’s hips and then a little lower closer to her butt so he can dig in his blunt claws into her short fur.  Luckily for the buck the fact that the cheetah was so close slowed her kicking legs just enough that he was able to drag her butt off the bed just enough to give the view that the officer requested.  With the young pink rabbit’s butt hovering just above the bed it made him adjust his thrusting to angle a little more, both of their puckered tail stars shown to the camera to give the stark difference between her relatively healed one and the buck’s recently ravaged hole still coated in blood and semen.  He didn’t know this however as he kept on driving forward, his tail clenching every time that he got as deep into his sister as possible and his orbs still showing the marks of the cheetah’s claws smacked against the girls fur right above her own hole.

 

Grunting, he could only keep this strain on his arms for so long before he had to lower her back down on the bed, his thrusting turning up yet another gear.  The mix of her tight hole and the way his nature was built more for repetition of mating than longevity was already giving him that funny feeling yet again which he wanted.  He was going to cum inside of his sister, there was no question about it, and she was going to hate him for it he knew.  But if she was going to hate him he was going to make it worth it as he dug his fingers more into her fur to keep her steady as he leaned completely over her to crush their chests together, chest fluff mingling together as their hips met.  It was seconds away he knew and to calm his own cry of pleasure he did what his nature demanded as he opened his muzzle just enough to expose his incisors before they suddenly dug into his sister’s shoulder.  Biting down hard enough to break the skin he screamed out into her fur, muffling it just barely, as his hips shot forward one last time and his member started throbbing hard inside of her, once, twice, and as he pulled out slightly so only his tip remained inside of her it throbbed one last time.

 

In that moment he realized two things, how much better his sister felt compared to Madam Lepage, and that he wasn’t finished with her as he remained just as hard and eager to keep going.



---



Both perverted men, still dressed as officers thanks to the mastermind behind this horrific event, were thrilled by the sight they bore witness to. Kevian, for all of his hesitation mixed with a desire for vengeance, was now successfully ravaging the poor little doe beneath him, obliging Marcus’ orders to show no mercy, and James’ demand for a better view. And best of all, every second of it was caught on tape. Recorded for posterity so both lustful beasts could masturbate to it again and again.



The entire time Kevian received nothing by praise and approval from the cheetah while his partner eagerly stroked his own manhood, growing more and more frisky as he imagined shoving his organ deep into that freshly deflowered hole, perhaps even piercing her womb to give her the most horrifying experience possible. Of course, that wasn’t really an option, but the thought of it was more than enough to bring him to climax one more time.



It was only shortly after that, with James continuing to capture as much of the action on camera as he could, that Kevian finally snapped and went full feral on the girl. To the duo’s delight, at least one of the copulating bunnies achieved orgasm, the buck biting down on Janus’ neck and offering up several final, agonizing thrusts into the screaming doe, filling her tight little orifice with his immature seed. James in particular was on top of the world, cackling loudly with that final jerk of the boy’s hips that leaked semen out around those puffy lips.



No sooner had the cub finished, did the feline yank him backwards by his scuff to shove the camera in close for a delicious view of that broken hymen, spewing blood and spunk that dribbled down over her flexing tail-hole. A paw held her down firmly while Kevian continued to hold her legs, but eventually the clear, uninterrupted view of that newly defiled sex was sealed away behind Janus’ tensing thighs as she tried to hide her shame.



“Hah… hahah,” James snickered, sitting back with his erection still standing tall and twitching eagerly. “That was fucking amazing, kid. You did good. Fucked her just right. This is gonna be a quality home video to share. All the other guys on the force are gonna have a hoot!”



Trying to sell the idea that Janus and Kevian’s shame would be shared with countless strangers, James ended the recording and began to play it back, turning the screen to face the pair of naked cubs. He made sure to skip to some of his favorite parts, which showed the little girl’s sobbing face, a glimpse of the revolting display he’d captured from between their legs and most especially, the final shot of semen and blood leaking out of the tiny cub’s abused hole.



“See that, kids? I got it all, every last bit. Fuckin’ hot. Now, we’ll probably record a whole ton of movies in the future, but this? This one’s gonna go down in history as one of the best. Think I’ll call it… Janus’s First, what d’ya think?” James’ rattled on with another twisted cackle.



“Looks good, James,” Marcus piped in, one paw still on his own erection, stroking it slowly. He then rolled to one side, bringing himself closer to the sobbing, squirming girl to stroke her ears and lean in for a kiss on the head that she didn’t appreciate in the least. “You did very well, sweetheart, even despite your little friend’s cruelty.” The badger glanced in Kevian’s direction, the boy about to open his mouth to protest, but a hard look kept him quiet. “He must’ve really enjoyed hurting you. See right there? He’s still hard as a rock. I bet he wants another go. Well, far be it from me to refuse. Go ahead, Kevian, keep going until you’ve had enough. We can wait.”



Though Marcus said it like a suggestion, the look in his eyes when they found Kevian’s again said anything but. It was an order. The boy was to keep going until he couldn’t get it up anymore. And to make the experience worse, James had plans of his own. The cheetah handed off his phone to his partner to record more of their endeavors and suddenly was positioning himself behind the young buck again.



“Maybe he can wait, but I want another taste of your tight little ass, kid,” he growled, wrapping his arms tightly around the buck as he spoke into one of his trembling ears. “So while yer fuckin’ yer little sweetheart, I’m going to have some fun of my own. But don’t worry, I won’t letcha bleed to death. I’ll take it nice… and… sloooow…” On the final word, James pressed his spiny organ against the boy’s bruised anus, forcing himself inside slowly with considerable resistance but nothing he couldn’t overcome. He held the rabbit firmly as he grunted and whined unhappily. “There we go… Now, you get back to fucking that little beauty and I’ll help. Heheh…”



---



The first penetration of Julia’s tight, virgin anus was every bit as exhilarating as Red could’ve hoped, even despite the significant discomfort on his part, forcing his throbbing, aching erection through that restrictive hole. Now that he was inside though, nothing was stopping him from extracting every ounce of pleasure out of his agonized victim as possible. He started thrusting slowly, though only because her tensing sphincter was making it difficult to move at any speed above a steady, straining rhythm.



He continued to hold her firmly though, driving his length into her again and again, forcibly spreading that tight ring of muscles repeatedly until they started to give way under his assault. It took several minutes, but eventually he was ramming himself into her with the same fervor he had been before, his scrotum slapping against her hard enough to sting and throb as he anally raped her as viciously as he could. Her cries were music to his ears, but whenever she got too loud for his liking, a paw was removed from one of her arms to clap her muzzle shut while he savagely punished her with even more violent thrusts until she got the message to keep her voice down.



For the next ten minutes he worked over her backside until both himself and the doe were in pain from the friction, even despite the blood his efforts had forced from her torn rectum. Eventually though, when he was near climax, he yanked himself free suddenly and drove himself with surprising speed and accuracy back into the woman’s damaged cunt, finishing off with several rapid thrusts that ended with another orgasm that made the hare groan loudly and lustfully. He filled her tight orifice once more, bruising her cervix in his efforts.



When he was done, the hare looming over Julia, panting breathlessly in tune to her agonized whimpering and sobbing, he chuckled softly. He was in perhaps as much pain as she was following his forceful rape of her soft, supple body, but he hid it well behind his glowing red eyes as they stared down at her, his grin broad and mischievous.



“Mm… that was quite satisfying, my dear Julia. But we still have about forty minutes or so remaining. So I was thinking… which of those other rooms belongs to sweet little Janus. How about we find out, hm?” he said, voice both ominous and frightfully amused.



The hare suddenly removed himself from his dominant position over Julia and returned to his feet, naked and sporting a stiff and still very eager organ. Before the doe had a chance to retreat from his presence, Red grasped at her and fought to yank her off the bed and onto her feet as well, returning every attempt to fight him off with a violent slap to her face and breasts, even landing one of two strikes to her aching pussy and backside. Once he had her under relative control, he wrangled her to the door, unbarring it and stepping out into the hallway.



“Now, let’s see… where oh where might we find that girl’s sweet little sanctuary. In here, perhaps?” At the nearest door, still struggling to contain the frightened, psychologically and physically tormented woman, Red kicked outwards, ripping it from it’s frame. “Hm… nope, not here. Perhaps this one, instead.”



Moving across the hall, Red kicked open another door with a powerful strike, forcing the squealing doe through the threshold and into a room with a very fluffy, female-inspired decor.



“Bingo!” he said with a broad grin, slapping the rabbit in his arms harshly before pushing her hard into Janus’ small, pink-themed bed.



The second her knees struck the edge of the bedframe, before Julia could rebound against him, Red caught her firmly and bent her over the bed violently, pinning her face-down on the mattress while he spread her legs, positioned himself behind her and began to mercilessly rape her tight cunt once more over the very bed where Janus used to lay her head every night. All the while Red cackled and moaned lustfully, slapping his hips against her jiggling thighs as he violated Julia in her own daughter’s bedroom.



---



Janus’s frantic screams did little justice to how much terror and agony she was feeling at this moment, with her brother, despite the cops’ suggestion of taking it slow on her, slamming himself into her as hard as he could manage, and still molesting her muzzle with his own. When he finally broke the kiss, her wide eyes witnessed the lack of emotion that seemed to confirm the unpleasant reality that Kevian was, in fact, enjoying what he was being forced to do to his 5-year-old adopted sister.



At the cheetah’s suggestion, Kevian began dragging Janus towards the edge of the bed to get a better angle for the camera. Although the thrusting stopped at this point, the pain never did. She resisted every movement, digging her heels and claws into the mattress to hinder Kevian’s manipulation of her tiny body, but eventually she was right where they wanted her, her legs kicking wildly from the edge of the bed as Kevian began raping her once again.



Janus’s paws pressed firmly against Kevian’s chest as he held her in an awkward position to drive into her again and again. Her constant kicking was making it more difficult to hold her in place. Eventually he gave up on this position, but his adjustment didn’t help the situation for the frightened young doe. She suddenly found herself pinned bodily onto the mattress, her brother pressed onto her as he drove his hips forward more eagerly than before, drawing out more screams from the tormented cub.



Unable to conceive a worse trauma than what was being done to her at this moment, she was proven horribly wrong as Kevian suddenly lurched forward and buried those incisors into her soft fur, barely, but quite painfully piercing her flesh with the bite as his hips drove forward harder than ever. Janus’s body jerked sharply with a shriek, her legs kicking out wildly and her fists suddenly slapping against Kevian’s back, desperate to put a stop to the traumatizing torture.



Unable to move anything but her limbs, she used every ounce of freedom Kevian allowed her to struggle, strike, and resist, until the thrusts finally stopped. Feeling that male organ throbbing within her torn passage, she knew what had happened, and that it usually meant that whatever males did to cause their organs to do this, it meant it was coming to an end.



Janus would have been relieved if not for the close proximity of the cheetah, as well as the one who did such vile things to her. The moment Kevian was yanked free and the cheetah’s phone moved above her ravaged privates, Janus fought desperately to pull her legs in, currently blocked by Kevian’s body, but eventually she managed to pull one leg inward enough to close her thighs and hide her privates from the camera.



Janus’s eyes suddenly shot to the badger as he moved in. Instinctively she tried to move away from him, but along with her legs still being held in Kevian’s grip, the badger soon had her in his own grip. The last thing she wanted at this moment was to have all three horny males so close to her and touching her, but the badger wasn’t letting her get too far before holding her close and stroking her, those lips kissing the top of her head as she squealed with disgust.



Janus could hear the sounds of her own voice in the recording, sobbing and screaming, reminding her of the pain that she could still feel throbbing inside her bleeding orifice, but not once did she lay her eyes on that horrific scene. Suddenly, her body tensed as the badger suggested Kevian wanted to hurt her again. Her eyes immediately moved in Kevian’s direction, and to her dismay, he wasn’t denying it. Janus began squirming in the badger’s and Kevian’s grip, sobbing out desperate pleas that she hoped would get through.



“No, not again! Don’t do it again! It still hurts! It st… It st…!”



She watched as the cheetah inserted himself into the mix. Kevian didn’t seem to appreciate what the cheetah was about to do to him, and she couldn’t blame him, but she was still caught in the grip of two of the three males she desperately wanted to be anywhere but near, sobbing and jerking her limbs, trying to use the distraction the cheetah was providing to pull herself free, starting to consider whether or not she would prefer to risk dying now than to have this happening to her for the rest of her life. She wasn’t sure she could even handle the psychological strain of one more violent rape.



---



When Julia first led the janitor to her bedroom, it was with the hope that he would rape her once, that it would be quick, and then he would leave, but none of those hopes were realized. Instead she was being raped a second time, with the promise of more. Her anus was stretched and torn, bleeding lightly onto the hare’s member as she screamed and thrashed underneath him. Even when Red’s paw muffled her screams, not once did he let up.



Julia gasped as Red finally pulled his member free with a quick jerk, and with one paw free, Julia sought to push herself free as soon as Red moved off of her, not realizing that he hadn’t finished yet. Her screaming renewed as her cunt was pierced so harshly, but her throat clenched and caught the scream in her throat as the hare’s brutal thrusts began stabbing against the rabbit’s cervix.



Her body tried to double over in pain, but she couldn’t sit up. Her blunt, filed claws reflexively dug into Red’s shoulder. Her entire body shook violently as she tried to squeeze more screams from her clenched throat. Again and again she felt the pain of being punched in the stomach.. with a baseball bat… and only when Red’s abuse came to a halt was she able to catch her breath, still shaking from this new pain she had never experienced before.



Julia’s sobbing renewed as Red announced quite ominously that he intended to find Janus’s room, trying to plea for the hare to put an end to her torment.



“Pl… Please sto…!”



 As soon as he released his catch, Julia scrambled backward before a paw gripped her wrist tightly, pulling her from the bed. Every step she was forced to take towards the bedroom door made her want to fall to the floor and double over, but Red wouldn’t let her, and when she tried to pry his fingers loose, the other paw slapped into her muzzle, making her yelp and wince, but still she continued to pull at those fingers.



A harsh slap to her breasts expelled the wind from her lungs, and before she could release her grip on Red’s fingers two more strikes between her legs, one slamming into her bloodied cunt and the other to her equally bloodied sphincter brought the doe to her knees, her grip on Red’s paw finally releasing to hold her paw against her battered labia, again trying to catch her breath before she was yanked back to her feet and forced into the hallway.



Red kicked the door to the bathroom first, then slammed his foot into the door to Janus’s room, and it was at this point that Julia was able to catch her breath enough to speak again as she attempted to squirm free.



“Ju.. Just let me go, you got what you w.. what you wanted! I can’t take anym--!”



Julia was interrupted with a violent slap to the back of her head, and a shove that caused her to stumble towards Janus’s bed. She hadn’t even begun to regain her footing before the hare forced her forward. Her feet slipped outward, and Julia fell to her knees as she was bent over the mattress and pinned down.



“NOO!!”



As her legs were spread, she reached behind her with both arms, which were easily restrained again. Her tail was tucked over her damaged holes, but was harshly yanked free, and once again, Red’s shaft slammed through the doe’s body, and those brutal thrusts pounded against Julia’s cervix again and again, causing her body to jerk and thrash, this time able to produce a scream at the top of her lungs.



Her tensing muscles caused pain throughout her entire body as she was so horribly abused again, and in her own daughter’s bedroom. Her body helplessly contained, it could only jerk and squirm against her attacker, desperate to stop the pain. She couldn’t imagine how much pain Janus would be in if this evil man raped her as viciously as he was raping her mother.



---



As the buck came down from his intense high of an orgasm he pulled his muzzle away from his sister’s shoulder carefully, tasting the blood on his lips as he cleaned them and his incisors with his tongue.  He hadn’t meant to bite down quite that hard, but after a quick inspection it didn’t appear to have caused any more damage than the two adults would have done in his place.  He had saved himself and his sister both a much worse fate in his moment of cruelty and one-sided pleasure he thought to himself.



He didn’t get long to enjoy the afterglow from the event however before he felt the firm grip of the eager cheetah pulling him away and out of his sister’s tight orifice to instead shove that camera between Janus’ legs.  He could do little more than stare as he sat there still and obedient, the only part of his body moving being the rise and fall of his chest as he took in air rapidly and the throbbing of his still hard and eager shaft.  He watched quietly as those thighs quickly closed to try and hide away the now bloody treasure that he had just violated.



He thought over the word ‘violated’ as the feline officer boasted about his ability to capture the most recent events on video, making the promise of many more recordings to follow.  He seemed to delight more in that simple act of posterity than even the thought of pressing into that tight hole of Janus’ and ripping it open as the rabbit and his smaller genitalia could not.  The sight of her bleeding slit before her legs hid it from view along with the still fresh and bloody marks on her shoulder did fill him with a moment of shame.  It was just a moment of shame however as the badger’s words stung him just as much as the barbs did when they dragged out of his bowels and tore hundreds if not thousands of small cuts along his tender anus.



He couldn’t believe it but the officer just accused him of cruelty simply for following orders.  He was told to be rough so he had been rough and the badger knew this as he was the one to whisper those directions to him.  He didn’t know if he was more upset about the man’s blatant lies or the truth hiding behind them about the boy’s actions, but he was sure as hell going to tell that officer where to shove it the next time he gave orders.  He started to open his muzzle in anger and frustration but his eyes connected with the badger’s instead and that single look alone quieted any urges he had to speak up.  It all confirmed to him that for as loud and boisterous as the feline was the badger was just as manipulative in his carefully chosen words and actions and that they were both equally evil in their enjoyment of the two cubs’ torture.



The next words out of the badger’s mouth may have sounded like a question to the ears of anyone else in the room but to the young buck the eyes confirmed they were an order that he would be unable to refuse.  To the eyes of his sister he’d be eager and hungry to go at filling her tight depths again, which was not actually a lie, but he liked to think that he’d have a bit more self control if two power hungry homicidal police officers weren’t in the room.  The fact that he was being forced into another act started to leave a sour taste in his mouth, spoiling the enjoyment that he was looking forward to with holding his sister down again, making him hesitate just for a few moments before starting to scoot closer.  His moment of inaction, however brief, was enough time to let the feline officer move behind him and suddenly grip him tightly in those powerful arms.



Gasping loudly at the feel of those arms holding him tight he started to open his mouth to proclaim an apology and that he’d hurry up, but the adult didn’t seem interested in his hesitation.  Instead those words were expressing how impatient the feline truly was to torture the young buck again despite earlier promises of providing preferred treatment.  He had done exactly what the officers had wanted, left his sister bleeding on the bed and dripping his immature seed, yet he had only delayed the feel of that spined shaft entering him again for the length of that act.  If his words about going slow to not kill him would have been any comfort the sudden pressure against his bruised and bleeding anus would have removed that feeling quickly.



With a loud blood curdling scream he felt that monster slide into him in slow motion, the careful slow nature not causing any more damage to the torn and stretched muscles of his anus but doing considerable damage to his psyche.  He could now feel every detail of the man’s dangerously sharp barbs entering him, little more than bumps as they pressed into him flat against the shaft for entry, along with the heat of the organ pressing deeper into him.  His scream dying down from the initial penetration his chest heaved as he took in several gulps of air, his body shaking as he whined out in a mix of pain and frustration leaving him just barely able to pick up the rest of the order whispered into his lapine ears.



Looking down at his sister again with eyes now wet with tears he used whatever small movement he was allowed to move closer to her and grip her legs to try and spread them.  They weren’t budging however as her strength borne from fear had resurfaced just as the buck’s own strength was being sapped from him by the slimy organ pressing deeper into his hole in an unwelcome and unpleasant manner.  “Janus… please… it will just hurt us both more the longer… the longer you resist what will happen,” he said in a pained voice as he tried again to no avail.  If anything she was moving further away from him as she tried to pull herself free, her body shaking and her legs trying to shoot out but unable to do much more than struggle with the buck pressed up tight against them.



Looking at the two officers he wasn’t sure how to communicate that he couldn’t overpower her, how to express his inability to control her in this moment.  He was trying to prove he was much more loyal than the pink furred lapine before him that he called a sister, that she deserved to be raped a second time instead of him.  He couldn’t say these things however, once those words were out in the open they would be even truer than they already were and Janus would know the true depths of his hatred for how they were treating her so much nicer than him.



He didn’t have to however as obviously Janus’ fearful struggles had come to the attention of the two officers as much as the black rabbit trying to once again find himself between her thighs once more.  The two adults worked quickly to once again prove despite her struggles that they had control of the two cubs and they were going to get what they wanted.  With one more try the black buck moved her legs just enough to be shoved between again, his body trapped between the soft furred form of his sister and the rough body of the feline officer like a cruel expression of the duality of pleasure and pain.  In that moment however he made his way back to his goal and somehow despite everything that had just transpired he was still just as hard as when he was ripped away from his sister’s cunt just a few moments prior.



The same unwilling hole that he found himself pressed against again.  His organ still covered in her blood dipped down to get another fresh coating of the warm liquid as it pressed between those puffy lips.  Digging his blunt claw tips into her thighs he held her legs as best as he could so he could press himself back into his sister, starting a second round of painful rape for both cubs as fresh tears came to his eyes.



---



Much as he enjoyed the relentless abuse of Janus’ traumatized mother, time was passing quickly, so he couldn’t spend long in the absent girl’s room. He made certain to leave a little present on the sheets though as, with every eager, violent thrust, he forced the crying, squealing rabbit up onto the bed and continued to violate her over her daughter’s bedsheets. Red was vicious and unforgiving, slapping his pelvis against her bruised backside with such raw speed and lust that her whole body jostled as he pressed her face against the little doe’s blanket.



When he finally finished, he climaxed inside her again, buried to the hilt as he pumped his seed into her bleeding birth canal. He then pulled out once more, letting his jizz, mixed with Julia’s own bodily fluids, ooze out of her swollen vagina to stain the bed beneath them. By now, Red was panting heavily, momentarily crippled by his own enthusiasm. His penis throbbed mostly from pain now, and his gonads were in need of a break to recover some of that precious seed he needed to ensure the poor doe’s pregnancy.



He had to rest in-between sessions, but he had no intention of giving Julia a reprieve from her torment, so over the next forty minutes, Red manhandled the unfortunate doe off the bed and threw her to the floor, dragging her by both feet to another room. His plan, ultimately, was the rape Janus’ mother in every major location throughout her home, and he stuck to it. The hare’s first stop was the bathroom, where he forced himself upon the woman by bending her over the tub, the toilet and even the sink, using her holes interchangeably. By the mirror, he made certain to force Julia to look at herself while he stood behind her and savagely raped her anally and vaginally, leaving small traces of her abuse in every location.



From there, the woman was either dragged or carried to the kitchen, the den, the front foyer and even the basement, taking her womanhood for a solid ten minutes in each area until her holes were weeping more blood than semen. He gave her few opportunities to rest, and fought her every step of the way, delivering vicious assaults in response to every attempt she made to escape his grasp. It was only after he had brutalized her in every other part of the house, that he finally brought her back to the living-room.



Red threw Julia at the couch, the weak, trembling doe striking the cushions and barely moving before he pinned her face down and straddled her aching body. He loomed over her, panting with exhaustion and ears burning hot in their attempt to dissipate the overwhelming heat his efforts had produced. Time was running out now, but he wasn’t quite finished with the woman. He held her arms firmly as he probed blindly with his aching erection to find and slip into her now loosened and liberally lubricated backside and resumed his thrusting at a diminished capacity.



By now the nearly incapacitated doe barely offered more than a groan and a pitiful sob as he penetrated her repeatedly. He had to work himself into another climax, and as soon as he neared it again, the hare wrestled Julia onto her back once more and forced her legs to spread around him so he could take her vagina one last time. He made sure to look her in the eyes for his final task.



“Mm… hah… That was quite a ride, don’t you think, Julia?” he inquired, staring down at her with his glowing red irises. “Too bad you didn’t enjoy it like I’d asked. But it wasn’t a requirement... It was simply a chance to spare yourself a worse fate. Since you failed though, I’m going to have to be true to my word and take something from you. Something I know you won’t enjoy living without.”



Before Julia could speak in her defense, Red bore down on her and silenced her with another cruel kiss, his thrusting hips driving the length of his penis deep inside her aching, bruised and bloody orifice. He maintained the kiss for a long as it took him to achieve another climax, at which point he finally broke away and rammed his rod into her violently to fill her insides with one final helping of spunk. A lustful growl escaped the hare as he arched his spine and then hunched forward, hanging his head over Julia’s as he panted and drooled.



“Hah… hah… that should be it for this evening, my dear,” he said breathlessly. “There’s little doubt in… my mind now, that… you’ll be bearing my child. So… you’ve given me what I wanted, and in return, I’ll let your little girl continue to live for now. However… your next moment to shine will come soon, and you’d best not fail me, or I’ll ravage your sweet little daughter worse than what you yourself have just endured. Unlike you, though, I reckon she won’t survive such an assault. So if you… really care for her, you’ll do what I said. Right?”



Grinning, Red gazed deeply in the sobbing doe’s eyes, waiting for that tiniest hint of confirmation before continuing.



“Now… I said I’d do you in every hole tonight, and there’s just one I’ve yet to plunder. So, before I depart, I’m going to need you to blow me. I trust you can do so without biting, but just in case… I’m going to go retrieve the pliers from my bag. You just stay put, alright?”



At this point, Red finally removed himself from the woman beneath him, standing tall beside her with his erection protruding from his naked body like a bloody knife. He sighed loudly and rubbed a sore spot on his back, before addressing Julia one more time.



“If you leave that couch, I’m going to take even more from you, so I suggest you stay put if you value your limbs,” he said with a dark smirk and a wink.



Then he left, returning to the bedroom where he found his bag and the supplies within that he required for the final assault to the woman he’d just brutally raped for the last hour or more. He was in considerable discomfort himself by now, but he relished in the pain where Julia no doubt shriveled. Once he’d acquired his duffle bag, Red quickly vacated the bedroom, marching down the hall towards the front door at a brisk pace. He’d dared to leave the woman alone to her own devices and he was just a little paranoid now, expecting her to flee or acquire a weapon to defend herself, so he was more than ready to retrieve or disarm her if it became necessary.



---



With Kevian doing everything in his power to cooperate, neither James or Marcus were eager to punish him for his inability to restrain the panicking little doe who desperately pleaded for her rapists to spare her another round of abuse. Instead, the badger leaned it close, his impatient erection twitching and throbbing nearby as he loomed over Janus and grasped both of her arms to hold them down against the bed. Despite her terror-induced strength, he was able to manipulate her easily enough, holding both limbs by the wrist in one paw while the other pressed firmly against her chest.



“Shhh… now, now, sweetie,” he said softly, pretending to be friendly even though his actions said otherwise. “I promise you it won’t hurt as much the second time. Though you really ought to get used to it, because if we don’t rape you to death today, you’ll have a lot more ‘fun’ to look forward to in the future. But don’t worry. We’ll teach you everything your dumb little bunny brain failed to learn on the playground.” He sealed his words with another kiss to her forehead, during which he helped himself to some of her tears, lapping up the salty liquid with his broad tongue.



Meanwhile, James, having gotten himself into position and buried his erection deep inside Kevian’s still aching backside, was now taking control of Janus’ lower half, which the buck was still struggling with thanks to a certain anal intrusion sapping his strength.



“Don’t worry, kid. I got this,” he said reassuringly into the buck’s trembling ears as he whimpered in pain. “Little bitch is locked up tighter than Fort Knox, but all you need is the… right… leverage.” As he spoke, the cheetah placed his paws on each of Janus’ hips, dug his claws in painfully and forced them apart with such strength and ferocity, that they gave way more from the pain of the scratches forming on her flesh than the pure force he was applying. The girl eventually succumbed, sobbing loudly and writhing in pain as her legs were spread to permit Kevian entry again. “See that? No problem at all. Now go on. Do this right, and I’ll treat you like a lover.”



Fortunately, to James’ deep approval, the young rabbit obliged as soon as he could, weaseling in-between his little friend’s spread thighs and struggling to position himself over her bloody orifice once more. He was having trouble though, so the cheetah casually reached around to lightly grasp Kevian’s stiff little pecker and guide it into the space between Janus’ pussy lips. Once he was lined up, the boy moved forward on his own, and so did James. He gave his little slut all the slack he needed to slip inside the squirming, whining girl, but before he could bottom out, the feline jerked his own hips forward, hilting inside Kevian and driving him forward to bury him inside Janus as far as he could.



James groaned loudly and lustfully as he felt Kevian’s innards clench around his member, but he was far from finished. Even though he expected the boy would oblige on his own, the cheetah began to rock his own hips back and forth, tugging on that tight ring and teasing the aching walls of the rabbit’s rectum with his spines as he led the charge. His efforts were pulling Kevian’s penis out and pushing it back in, but it was all at James’ pace and the horny feline quickly began gyrating almost as fast as the bunny was previously.



Luckily for Kevian, with James controlling the speed and force of each thrust, his bloodied anus was spared a worse experience by the barbs pressing into his torn flesh rather than scraping across them. The activity overall was only slightly less painful for Janus however, as Kevian’s pecker plunged in and out of her freshly sullied hole, slapping forward so hard every time that the boy’s testicles and pelvis made an obvious smacking sound that filled the room.



To make matters worse for the poor girl, Marcus was beginning to grow impatient as well. He wanted to extract some pleasure from Janus’ misery too, so, while he continued to hold her down, he repositioned himself so his eager penis was bobbing inches away from the squealing, crying girl. He assumed to girl wouldn’t be able to hear him over her own agony, so he leaned in extra close and whispered into her ear until he was almost certain he had her attention.



“It hurts, I know. But I’ll tell you what, sweetie. I’ll give you one last chance to suck me off and swallow my cum. Do that before they finish, and I’ll call ‘em off. Deal?” he asked, leaning back to look into her pained eyes as he stroked her naked chest.



Whether or not she agreed to his terms or even registered his bargain, Marcus shifted his position slightly and brought his penis within range of the girl’s face, curious to see what she would do if anything, before considering forcefully filling her maw anyway.



---



Janus’s breaths were heavy and vocal as she kicked with her legs and shoved with her paws, trying in desperation to get away from the black-furred cub trying to restrain her. However, her eyes remained fixed on Kevian’s as the cheetah positioned himself behind her brother, and began to penetrate. She cringed at the sudden scream, frozen for a moment as she saw the obvious pain in Kevian’s eyes, the tears streaming down his face.



She knew that feeling all too well, although she had not experienced the barbs of a feline penis. For that one, brief moment, her struggles had stopped. Along with the pain in her recently ravaged cunt, she also seemed to feel a phantom pain in her backside, as seeing the pain in Kevian’s face reminded her of that horrible, painful moment when the husky had entered her for the first time.



Her moment of sympathy was short-lived however, as Kevian’s paws pressed against her thighs and began to spread them. As soon as she felt this, she tried to close them again, fighting Kevian’s grip with a loud whine, her paws reaching down to pry Kevian’s grip from her as she tried to scoot away. The more Kevian and that frightening cheetah tried to move between her legs, the more her terror grew, and the more she struggled, eventually able to start slipping away this time until the badger intervened.



Her eyes widened as she was pressed onto her back again, and her arms pinned against the mattress.



“NO! NO!”



Her legs began to kick wildly again as the badger held her arms in place and pressed a paw against her chest, but her legs were eventually captured by the cheetah. Suddenly finding herself unable to move, Janus felt more helpless in this moment than she had during this entire ordeal, her body jerking and thrashing, but mostly contained as the black-furred rabbit nuzzled his hips in-between her spread thighs.



Already freaked out even further by the badger’s pseudo-affectionate kiss to her forehead, her screams as Kevian penetrated her again were broken up by hyperventilating breaths as she squeezed down against that invasion for the second time, her captured limbs twitching with the desire to retract or resist, but being given no such freedom. It was worse than being tied up on the playground. What made it even worse was that Max was miles away, and Kevian, who had helped to save her then, was now the one causing her the very pain that he had stopped the husky from continuing.



Her mind was almost in a haze of pain and terror when the badger brought that scary erection into plain view again, her eyes shifting to it, and then to him. From what she could hear over the screaming pain in the cheetah’s violent thrusts, forcing Kevian’s member deep inside her harder than the cub could have managed alone, Marcus was once again playing that sick game with her, promising to make things better for her if she could please him with her mouth, but after her last experience, she knew she wouldn’t be able to do it.



If she tried it, it would do no good. She was just as trapped mentally as she was physically, and from the badger’s movements, he didn’t seem to be waiting for a response. He was going to do it anyway. Her expression shifted in an instant, and she began screaming her next words at the badger with pure anger.



“You put that thing in my mouth again and I’ll BITE IT OFF!!”



The instant her outburst was over, her expression shifted again, as if she was completely shocked by her own actions. Before she could think about it any further, she suddenly gasped from the cheetah’s next violent thrust, shrieking with pain and sobbing, then letting out a long, pitiful whine that mirrored her state of helplessness and distress.



“HAAAAAHH!! STOOOOOOOP!!!”



---



Julia shrieked into the mattress as Red held her face against Janus’s sheets, trying to move away from him, but all she did was cause Red to move further up, and press his body against her more to get a better position to rape her sore and aching birth canal, his tip stabbing her cervix over and over, causing it to ooze blood and sting with every harsh slap against it. She could never have imagined such pain so deep within her.



When at last she believed Red was done with her, she was reduced to a sobbing, shuddering mess, mentally broken down. She knew she couldn’t handle much more, and at this point, the semen squirting against that damaged cervix was the least of her worries. She soon found herself on the floor, her ankles in Red’s grasp as he dragged her along the carpet. Whatever Red planned to do with her next, she wanted no more part of it.



“Please no! It still hurts so bad!”



One arm clawed at the carpet in desperation, and the other was clasped onto her gut, the bruising and scraping of her cervix throbbing in pain within her. Her eyes were almost a solid pink from all the sobbing she had been doing, her face wet all over from the tears, which were starting to run dry.



As soon as Red bent her over the bathtub, and touched her again with his penis, she yelped, clenching and screaming even before she was penetrated. Every thrust was excruciating, and the doe’s mind was starting to haze. Her struggles were slowing, as she was just too exhausted to continue, although as she was forced to watch in the mirror as that evil hare violated her over the sink, she tensed with fear and weakly attempted to push him away, but her arms were easily overpowered in this state. She sobbed with grief, wondering if this man was ever going to leave, and if she would ever be able to sleep peacefully after.



Over and over she felt the torment of those unyielding thrusts, the bruises and cuts inside both holes. By the time she was finally deposited on the couch, she wasn’t screaming anymore, wasn’t struggling. She whimpered pitifully, her only option to wait out this terrifying storm until she could be left alone to recover… until he returned.



The hare continued to rape the sobbing rabbit as she weakly pressed her trembling paws against him. She was barely putting up a fight, more than willing to accept the decreased intensity of the hare’s violent thrusts, though they were still painful due to her minor, but significant injuries. When he was finally done with her, he reminded her that she failed to enjoy it, something she hadn’t even been given a chance to remember through all of the abuse. She opened her trembling jaw to speak, but it might as well have been an invite to another forced kiss.



A whimpering sob was all she could offer before Red had finally exhausted himself. He reminded her of why she was being forced to endure all of this, and it was only at this point that she realized that Red was being deliberately cruel and punishing to give her a taste of what her daughter would endure if she didn’t cooperate. When he asked her if she would do as he instructed, she tried to mouth the word “yes”, but her voice was not cooperating, so she settled for a nod, her face contorted with anguish at such an unusually cruel thing she would be forced to do to her daughter just to keep her alive, but she was broken, and she knew she had no choice.



At this point, she was relieved that the nightmare was over, but Red quickly snatched what little comfort that gave her away, demanding that Julia suck him off, and to make matters worse, he was going to get…



“P.. Pliers?!”



Before she could respond, Red had left the room, giving her a threatening ultimatum to stay on the couch until he returned to yank out her teeth. Her paws clasped over her muzzle. He was going to yank her teeth right out of her mouth. When Julia was left alone for the first time in this horrible ordeal, she had an easy shot to leave the house, and she seriously began to consider taking it. If her daughter’s life wasn’t hanging in the balance, she would have definitely taken it. There was only one way to spare her daughter from the abuse that awaited her even if she did fully cooperate. Her eyes scanned the room for a weapon.



Her eyes fixed on the knives in the kitchen. The thought of trying something so dangerous made her tremble violently. Red had already caused her unbearable pain, abused and raped her, described in vivid detail how much more he could do to her, and Janus, and she would get a taste of it, and so would her daughter if she tried and failed. Still, she was desperate to spare her daughter even a tiny fraction of what she just had to endure. She willed herself to place one foot on the floor, hesitating, but working up what courage remained to sneak into the kitchen and grab one of those knives.



However, all of the courage she had mustered was gone as soon as she heard those hurried footsteps coming down the hall. In a panic, Julia retracted her foot from the floor, throwing herself back onto the couch, shaking and trembling as the hare moved back into her field of vision, pliers in his grasp. Before he could comment on her desperate attempt to defy him, she willed herself to offer Red an alternative for what he was about to do.



“P-Please I.. I won’t bite… I won’t fight you anymore… J-Just don’t pull my teeth and I… I’ll even M.. M-M… masturb… while I… s-suck on it I… I’ll masturb….”



She was so repulsed by the idea, she couldn’t bring herself to say the word, but was more than willing to go through with it to spare herself any more of the hare’s violent abuse.



---



The second time that the black lapine felt the feline officer’s member slip into his bruised and bloody rectum it slipped in much easier than the first time.  This caused the pain shooting through his body to be on a much lower level than he had initially felt, his scream caused more by the mixture of feelings erupting through his body.  Shock of the sudden intrusion once again, fear that once the officer started moving those barbs would be cutting up his insides once again, potentially even fatally this time, frustration over the control being taken away from him yet again this evening, and a small part of him was still excited and lustful as his smaller organ remained full of blood, stiff and throbbing.  He tried to convince himself that he was still so eager for sex because he was finally getting the time with Janus that he felt he deserved, but something about the pain being caused to him mixed with the pain he was causing was exhilarating.

 

He was able to shelf these thoughts away for a later date, just like many other thoughts before, as he was moved around like little more than a sexual toy or perverse hand puppet controlled by the feline’s cock instead.  Despite his mixed feelings about the pressure under his tail filling him he knew for a fact that he was not enjoying this loss of control at all.  He had proven his ability to mate with his sister he had thought and now this greedy officer was going to use his body as he pleased, pressing that barbed member deep enough so their bodies were pressed together moments before guiding him into the warm depths of his sister again.  Unlike his first time with the officer though the barbs weren’t cutting into his sensitive skin, this time they were instead helping keep the adult stuck inside of the young buck as he used the boy’s body to fuck the pink rabbit.

 

Charlie wanted to fight back, to push himself off the man’s shaft or at least press into his sister at his own pace but he was frozen in fear of those little sharp barbs cutting into him once again.  Like the adult had said before, there was no guarantee he’d survive a second encounter with them like the rough breeding he had felt before.  There still was no guarantee that the officer wouldn’t go back on his word on treating the buck like a ‘lover’ also though, same as he went back on his promise to treat the buck better if he had bred his sister like asked.  There was no telling with either adult, both full of lies and deception as they said whatever would get them what they wanted with no care about keeping promises or even telling the truth.  Charlie had distrust of police officers before the events of this night, now he despised them all.  Obviously putting on the uniform was only for the worst filth on this world and they all deserved judgement and death, which he would be more than happy to inflict once he was able to free himself of these two men.

 

The thoughts of future revenge kept him from completely giving up hope in this moment, the rage seething through his body able to keep him calm strangely enough as he was moved back and forth by the man’s thrusts sending his throbbing member in and out of his sister’s warm sex.  The pleasure coursing through his body of his member basically being masturbated by the feline pushing him in and out of those tight confines kept his back passage tight enough to only cause slight movements even as the man got more violent and eager with his motions.  Each time he was moved a little further than the spiny barbs would allow, they starting to lift up to prick at his damaged walls he was pushed back again to smooth those dangerous knives back down.  The man at least seemed to be keeping his word however on making sure that they didn’t cut into him again despite the constant reminders of what they could do as his muscles clenched and his ring was stretched and tugged on with each thrust.

 

He still wished he could thrust into his sister at his own pace however as despite the feline imitating the lapines speed and eagerness from before, the motions were just enough different that he couldn’t reach that peak of pleasure like before.  He’d start to get there then he would be pushed too far in one direction or another causing him to stab into his sister’s inner walls in a fashion that definitely caused her as much pain as it caused him as his shaft had to bend to accommodate.  That or the feline’s thrusting pattern would change ever so slightly to make sure that he was getting all that much more pleasure from the buck’s hole which threw Charlie right out of the ability to enjoy what he could of these actions.

 

What came next though he did enjoy fully though as the badger officer started to torment his sister again, trying to force her into another blowjob that she’d no doubt fail at performing.  It was made even better as she suddenly screamed out a threat that was so deliciously naïve that the buck almost came just at the dual thoughts of the badger being horribly mutilated by the sharp incisors of a rabbit tearing through sensitive flesh and the punishment and violence she was going to endure for announcing her threat.  It’s doubtful that either officer would let their dicks near her sharp teeth now, at least not without some way of guaranteeing that they would come back out intact.  They didn’t fall for his own much more sneaky way of trying to bite earlier after all.



---



With James thrusting away, forcefully penetrating Kevian and Janus at the same time, his partner was left to observe as the girl with all her faults and stubbornness, once again refused to do as she was ordered. Marcus didn’t look angry, though. In fact, he grinned and sighed softly. His paw continued to gently stroke her naked chest, fingers swimming through her fur and occasionally grazing her tiny nipples. The badger seemed to be amused, his smile broadening as he chuckled and shook his head.



“Oh sweetie, I have no doubt that you’ll try,” he said calmly in-between her pained cries, “But I’m afraid sucking my dick wasn’t an option.”



There was little warning as Marcus’ paw then suddenly vacated the girl’s chest and grabbed a hold of her bottom jaw amidst one of her agonized screams. Before she could close it, the man wedged a beefy knuckle between her molars, effectively forcing her mouth to remain open, lips and teeth parted just enough to admit his manhood. He placed the tip of his erection against her muzzle, but he didn’t thrust immediately, opting to free her arms and grasp both of her floppy, lopped ears instead while she attempted to fend off the more immediate assault coming her way.



“You’re going to regret saying no, though. It’s a shame really, that you’re too stubborn and too dense to do as you’re told. I would have enjoyed coming home to see you after a long day at work.”



Marcus didn’t say another word following his thinly veiled implication that her life was officially forfeit, and instead suddenly rammed his penis into her muzzle. His slick, hot and throbbing organ slipped between her spread jaws with ease, but he bottomed out almost immediately, jamming his manhood against the back of Janus’ throat so hard she gagged mid-scream and coughed loudly before he could pull away. The badger chuckled at the response, but he didn’t stop. His penis pushed in again and again, sliding across the panicked, squealing doe’s tongue and prodding at the back of her esophagus to cut her cries short.



The little girl’s mortified reaction to being forcibly penetrated from both ends of her body was so deliciously intoxicating for the badger that it took him little more than a minute before he could no longer contain himself. He was thrusting with great vigor into her little muzzle by the end until, finally, he jerked his hips one last time and filled the screaming doe’s mouth so much that she was reduced to gurgling on the creamy white substance, struggling with the decision to swallow or drown before Marcus pulled free. At that point however, he eliminated one of her options by holding her muzzle shut tightly.



“Now be a good girl and swallow it,” he ordered, staring down at her from his position on the right, waiting to see her oblige, all amidst an endless torrent of thrusts from the cheetah that drove Kevian into her frail body over and over.



James had been doing quite well to hold himself back, wanting Kevian to climax before him, but the sight of Janus choking on his partner’s semen was much too arousing to control himself. A short while after he too gave in to his overwhelming lust and jerked his hips hard several times, scratching the boy’s innards despite himself before he came with a loud, audible groan. His spunk ejected from his spiny erection, filling Kevian’s backside to bursting before he abruptly pulled out with an accompanying shriek from the buck as his seed, mixed with fresh blood, oozed from that ravaged hole.



“Hah… hah… fuck that was good,” he panted, still holding the young rabbit close. Kevian’s thrusts had almost stopped completely, as they’d been driven by James the entire time, but he was quick to get the boy in motion again. “Now, finish up with yer little friend and then it’ll be our turn. Heheh… You can watch if you want.”



That last statement had been whispered into Kevian’s ear, but before he could fully acknowledge it, the feline slapped him hard on the backside to get him moving. The next several, long minutes passed to the tune of heavy panting, pained groans and loud muffled cries until Marcus finally released the girl’s muzzle so she could scream unhindered. Sometime later, though, Kevian finally obliged his rapist and finished inside the girl he’d been forced to rape not once, but twice. And now, both ‘officers’ were ready to go off-script.



“Very good, Kevian, very good,” James chuckled, hugging the boy firmly. “You did very well, and I think you’ve earned your reprieve.”



“You on the other hand,” Marcus spoke up, gaze focused on the girl. “Have been nothing but a thick-headed nuisance. An’ now it’s time to show you just how cruel we can be.”



Their employer had instructed them up until this point, but there’d been a suspiciously lacking finale that left a huge opening for the duo to play their own games. And no sooner had Kevian filled his ‘sister’ once more, were the two split apart forcibly. James wasted no effort in restraining the buck as he sat aside with him, and Marcus was similarly involved as he wrestled with the panicked, aching girl. Janus was much more difficult to control, but against an adult as strong as the badger, it didn’t take long before she was face-down on the bed, legs flailing over the edge of the mattress as the man restrained both of her wrists against her back and forced her thighs to remain spread for his own entry.



He was much larger than James and much longer. There was little hope of utilizing more than just the tip of his organ without shredding Janus’ insides and essentially raping her to death, which he wasn’t above doing. However, he rather enjoyed her stubbornness, and wanted to prolong her life if he could. So as he lined himself up with her bloody little cunt, still oozing Kevian’s immature seed, the badger adjusted his grip and focused his mind on causing as little damage as possible.



Meanwhile, James sat nearby on the opposite side of the bed, the young buck trapped in his arms as he was subjected to the cheetah’s perverted paws groping his naked body and occasionally jerking off his softening little erection, trying to keep him hard while he watched his friend be raped; properly, like he’d been.



---



When Red returned to the living-room, dufflebag in one paw and pliers in the other, he was pleased to see that Julia still sat on the couch, naked and shivering. She was broken and he wanted to assume defenseless, whimpering at the sight of the tool he bore. The doe was quick to speak up upon his arrival, and he listened silently as he dropped his bag on the coffee table with a heavy clunk. His back was to her for a moment to hide his grin as the woman pleaded for him not to pull her teeth. She even offered an alternative, promising to suck him off and masturbate herself.



He chuckled softly under his breath before turning around with a stern look on his face. He stared hard at the trembling rabbit, eyes narrowed, before approaching so suddenly that she lurched backwards in fright. Rather than go for her, however, he searched the immediate area around her, pulling up cushions, checking her empty paws and making absolutely certain there were no weapons within her reach. It wasn’t that he didn’t believe he’d completely broken her spirit, it was just instinct on his part to make certain she hadn’t acquired something to defend herself with.



Once he was positive Julia hadn’t slipped away to grab a knife or some other threatening instrument, Red addressed the naked bunny. He turned around to fish something out of his bag and then he dropped down onto the sofa, jostling it enough to startle the woman. When he was seated, naked and still sporting a blood-soaked erection, he patted the space next to him, to encourage Julia to come closer.



“It’s a tempting offer to be sure,” he said slowly, relaxing against the sofa like he hadn’t just spent the last sixty minutes raping the young woman in every major room of her home. “I reckon I could trust you not to bite. You’ve been quite cooperative up to this point, unlike your daughter. These,” he explained, holding up the pliers, “Are simply a precaution. In case getting back at me is more important to you than the welfare of your own daughter.”



“I’ll tell you what, though, Julia,” the hare decided with a deep sigh, leaning forward to extract another item from the duffle bag. “Put this on and you’ve got yourself a deal.” He tossed the object into the nearby doe’s naked lap, the ring-gag landing with a clink of metal. “Perhaps next time I’ll trust you without it, but for now, I’m going to need that assurance.”



Red fell silent, watching Julia with his glowing red eyes, firm and unmoving, waiting for her to comply and equip the gag that would ensure her mouth couldn’t close. It took her some time, but once she was ready, he snapped his fingers and pointed to his eagerly waiting erection.



“Now get to work. You’ve got… five minutes to make me cum. Fail and the deal’s off. Think you can handle that, Honey?” he cooed with mock compassion as he grinned darkly.



He waited a while longer as Julia slowly moved into position between his spread thighs, Red gazing down at her with a relaxed expression, breathing deep and slow as he awaited the first touch of the woman’s tongue. When it came, he moaned softly, shivering internally as he felt that willing maw accept his length through the ring that forced her jaws to stay parted. He was quite pleased by her efforts to satisfy him, but he had just one last unfortunate surprise to spring on her.



Luckily for Julia, it would only hurt her psychologically, as his final cruelty came in the form of a video-camera he’d purchased specifically for the night’s festivities. Of course, it hadn’t been worth recording any of her torment as she’d been forcibly raped repeatedly. This camera was meant for the moment, if it ever arrived, that the woman offered to perform willingly. And now that she had, Red was quite eager to capture every moment of it. He held the camera up high, making sure it had a clear, unobstructed view of his genitals and the doe’s muzzle that was suckling on it.



It didn’t take long for Julia to notice she was being filmed, but a paw suddenly placed on the top of her head ensured she wouldn’t pull away in horror and disgust.



“Now, now, Julia,” he stated firmly. “This is just for posterity. And a little… added assurance. Oh, and don’t worry too much about fingering yourself just yet. I plan to capture that delightful event on candid camera as well. Of course, you’re not… opposed to that… are you?”



---



Chills ran through Janus’s body as Marcus grinned at her sudden outburst. Her mental state at this point was in such a mess that she barely even remembered it, and had she been in her right mind, would never have done so. That evil look Marcus had given her before dismissing her protest had her nerves on edge, all the while Kevian’s member was being forced in and out of her previously virgin canal, coated with blood from her rough violation earlier.



One particularly violent thrust caused her to arch her back, pressing her chest into that lustful paw rubbing against it as she screamed with agony, and to her horror, this gave the badger the window to hold her jaws open, wide eyes fixed on that large, wet member as it nuzzled in between her lips. She couldn’t close her jaws, couldn’t wiggle away, though she certainly made a frantic attempt to do both.



Marcus’s next words caused Janus to tense considerably, squeezing even harder onto her brother’s invasion as a feeling of dread came over her. They were going to kill her. They were going to torture and kill her just because she was too scared and inexperienced to do what she was told.



The moment her paws were free, she immediately brought them up to beat frantically against the badger’s waist, desperate to free her muzzle from his grasp and the disgusting organ, the badger’s balls and scrotum filling her vision as he grasped her ears and tugged on them painfully to keep her muzzle lined up with his member. Her legs jerked in Kevian’s grasp, screaming in pain and fright, helplessly struggling to escape that horrible fate the adults had planned for her.



Janus’s paws grasped at the paw tugging at her ears, but once the badger thrust against her throat, causing her to gag and cough, her paws pressed and strained against the badger’s waist, straining to push him away as the highly unpleasant thrusts filled her aching muzzle while James and Kevian continued to violate her other end. Two of the males were enjoying her suffering, though she could hear Kevian’s screams mixing with her own as he was also victim to their lust.



Soon the familiar, horrible taste of the badger’s semen filled her muzzle again. She gagged and coughed as it shot to the back of her throat and coated her tongue, the taste alone enough to bring more tears to her already wet face. Marcus pulled his cock free, and while she was glad to be rid of it, she wouldn’t be rid of his semen so easily. The badger’s finger wrapped around her muzzle, forcing it shut. For now, the thrusts from the other end had stopped, allowing her to force some of the semen down her throat, which caused her to gag once again, her body attempting to reject the disgusting liquid.



Before she could get all of the seed down her throat, Kevian, unhindered by the other adult, began thrusting into her again, causing her to sputter some of the semen through her nose as her body jerked violently from the resumed abuse. She was barely able to get the rest down her throat amid coughs and gags, but she eventually managed it. Her paws slapped against Kevian’s body before they were swept away with one arm, the badger still holding her muzzle shut as she shrieked from the continued rape. Thankfully it didn’t last much longer. Janus’s body was shaking with torment when Kevian finally finished inside her a second time.



As Kevian was finally pulled away from her, the badger then confirmed Janus’s worst fear. The adults were going to rape her, then kill her. Her face contorted with terror, and before she could react, she was being wrestled into another position. Desperate and terrified, the doe lunged for the nightstand, looking for a weapon to defend herself. Her first instinct was to grab the lamp on the nightstand, but she was yanked away from it before she even got close.



From the edge of the bed, she managed to pull away from the cruel, murderous badger, reaching for the tray that previously held their dinner, reaching for a fork or a plate, or anything she could get her paw on, but one arm was still firmly held, and all she managed to do was topple the tray onto the floor, plates and utensils clattering everywhere before she was forced against the mattress again, legs dangling and kicking in all directions as the badger worked his way between them, capturing her flailing arms.



“Please no! I’m sorry! I’m.. I’LL KILL YOU!! ..I didn’t mean to.. I’ll be good, I… YOU’RE DEAD!! YOU’RE BOTH DEAD!! Let me try again! Please!! Don’t kill me!”



The girl’s mind was a complete mess, shifting back and forth between anger and terror, though terror was the emotion that overtook the other as she suddenly felt that thick tip pressing against her tiny, underdeveloped labia, sore and bloody from previous abuse. She screamed immediately, and when that adult member, the biggest she had seen or felt thus far, forced its way into her thrashing body, her spine contorted in a most awkward manner, her scream cut off with a pained groan as her canal was spread wider, and wider, stretching and tearing from the size of her captor’s meat.



When she was finally able, Janus shrieked, her voice struggling to match the amount of pain she was being subjected to, a continuous scream echoing through the room and beyond, eyes bulging and watering, the 5-year-old’s world crumbling into an existence where she only knew the pain that was being inflicted on her at this moment. It was too much, and she could do nothing to stop it.



---



Julia was a bundle of nerves, her trembling paws moving slowly to her muzzle to protect her teeth the closer Red moved towards the couch, waiting with anticipation as the buck dropped his bag onto the table. She knew she wouldn’t like what came next, whether it meant giving her daughter’s kidnapper a blowjob, or something much worse. Suddenly she threw herself back against the arm of the couch as Red lunged at her, squealing with fright.



It took her a moment to realize what Red was doing. To her relief, she hadn’t had a chance to grab a weapon, so the buck would not find any. Without a reason to retaliate, she was hopeful that Red would accept her proposal, as horrible as her task would be. When he patted the space next to him, her expression was both pained and relieved. She slowly moved closer, but not close enough to touch her naked body against his.



When the ring-gag was dropped onto her lap, causing her to squeak in surprise, she stared at it with a mix of dread and confusion. She didn’t know what it was for and didn’t want to know. She placed a trembling paw on the object when she was instructed to put it on. She didn’t know where the ring was supposed to be worn until she started considering what Red had told her so far. He needed assurance that she wouldn’t bite down.



Once she figured out what the ring was for, she looked up at Red, muzzle open to protest before those glaring red eyes silenced her. She gulped slowly, bringing the ring to her muzzle. She had to turn and adjust it for awhile before she found the right position. With a light sob, she parted her jaws, having to open them uncomfortably wide before she could get the ring between them, working them around her incisors and closing her jaws as far as they would go before her trembling paws fumbled with the straps behind her head.



What Red said next made Julia squeal as she tried to voice her disbelief in the tight restriction Red had placed on her. She was expected to make him cum in 5 minutes or she would lose her teeth anyway. It had most certainly taken him longer than 5 minutes to cum inside her the last time he fucked her. It was clear, however, that Red wasn’t going to change his mind.



Julia moved her head down, not eager to get started, but she didn’t have any time to waste. Her face contorted with disgust as the smell of her own bloodied insides mixed with the hare’s musk, but she couldn’t hesitate. She moved her parted jaws over the hare’s member, pushing her lips past the cold metal to wrap around Red’s arousal.



As she started to move her lips and tongue up and down Red’s shaft, a disturbing thought occurred to her. Had he used this ring gag before? Had he used it on cubs, forcing them to do what she was now being forced to do? She didn’t have time to react to that disturbing thought, however. She had to keep going.



Her eyes shifted to an object being brought closer to her face. A camera?! She started to raise her head, but met resistance. The evil buck was recording this disgusting act, and promised her that she would be masturbating for the camera later. The doe sobbed with despair and anguish from that thought as she continued to lick and suckle on the evil male’s cock, trying her best, despite the thought of this disgusting act of self preservation being captured on film, to find the areas that the male most enjoyed having her tongue and lips pressing against. Her tears fell softly against Red’s crotch as she continued the traumatizing act.



---



The cheetah had taken away all of the black buck’s control over the situation, too afraid to feel those sharp barbs tear into his flesh again to do little more than follow the feline’s strong thrusts as he was pushed in and out of his sister’s tight embrace.  This however gave him plenty opportunity to watch his sister’s own torment by the other officer which gave him a small bit of joy.  If he had time to think about it he would probably be disgusted with himself that he was delighting in the torture and abuse of someone that he considered family and not that long ago had vowed to protect.  He wasn’t just watching it either, he was actively participating in order to do little more than be granted a few more moments away from his own pain and torment.  For the sake of his own thoughts however he did not.

 

As his small member was driven brutally in and out of his sisters bleeding cunt it was pleasurable to be sure but it wasn’t him doing it so it wasn’t enough for him.  The pain of being violated once again and the uneven thrusts bending his member in awkward positions wasn’t the largest aspect of this however as he could deal with that, he actually had begun to really enjoy that sharp contrast of pain and pleasure happening simultaneously.  What really bothered him was he had no control, he was a puppet for the cheetah to rape his sister through, and he had to watch the badger berate her for her outburst.  He was not the one forcing her muzzle open, he was not the one large enough to choke her with his genitalia, and he wasn’t the one that was going to decide how much fear she would have before the light left her eyes if that was ever allowed.  This was the worst part of the whole experience.

 

She did seem to suffer so beautifully though, payback for every time she fought what was best for her from him and their father.  She struggled as the battering ram of a cock bruised her throat, her jaws being forced wide to move those dangerous incisors out of the way, and Kevian had a front eye view of this.  He got to see the flesh push past her lips, in and out in a frantic pace before it pulsed and tensed in that tell-tale sign that he was already about to finish.  He could see as the member pulsed and her cheeks filled with the adult’s offering of seed before he freed himself from her muzzle and instead sealed it shut with his large paw.  The way that she squirmed, forced to not only taste the badger’s bitter cum but now no choice but to swallow it or drown in it, had him ready to fill her nether lips with his own much smaller offering of seed.

 

The jerk of a cheetah however beat him to the punch as he too seemed to have been very excited by the show that the badger had given them over the span of only a minute.  Right before the buck got to the point of no return the sharp barbs suddenly tore into him, the feline overtaken by pleasure and no longer caring to stick to his word.  It was a miniscule amount of time compared to his first experience with those sharp daggers on the officer’s penis but it hurt no less as they reopened wounds that had already started to try to seal and tore open even more new cuts on the boy’s sensitive walls.  Screaming out his pain and misery his whole world went black and red, the little bit of strength being dragged out of him with every new cut and splash of blood along the feline’s shaft.  If he had not been so close to the edge before losing control the buck would have surely passed out from the blood loss, if not been knocking at death’s door, but just as quickly as the man started he was done.  The salty shots of semen shooting into the buck’s bowels felt like fire to his damaged innards, but they sealed up those cuts just enough to keep him awake and aware, limiting the bleeding.

 

Ears flat against his head in pain and submission he panted noisily as he tried to regain his composure and awareness of the situation.  It took some time however as he missed most of what the adults said before the officer performed his last cruel movement, ripping his organ out of the boy’s damaged hole so that it could leak out the fresh wave of blood and semen to further stain the already ruined sheets.  Tears fresh in his eyes he grasped the little bit of what he had heard, despite everything he was still supposed to finish in his sister and now like the first time he was allowed to do it on his own.

 

His movements were slow at first, still grasping at his senses from the fresh waves of pain and the way his head was pounding from the loss of blood, further hindered by the fact that he had softened slightly during the experience.  After a few unsteady thrusts though he was able to look up at his sister, fresh tears matting down his fur as he took in her cheeks still holding the man’s seed as she still hadn’t swallowed despite everything.  He couldn’t believe it, despite everything she had still refused to swallow, and this infuriated him for a reason he couldn’t understand.  Taking that burning rage he dug his blunt claws into her hips again, shifting slightly to reorient himself and then started to slam his hips into her like he had done the first time they had mated.  He closed his eyes, pressed his ears against his head, and shut out the rest of the world for those few short blissful moments as he just drove himself into her again and again as fast as he could.  He didn’t stop or slow down until with one final thrust his hips met hers and he gave her the little bit of seed his immature testes could produce, still enough to coat her inner lips in the mostly clear fluid before he was finished.  He had done it, he had finished inside of his sister for the second time in one night, and he had proven himself hopefully to the adults now and maybe could get some rest so his body could recover.

 

He would have fallen asleep right then and there, but instead he was once again ripped away from his sister’s tight embrace and back into the arms of his kidnapper and rapist.  That little bit of control he had was gone again as he felt the man’s fingers digging into his fur to torment him and prove that the adult was not giving up his control.  As those fingers found his nipples to roughly pinch and twist them he arched his back in pain, letting out another scream of pain and frustration.  As he watched his sister turn angry, scream obscenities, and actively try to find a weapon he could only whine softly.  She was fighting them finally, but it was too late and they had all the power now so he couldn’t even bother with thinking of trying to help her with her futile display of knocking over objects before she was dragged to the edge of the bed.

 

Seeing what the adult was about to do he did have to grimace.  Despite his earlier thoughts he felt her punishment now was over and the act about to happen was just going to be a cruel display of how much they could hurt and possibly kill her.  The badger was much larger than anyone he had seen thus far, even though he knew his knowledge of the variety of genitals was very sparse and there were probably more adults with just as large, if not larger, anatomy.  He was very evidently designed to accommodate the females of his species however and not the bunny girl that he was preparing to violate.  Judging by the size in comparison to her small body he could imagine that she’d be quite literally ripped in two if the officer planned to use all of his length.  The way he spoke it seemed very likely this was the plan however as he stated very confidently how he had been looking forward to coming home to her. The word had rung very true about that no longer being a possibility.  He was about to watch his sister be killed right in front of him and he had no energy to stop it.  He couldn’t even stop the feline from using his body still as those rough pads kept him in an almost painful state of arousal despite everything that had transpired already and was about to transpire.

 

As he watched his sister’s sex opening up to begrudgingly take the tip of the monstrous girth he realized in a way he was still jealous of her.  She was still getting the preferred treatment as despite him working to obey the adults he had just signed himself up for many years of torture while hers was almost over with this final, violent act.



---



A broad, dark grin spread across Red’s face when he saw the defeat in Julia’s eyes as her gaze shifted away and she resumed the task of sucking his dick. That utter destruction of her spirit was delicious. He’d ruined her so much more than just physically at this point. Her pussy might’ve been a warzone following his repeated abuse of it, but it was nothing compared to what was likely raging in her head. A desolate wasteland without hope or salvation. Just like he’d promised, she was officially his little bitch. And next on the list was Janus.



The hare slowly leaned back with a sigh, keeping the camera trained at the best angles he could see through the viewfinder. He rested one arm along the back of Julia’s couch, moaning under his breath as the woman sought to find his most sensitive spots and trigger an orgasm as quickly as possible. Of course, after tonight, he could’ve easily exploded at any moment from any one touch, but instead he forced himself to hold back and draw it out, milking her desperation as time ticked down.



“Mm… Yeah… that’s it… Just like that, Julia,” he sighed, chuckling as he said her name. “You must have some prior experience, or maybe you’re just a natural. Heheh… No no, don’t stop… Yeah… keep it going…”



He’d initiated the five minute count-down earlier on his watch, to be certain of the time that passed, and when exactly four long minutes and twenty-five seconds had passed and she’d still failed to make him climax, he spoke up.



“Uh-oh, look at that, sweetie,” he said, shaking his head and clicking his tongue. “Only thirty seconds left, you better hurry. Think of your daughter.”



Just then his grin returned. Julia was horrified, and her efforts easily doubled. She worked so hard and frantic to make her rapist cum that she must’ve been quite surprised and relieved when, with two seconds remaining and Red in the grip of immense pleasure, he groaned loudly and filled her mouth with his seed. He felt her try to pull back, but a paw was already there to stop her.



It took Red several moments to recover, the buck panting heavily and shuddering with genuine lust. That had easily been his best orgasm thus far this evening and he was more than just a little satisfied. He was elated. Once his afterglow began to wear off, the hare set his camera down and grasped Julia by her muzzle, extracting her from his twitching organ and forcing her to look up at him. She quivered in obvious fright and shame, but he inspected her casually. Her maw was still agape and full of the semen he’d given her.



With one paw, he quickly unshackled the ring-gag and removed it from behind her incisors.



“Ah-ah--!” he warned curtly, forcing her to keep her mouth open as he reached down to pick up his camera and point it at her. “Now, swallow it for the camera, please.”



He knew she didn’t want to, which was why she hadn’t up to this point. Fortunately she was too frightened to spit it out either, and the gag had made that difficult anyway. Red waited with hidden excitement as he gazed down at her, mouth open, with a spotlight capturing that moment when she finally obliged. By now, he hardly expected even the slightest refusal from her, as just a look was enough to set her straight. This next trial, though, would certainly test her devotion to Janus.



“Very good,” Red congratulated, when next Julia’s mouth was pried open to see it empty. “Now… let’s trade places.”



Adjusting his grip to grab the rabbit by her throat, the hare forced her to her feet as he too rose. Then he turned to one side and promptly threw her bodily onto the sofa, where she bounced on the springy cushion. He left her to scramble upright while he positioned the camera on the coffee table and round it to stand on the opposite side where an arm-chair was almost perfectly aligned to watch. He simply turned the seat to face her and sat himself down, steepling his fingers in front of his nose as he watched and waited.



When several long moments passed and Julia still hadn’t moved, Red inhaled deeply.



“Whenever you’re ready, dear,” he said with uncharacteristic politeness. “You’re a woman, and an inexperienced one at that, so I’ll give you thirty minutes. Give me a nice money shot, and it’ll be the last thing you need to worry about tonight. So… go ahead.”



---



Though both Marcus and James were thoroughly baffled by the duality of emotion erupting from the terrified little doe, it did nothing to hinder their efforts. The cheetah simply laughed as the girl screamed threats and apologized for them in the same breath. He could tell when a cub was beginning to crack, but it usually happened differently. Whatever was going on in the girl’s head though, he couldn’t really care less. She would likely be dead soon, as Marcus was already beginning to force his beast of penis into that tiny, tight and disappointingly shallow little cunt.



After a false start, with his penis just prodding her entrance, the badger grasped the struggling girl and wrangled her into her back. He seemed quite taken aback by the girl’s language, pinning her against the bed with legs spread as he met her horrified gaze.



“My, my, my. You’ve got some shit poor manners, don’t you, Janus?” he said, butting his nose against hers for a moment. “I’ll just have to punish you extra hard. A final lesson, perhaps.” As he finished speaking, Marcus lined up his organ again and drove it into that tiny hole.



The badger groaned loudly amidst the girl’s inevitable shriek as his meat spread her to her limits and beyond, creating more rips, obliterating her shredded hymen and filling her birth canal. It was like trying to have sex with a bottlecap. Her hole was so tiny, that only the head of his penis could fit inside. But that was all it took to get Janus screaming bloody murder. He couldn’t wait to rip through into her womb so he could get more of his length inside her. Then, maybe, he could drive even deeper until he was fucking her organs.



Marcus grinned broadly at that fantasy, but a sudden, meaty thunk rang out loud, and his expression sagged. His body stiffened and began to tremble, but he stopped his attempts to further damage Janus’ innards, staring down at her with a stunned look on his face. His partner hadn’t noticed right away, but a gasp for Kevian caught his attention. The cheetah looked up to see his partner motionless and glassy-eyed with something shiny above his head.



“Yo Marcus, you alright?” he called to the badger, his assault on Kevian’s body postponed in favor of holding him firmly.



Rather than answer his friend, Marcus suddenly released the girl, leaning back and away slightly, giving her all the freedom she could ever want to scramble away. He then slowly, blindly and with poor coordination, reached up to the back of his head and seemingly tried to grasp at something. James immediately suspected something was wrong, but he didn’t realize what until it was too late. He leaned forward with concern for his companion, his grip loosening on the buck until he was able to slip to one side.



“Come on, Marcus, talk to me, what happ--”



A gunshot rang out suddenly, filling the room with a pop more akin to a tiny firecracker than a pistol, but it hit its intended mark, and was quickly followed by two more rounds. The first had struck James in his left arm, crippling it so he couldn’t reach for his own firearm. The second, punctured his abdomen and the last, near fatal shot popped his right eye like a grape and skimmed his brain before becoming lodged. The man screamed, stiffened, and then limply toppled off the bed, still alive but in shock.



Meanwhile, the badger was still standing, an axe protruding from the back of his skull. Only a moment later though, he dropped to his knees and slumped against the side of the bed. Behind him stood Madam Lepage, half naked in her transparent nightie, now ripped and stained with blood. She looked quite disheveled, like she’d just been through an ordeal herself before arriving, but in fact she’d been waiting outside for a while, biding her time to act. To take out both men, she absolutely needed the element of surprise, so while they had been abusing the cubs, the ferret used her knowledge of the hotel to gain entry without drawing attention.



It was a little known fact that all the doors in the hotel were capable of opening both ways, as a measure to prevent clients from barring themselves inside. So when she realized that she’d been locked out, a swipe of her special keycard disengaged the lock on the hinges and allowed her to sneakily open the door, catch the falling chair and slip inside. She’d had the fire axe already in hand, having used it in on few attackers on her way here, but she was happy to discard it in that evil badger’s head.



Still panting with exertion, the ferret stumbled forwards, dropping her tiny, pocket pistol as she scrambled onto the bed towards the two frightened and sore cubs, eyes wet with tears.



“April, Charlie!” she cried, grasped both of them to embrace tightly. “Are you two okay? Did they hurt you? Oh God, I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry, sweeties. I don’t know what happened, my security is still trying to figure it out, but it looks like a squad of plain-clothes police raided the hotel. They were killing--Oh God… I’m so sorry I let anything bad happen to you. I--I can never forgive myself. I just… J--Janus… Oh no!”



The ferret suddenly let both cubs go, rounding on the obviously traumatized doe.



“April--I mean… Janus--whatever, honey? What happened? Are you okay down there? Did they take it from you? Please tell me they didn’t… Oh…” The woman looked as if she were about to cry while she awaited an answer from the cub that might never come in her present condition.



---



Janus’s limbs flailed defensively as the badger turned her over, her legs kicking out to either side of the larger male’s waist as he pinned her down. Her heart was racing, and her tiny entrance still throbbing with pain from both the badger’s thick tip and Kevian’s inaccurate stabs and thrusts from before. Trickles of blood were rolling down the white fur between her legs and onto her tail, and her eyes filled with panic as she watched that huge, adult shaft lining up to penetrate her again.



“PLEASE N--!” was all she managed to say before feeling her labia stretch and tear from the badger’s rough, merciless penetration, toes spreading as she started driving her heels into the badger’s back, shrieking as fresh tears soaked her cheeks. Those tormented shrieks rushed from her throat like water from a fire-hose, her voice straining to keep up with the amount of pain the officer was causing her.



Janus felt dizzy. As the badger began to drive his tip into her again and again, darkness was slowly enveloping her sight. Her entire body tingled, muscles tense. Her inner walls clamped down on the invading tip of the male’s penis. If there was any doubt in Janus’s mind that she was about to die, this moment of pure torture erased it all. He was killing her. More tears streamed down her face as in what seemed to be her last moments, she realized that after everything they had been through, all the running and killing, Principal Summers had won. She was going to die in the most horrifying way, and there would be no justice for the evil villain.



On the edge of passing out, Janus didn’t notice the thunk of the axe embedding itself into the skull of her attacker. Her eyes had rolled back in her head, and for a few brief moments, she was in a state of blissful detachment from her current situation. Slowly, however, her vision, and the pain, began to return to her, though not to the extent it had been before. She shot up to a sitting position as the badger suddenly fell to the floor, her eyes shifting from the axe to the woman who had just saved her, and her lungs emptied in a moment of relief and joy to see the wonderful lady who stopped the badger from raping her to death.



The moment she uttered the names “April” and “Charlie” upon approaching them, the little doe suddenly stopped crying. Her face was wet with tears, but a strange moment of clarity had suddenly hit her. Her face was emotionless by the time Lepage embraced them, her eyes falling to the dead badger as she returned the woman’s hug. Anger was starting to build in her again, not just from what had happened to her, but the fact that the badger didn’t suffer as long as he needed to. She understood why Lepage killed him so quickly, but when Lepage asked her if they had taken her virginity, she only sat there, silent for a moment before finally speaking.



“I wanted to kill him myself…”



April’s gaze then shifted to Charlie. With the current crisis over, she remembered how it all began, with the young buck announcing to the evil men looking for them, letting them know that the two cubs they were looking for were, indeed, in this very room. For all they knew, if they had hidden as Janus wished for them to, the two cops might have moved on and perhaps never found them.



April stared at her brother until he met her gaze, and suddenly raised her paw and with all the strength her anger had given her, slapped her palm across the buck’s muzzle as hard as she could, much like he had done to Janus in the last motel where they had stopped to rest. She continued to stare at the shocked older cub until her attention shifted to the cheetah’s labored breathing. He was still alive! She also noticed Kevian’s pocket knife poking out from the cheetah’s pocket. The cheetah wasn’t the primary target of her rage, but with the badger dead, she was willing to settle, despite the fact that he had hurt Charlie more.



“He’s mine!”



With that, April lept from the bed onto the floor, reaching for the knife.



---



Julia cringed at every groan from her attacker. It was eating away at her soul to be willingly giving this monster so much pleasure after what he had done, and what he planned to do to her daughter later. Red’s crotch was wet with her tears as she continued to find the areas of his penis that triggered those groans that grated her tormented mind each time.



Not only was she forced to pleasure him, but she was on a strict time limit. Her heart raced faster with every quick second that passed, trying to listen to his pleasure and suggestions as much as she wanted to just shut him out. She whined pitifully as he eventually confirmed her most pressing fear, that she was running out of time. She began bobbing her head faster, breathing heavily as she worked her tongue and lips against that organ that still smelled of dirty sex and blood.



Just as she was starting to consider how she could convince Red to spare her teeth despite her failure, suddenly she felt both relief and disgust as the foul liquid shot onto her tongue and throat, causing her to gag as she immediately tried to pull back, but her head smacked into a palm that resisted her withdrawal as that horrible organ throbbed within her muzzle and spread semen throughout her mouth.



It wasn’t as much as it could have been. The hare had been spilling his semen into her body for what seemed like an eternity for the helpless doe. It was still much more than she expected, and she would rather have not tasted a single drop of the juice that signaled the peak of the evil male’s pleasure. Some of it dribbled down his shaft, but most of it remained in her muzzle. Even as she was pulled away, her head tilted back, she tried to work it out of her mouth with her tongue, unable to spit the foul substance out, but one look into those malicious red eyes told her all she needed to know of Red’s next command before he even told her.



Her misery in plain view of the camera, tears still flowing, ears pressed against her head, the rabbit made a few unsuccessful attempts to swallow the semen using only her tongue. The first time she managed to get some of it into her throat, a hard gag brought it right back up. She blocked the passage momentarily with her tongue, breathing heavily through her nose, trying to will herself to continue, forcing down a little at a time, until finally the camera captured her empty muzzle and throat, pleasing the hare enough to release her jaw.



Suddenly, an expression of terror greeted the buck as Julia was man-handled again, then thrown bodily onto the couch. She thought he was finished, but he seemed to be ready to rape her yet again. The frightened doe scrambled back on the couch, eyes clenched shut, legs squeezed together, her paw extended to enforce distance from her attacker as long as she could.



“Not again! Please!!”



She didn’t calm down until she heard the footsteps moving in the other direction, her eyes slowly opening to watch the monster take a seat across from her. For a moment she had forgotten what he wanted from her next, but as her eyes fell to the camera facing her closed legs, she whined with recognition. His politeness was wasted on her. She knew what he would do to both her and her daughter if she refused.



Julia began to sob again as she repositioned herself to face the camera, slowly opening her shaky legs. The fact that her private area was exposed to a camera made her cringe with embarrassment, but it was hardly the worst thing she had to endure this night. A quivering paw lowered to her abused labia. Thirty minutes would be enough if she could just get those frightening and disturbing images out of her head long enough to forget her torment, but it was nearly impossible not to see those frightening red eyes looking down on her, and feel that organ mercilessly raping her.



Julia slowly and gently spread her labia, fingers shaking the whole time. Her sore, bloodied vagina was completely exposed to the camera. Her eyes were clenched shut, but she could only see the evil janitor and his glowing eyes behind her lids. She opened them again, and stared at the couch cushion, desperately trying to distance herself mentally as a finger brushed gently over her clit, which was already sore from abuse. She tried to slide her finger into her opening, but retracted it with a squeal. It was just too sore, burning with every touch.



Every touch to her burning clit made her wince and clench her teeth, but she had to keep going. Nearly ten minutes passed without an ounce of pleasure, just the pain of her hot, raw flesh. After enough persistent effort and concentration, however, a small twinge of pleasure began to spread across her loins. It was just enough to overcome the burning pain and continue toying with her clit. She was both embarrassed and relieved. At this rate, she would be able to ignore the pain and build up to an orgasm in time, as long as the evil buck didn’t interfere.



---



The rough pads of the cheetah ran along the young buck’s fur to tease his most sensitive of areas with a forceful arousal that bordered on the edge of violence.  Kevian hated every moment as those sharp claws found his nipples, tugging and pinching them while the other paw stroked up and down his sheathe in a painful manner that forced his erection to still remain fully exposed out of its protective cover.  But with everything going on the damage to his rectum had been put back on pause as instead he got a front row seat of his sister’s sex being spread wider than it ever should at her age.  He could see the damage his much smaller anatomy had caused on her with his rough uneven thrusts, but the badger’s arousal would surely tear her apart.

 

He had realized despite everything he had done and felt over this torturous experience he didn’t want to see her dead.  He was still trying to wrap his mind around if this was truly because he cared for her, jealous that she was getting a way out of this nightmare, or something in between when his sensitive ears caught the sound of the metal thud.  He didn’t recognize the sound at first but he could tell the badger wasn’t acting like he was as he just stood there with that far off glassy look in his eyes.  Then the sound of metal made sense as he caught the glimmer of the axe that was now embedded in the officer’s head as he let out a loud gasp of surprise.

 

His gasp seemed to be the final clue to the badger’s partner as the feline started to get up to investigate, letting go of the buck just enough that he could slip away from that grasp.  Laying on the bed he just stared at the situation, wondering what just happened and who caused it before the sharp popping sound was heard like fireworks going off but without the bright flash of light that would usually accompany such things.  Those sounds made no sense to him at first until he heard the sounds of pain coming from the adult that had just been restraining him moments prior.  Looking over he let out out another sharp gasp as he witnessed the man falling off the side of the bed as his arm turned crimson with blood and the gruesome sight of the remains of the cheetah’s eye was splattered around the socket that remained.  He wasn’t dead but he might as well be soon enough with the damage that was caused by whoever had just fired a rather quiet pistol in the small hotel room.

 

Looking away from the man that now was laying on the ground crying out in misery and pain he finally got to see the person that had just saved both cubs.  Looking up at April he gave a sigh of relief as this sight signaled the end of their torment for now, almost as good of a sight as their father would have been at this moment.  In a way she reminded the black buck of Red, covered in the blood of the guilty and that wild look of vengeance in her eyes, which was very comforting to Kevian as he tried to move to more of a sitting position.

 

Looking over at his sister finally he frowned as there she was, laying there after almost being brutally raped for the third time in one evening and this time with the strong chance to be her last chance of breathing also.  He tried to ignore the fact that two of those almost three times it was his own anatomy that had performed the job to turn her virgin sex into the bleeding gape that it was now.  He tried to focus on the fact that he was forced into such acts, but he couldn’t seem to will himself to move towards his sister, let alone try to think of words to say to talk about how the nightmare was over and they were safe.  He let April do that for now, this older woman seemed much more skilled to console the damaged girl than Kevian ever could.

 

Closing his eyes tight for a moment he tried to tell himself that this night was over, that the men were dead, that they could go back to bed and forget all of this, and that everything would be alright.  In the darkness behind his eyelids he could start to imagine these things really were true, but the creak of the bed shook him out of those comforting thoughts.  Starting to open his eyes he grasped that Janus was heading towards him until his vision shook with the sudden forceful movement of his muzzle as he was slapped moments before the pain of the aggressive action hit his nerves.  This was the last straw for the young buck as he started to very openly cry over the pain rushing through his body, the warmth of his muzzle turning red joining with the feel of his torn rectum that had only moments prior finally stopped leaking blood.

 

He didn’t feel brave anymore as he just curled up into a ball and started bawling like he used to do when the bullies would abuse him at school as he just repeated the same word over and over again like a mantra.  “Sorry” was all he could think to say as he let the pain and fear pour out of him in wet tears.



---





Even though Lepage held Janus firmly against her bosom, she didn’t dare restrain the girl in any way. It was a surprise to hear the little bunny say anything at all, but in her obvious shock, the woman was baffled by the comment she made. Not that the ferret blamed poor Janus for her desire to seek vengeance. As she glanced back at the badger she’d struck though, Madam Lepage shook her head slowly and spoke softly.



“Oh… honey, he’s not dead y--” she started to say before the pink-haired cub suddenly pulled out of her embrace to strike her ‘sibling’ across the face in an act of rage.



Despite the unexpected nature of the assault making her gasp, Lepage couldn’t help feeling a tingle of pride and arousal well up inside her at the sight of the male’s abuse. She couldn’t help finding pleasure in hurting men, even when they broke into pitiful sobbing like Charlie did as a result, but she still had a role to play and quickly shifted her attention to the crying buck for a few seconds.



“Janus…!” she huffed with tone of disapproval as she cupped the boy’s head and nursed the spot where he’d been hit. The girl had been violent enough to trigger a nose-bleed, which quickly stained the ferret’s fingers before she suddenly had to address another concern.



The young doe, in her disorientation and blind desire to cause her rapists terrible pain, had lunged for the downed cheetah. Lepage quickly fled Charlie’s side in a surge of barely contained panic, grasping Janus’ little wrist just before she could grab onto the pocket knife she’d been aiming for. The ferret quickly wrapped around the cub and picked her up to cradle gently as she hushed her soothingly.



“Now, now, it’s okay, sweetie,” she cooed, stroking the bunny’s lopped ears and setting her down on the bed. “I know you want revenge. I don’t blame you one bit. And I promise you, I’m going to show you how to cause them the worst imaginable pain before they die, okay? First, I need you both to recover. Just stay here for a moment.”



Petting the girl once more, April let her go and moved to the groaning feline on the floor. Promptly, she removed his firearm and the pocket-knife, tossing the blade onto the bed next to Janus before grabbing James by the scruff and one of his arms. With a considerable amount of violence, she wrestled the half-conscious man around the bed and into the open where his partner still lay slumped against the mattress. With a forceful push and an angry kick, she dropped the feline to the floor and pulled the badger back to join him.



The ferret looked over both men carefully, disarming Marcus and stashing both guns by the door to the hotel room. She then unceremoniously yanked the axe-head out of the badger’s skull, partially to examine the wound to make sure it wasn’t immediately fatal, but mostly to regain her weapon of choice. Neither ‘officer’ were capable of defending themselves at this point, but she wanted to be armed just in case.



By the time she returned to the cubs, Charlie had slipped into an endless mantra of apologies, which Lepage met with a quick swat to his head. She grabbed his chin and made him look into her eyes long enough to say, “Man up, dear. We all make mistakes.” The woman pet him gently afterwards and shifted her attention to Janus, who seemed to be playing with the weapon she’d been given.



“Bring that knife over here, April,” she ordered bluntly. “You and I are going to neuter this asshole.” As she spoke she kicked the drooling badger, rolling him onto his back to expose his half-naked body with erection soft and floppy in the aftermath of receiving a critical head-wound. He was likely to die the quickest, and she wanted Janus to have every opportunity to make his final moments as mortifying as possible. “Quickly now,” she said encouragingly, grabbing the man’s half-flaccid member and jerking it to return some of the blood-flow and stiffness to it.



---



The entire time Red watched Julia struggle to play with her ravage pussy, he wore the most devilish of grins that made his glowing eyes so much more menacing than they needed to be. He couldn’t have been happier with how his plans had played out so far. Everything had be perfectly timed and executed. The poor, naked woman was so thoroughly shaken to the core that she was willing to finger herself and tease her bloody clit for well over ten minutes, until the arousal borne from her efforts was clear on her face.



At that point his grin grew wider before finally relaxing into a small content smile. He’d been stroking his own blood-stained erection the entire time, taking immense pleasure in the sight of Julia performing for him. He could only hope that in the future, she’d need and crave abuse in order to achieve orgasm, but failing that, the promise of an offspring to play with would suffice. Thinking about that alone was more than enough for Red to discretely climax again, stiffening as he dribbled meager quantities of spunk from his own sore appendage.



By then he gradually grew bored. He could tell Julia was close to peaking herself some twenty minutes into his firm deadline, but tempted as he was to make her fail his task, time was running out. So he waited until just moments before the pitiful doe reached the heights of her arousal before slowly rising to his feet to round the coffee table. He took advantage of the distraction her own bittersweet bliss caused her to sneak it close and stand before her naked body. Then, eagerly jerking his shaft, he worked up the urge to go and happily hosed her down in urine.



The response was most pleasing, but he didn’t stop until his bladder was empty, soaking her upper body and crotch thoroughly before stepping back and scooping up the camera to get a closer look at her shame and degradation. All the while he laughed. Then he sighed contently.



“Very good, Julia,” he said softly, he angry glowing gaze relaxed but no less intimidating. “I sincerely hope your daughter makes as good as slut as you do. If not, well… I’ll just have to send you her head in a box. Hah! Oh come on, lighten up, bitch. If I wanted either of you dead, you’d both be sharing a shallow grave out in the country-side somewhere.”



“Now… I’m afraid our time is up. Which means I’m going to leave. But don’t think for a second that I’m really gone. I’ll always be watching. If you go to the police, heheh… I’ll know. If you tell anyone about tonight--I’ll know. I’m everywhere you see,” he said ominously, leaning in and pinning Julia against the back of the couch. He pressed his nose to hers and forced her to meet his terrible gaze for several long moments, before adding, “Even in your dreams.”



Abruptly, he stuck out his tongue and kissed her lightly on the nose, then licked it and pulled away. “You stay right here while I grab my things. If you so much as budge from this spot, I’ll have to hurt you again. Do you understand?”



He waited only long enough to receive the answer he sought before standing up again and walking away, camera in hand while he collected up his belongings. From that moment on it seemed he had completely forgotten she was even there, gathering all of the equipment he’d brought. Even leaving the room several times. But he always came back moving through the area like a dark, red-eyed phantom, until he’d retrieved everything he brought.



By then he was dressed again in his stolen police uniform, looking smug as he slipped out of the living-room one last time. His departure was deathly silent, the only thing even suggesting he’d really left being the rumble of the engine as he fired up the cruiser and departed. Time was growing short now, and he knew there was no way he could return in time by car alone. He’d anticipated his visit running longer than expected though, and a crop-duster at a nearby farm on the outskirts of town provided him with the assistance he needed.



The vehicle with the dead officer inside was torched quite thoroughly thanks to a heaping stash of flammable pesticides and fuel found in the barn where the small bi-plane was housed, and he made certain to burn the entire building to the ground as well, to cover his tracks. As he piloted the stolen plane back into the city though, his focus began to falter. His vision blurred, his head throbbed and bit by bit he began to lose control over Max’s body. Time was running short in more ways than he wanted, and Dom’s tonic wasn’t doing a damn thing to stave off the inevitable now.



It was no surprise then, when the plane came in for a crash landing, just outside the city limits, striking the earth in a fiery explosion that was quick to alert the local authorities.



---



Julia was starting to become more nervous with every minute that passed without an orgasm. Even if she was alone, without that deplorable male sitting next to her and watching her.. even without the camera pointed at her loins, her mind was a mess of disgust and terror, making every second a struggle with her conscious mind to concentrate solely on what she was doing. Every sound, every movement, she had to stare at the couch cushion in front of her, and focus harder than she had ever focused on anything. There was a man sitting next to her who had raped her, and planned to rape her daughter, and she had to bring herself to an orgasm for him.



He wasn’t even promising not to rape Janus. He was only promising that it wouldn’t be the very last thing Janus would experience before being murdered, and she had to orgasm for him so that rape was as far as it would go. For 10 long minutes after that first twinge of pleasure, she was in a constant battle with her own mind to concentrate on what she was doing at this very moment, and every time Red’s weight shifted on the couch, her concentration was shattered, and her heart raced with terror.



Luckily, he didn’t interfere with her efforts, and eventually, she was able to concentrate long enough to turn that slight twinge into building pleasure. Once she was certain that an orgasm was approaching, she breathed a small sigh of relief. However, that relief didn’t last. Red had risen from the couch, which caused Julia’s every muscle to tense, and the doe’s pleasure to subside. She clenched her teeth, doubling her efforts to bring herself to orgasm. Whatever this evil hare was planning, she wanted to finish her task before he had a chance to make it harder for her.



Unfortunately, the doe’s mind was beginning to cave to the pressure, and her efforts were once again causing more pain and discomfort down there than pleasure, and before she could adjust her fingers to mitigate the pain, the hare had done something unexpected and disgusting. The doe’s body retracted with a squeal as the urine splashed onto her breasts, droplets hitting her face before the stream moved upward.



Both paws rose to block the male’s fluids from her face just a second too late, and by the time she had blocked the stream, the stream splashed downward, soaking and running through her fur to the cushion below. Her legs squeezed shut the moment the stream was aimed between them. Julia’s paws trembled as her attempts to block the urine grew more half-hearted, sobbing with despair. The only consolation, and what meager consolation it was, was that the horrible hare was satisfied, and finally.. FINALLY done with her.



The defeated doe curled into the corner of the couch, hiding her wet breasts and nethers, and buried her face into the arm of the couch, sobbing as she waited for Red to leave her home. Even after the cop cruiser sped away, Julia remained in the corner of the couch, sobbing uncontrollably. The evil hare was done with her, but Janus was stuck with him, and even if Julia played her part, there was no guarantee that Janus wouldn’t be killed anyway.



---



After April had slapped Kevian, it took her a moment to register that Lepage was addressing her by a name that only sounded slightly familiar to her. As the woman began comforting Kevian, a deep scowl formed on the girl’s face. In her mind, she was wronged, and she wanted to lash out at anyone, so when she realized that the cheetah was still alive, she was more than eager to take her anger out on him.



Suddenly, a paw grasped her wrist, and that familiar feeling sent a shock-wave of recognition through April’s body before she realized who was holding her wrist. She resisted with a light growl at first, trying to pull away as she reached for the object that was being denied to her. Once Lepage finally got the angry cub under control, and began petting her ears, April gradually calmed down, but that scowl never left her face.



Lepage’s promise of revenge was enough to keep her from leaping off the bed towards one of her attackers for the moment, but that scowl remained. Once the knife landed on the bed next to her, April quickly snatched it up, afraid that Charlie might try to grab it first. She wanted the knife now. She had to wonder now if things would have gone any differently if she had the knife instead of Charlie when the cops busted in. After a few moments idly opening and closing the blade, Lepage called to her.



April slid from the mattress, eager to punish the badger who had caused her so much pain, and made her put that thing in her mouth. She didn’t quite know what neutering was, but she would soon find out that she and Lepage had similar ideas of what to do next. She dragged her cast along the floor, limping and hopping towards the bleeding badger as Lepage jerked the cop’s penis up and down. Still, something seemed off about him, and April didn’t know what it was.



Before setting her sights on that thick organ that caused her so much torment, she moved towards his face. The badger’s eyes weren’t focusing on her. She didn’t quite understand what was going on, but when he didn’t respond sufficiently to a quick slap, April’s scowl deepened, grasping the knife tightly with frustration.



“Don’t ignore me!”



With that, April drove the blade into the badger’s arm, as deep as a 5-year-old girl could drive a blade into a man’s flesh.



---



The evening had been a quite literal nightmare for the black buck as even as the two cubs were saved from the police officers with dark intentions he was now forced to deal with his once timid sister turned blood thirsty. He counted himself lucky that with the torment that he had given her, even under the reasoning that it was forced on him equally as much as her, that all she did was strike him with an open paw. He had remained so strong so long but it had only made things worse for him so he didn’t feel like being strong at this moment, he wanted to be weak and comforted by daddy Red. Red still was not around however and there was no telling if he was away from capture, yet alone alive, so he had had to make due with the fact that at least Lepage was here. She was nice, and very attractive, but she could never replace the hole that Red had filled in his life.



Letting the ferret cup his muzzle he watched as he couldn’t help but to stain the fur along her paw red with the blood running out of his nose, but she didn’t seem to notice with her current state.  He could not tell if any of the blood coating her was her own but he could definitely tell that a large portion of it at least belonged to whoever she had to go through to get to this room with the two cubs in it. Sniffling softly he leaned into her touch just as the touch was removed as quickly as it was given causing him to fall onto the bed suddenly jamming his sore muzzle and nose into the sheets. Looking down at the red spot where his nose hit he couldn’t help but to let his eyes wander to the other spots of the bed where blood was already beginning to dry. The spot where the feline officer had been shot, the spot where his own bleeding anus has stained the sheets, and where he had extracted blood out of April’s cunt as he raped her. This last spot was the one that he concentrated on the most as the pain of his muzzle returned from the slap and the nosebleed as she possibly caused further damage with the way that she had slapped him across it.



He had broken her trust in two very different ways that evening, the first being that he thought he could outsmart or overpower those officers, the second being that he had helped them torment her out of fear for his own life. It was made worse by the fact that not only had he complied out of fear but he had enjoyed it, he had wanted to see her suffer so he could reach his youthful orgasm the same way that he had extracted similar pleasure out of the wicked. This was not the lesson that his daddy had taught him, he had taught him to punish the wicked, not be abused himself then punish the innocent, or at least as innocent as his sister was. This was not the promise that he had made earlier that same evening to protect and love his sister.



Focusing on these thoughts he could not help but to return to his mantra of apologies, almost screaming them as he tried to drown out his own thoughts. He had not wanted this to happen and he was wanting to make sure that everyone understood that. He wanted to make sure that April and Lepage knew definitely, and he hoped that Red might hear it too, and then maybe he could believe he could forgive himself even.



This self degradation did not last long however before he got struck for the second time that evening by a female that he trusted, just this time it was by a much larger paw which was surprisingly lighter as she just wanted to snap him out of his mood. It still hurt however, enough for him to blindly obey and shut up on the spot before he started to wrap his brain around the meaning in her words. He couldn't understand how he could be a man when he let everyone down this evening, but he did not want to argue with her when obviously she was trying to help, at least help April take out some of the aggression and revenge she was craving. He had to almost smile at the fact that it mirrored almost the first time that he was raped by a larger male and right after Red had come up to show him how to make that teacher pay. Now April will make this badger officer pay, with the same blade that he had taken so long ago on that playground right before they rode off with Red to safety.



Watching April sink that blade into the badger was the next step, the next memory recalling though that time he was the strong one and April, still known as Janus, was the weak one who had messed everything up by calling out herself. He did not have that blade the night in the motel but he had made due with the piece of glass from the television to teach that man to mind his own business. The last lesson that man ever learned.



Gripping the sheets he sat up enough to watch more intensely before he heard words coming that took even longer to realize were coming from his own muzzle.



“Yeah sis, make him suffer! Show him what happens to the wicked and unjust! Just save me enough of either of them to make sure I can taste my own vengeance.”



---



April was more than a little thrilled by the enthusiasm of the two cubs to reak their revenge. It was perhaps that moment in which she realized why Red himself had latched onto these two little trouble-makers. The delicious nature of their corruption and flawless indoctrination was too precious not to waste. By now, she was struggling to maintain her role, the one the hare himself had given her and to which she performed perfectly up until this point. It seemed rather for naught anyway, with both bunnies ready to mutilate their aggressors, but Red had been firm.



Where earlier in the evening she was almost innocently instructing poor little Kevian in the kinder ways of sexual intercourse, now she’d be teaching these two budding psychopaths how to carve up a victim in the most brutal ways. And she took to that role almost as flawlessly as she did the prior. The trick, unfortunately, was not to appear too eager to cut into these foul, loathsome men. Thus, losing the guise of teacher and revealing her own much darker secrets.



At this point her pupils technically could do no wrong, as there wasn’t exactly a precise standard on what causes more pain, so when Janus’ first reaction to the badger’s lack of attention led to her stabbing him in the arm, Lepage only smiled and observed. Specifically, she was looking for signs of consciousness, and she got what she hoped for quite swiftly with a third of the sharp hunting knife buried in his arm muscles.



Marcus’ eyes fluttered open and his pupil refocused, but his world was cut in half quite literally by a splitting headache that made the world spin and wobble. His arm was on fire and he groaned in agony, struggling to move his body. All of his limbs were heavy, full of lead and clumsy, and yet somehow through the disorientation and pain, he could still feel a tingle of arousal from his groin, where he’d been in the process of fucking that little bitch to death.



For just a moment he thought he was still doing that in fact, but it passed by like a fading memory as a woman’s voice spoke up beside him. He didn’t recognize the ferret, and in the haze of his bleeding axe-wound, he smirked at her and said: “Hey… babe.”



Lepage merely rolled her eyes at the stupid man’s attempt to hit on her.



“Looks like that’s done it,” she said dryly, “Good work, April. Now… Take the knife - the side with all those little teeth - and help me relieve this vile criminal of his--”



“Marc… marcus…?” came the groggy rasp of the cheetah who still laid prone on his back where he’d been tossed.



His head was ringing with the sound of a far off explosion that was all around him and never-ending. It was almost like someone had left a television on static with the volume cranked up. He could only see through one eye as the other had deflated and sunken into the socket to fill the void made by the bullet lodged between the inside of his skull and his bleeding brain. He was far from being unconscious, though. He was mostly deaf in one ear, but still mobile. His body failed repeated demands to move in any useful way, but gradually the cheetah began to right himself, almost like a toddler.



“Dammit…” the ferret snorted, then looked to Charlie still up on the bed. “Be a sweetie and keep at eye on him. Grab one of the guns, okay?” She waited for a response before redirecting her attention back to Janus to continue guiding her. “Right at the base here, okay? We’re gonna slice it right off, but if you want to take your time, I’ll certainly understand.”



---



It didn’t take long for April to recognise what Lepage was asking her to do, and she was all too eager to do it. Had the badger not helped to bury Janus deep within her own mind, she would have cringed at the sounds of the badger’s pain when she yanked the knife free of the evil cop’s arm. Instead, she barely reacted, moving to the badger’s side, trusting Lepage to keep him under control while she did her most agreeable task.



Her ears perked as the cheetah, unfortunately began to come around. Already anger was building up inside her from being interrupted. She didn’t want the other cop to have a chance to stop her from getting her revenge for what Marcus had done to her. Thankfully, Lepage seemed to share those desires, but when she instructed Charlie to keep the cheetah occupied, April turned to her brother with a scowl and a glare, as if to say “Don’t screw up this time.”



Once she was able to concentrate on the badger, she locked eyes with him, kneeling at his waist with the knife dripping blood while Lepage assured that he was just as helpless as the little doe was before the kind ferret rescued them. She grasped the knife firmly, but stopped short of pressing it to the protesting badger’s member. A smirk formed on that otherwise furious expression.



“Actually, I have a promise to keep.”



To the badger’s surprise, April placed the knife on the floor and took hold of the man’s penis. She took the badger’s erection in her paws, eyes locked onto the confused adult as she slowly lowered her muzzle towards his member. To his obvious surprise, April opened her tiny muzzle and slowly pressed her lips against the badger’s tip, and began to take as much of his member as she could into her mouth.



She only gave the badger a few seconds to assume that she was content with giving him another blowjob as she took as much of his large member in her mouth as she could. However, that was far from her intention. Suddenly the cub’s jaws clamped down, triggering a scream from her attacker as she dug her incisors into his flesh. As hard as she bit down, however, she was disappointed to find out that she couldn’t bite all the way through as she had planned.



April growled angrily as she bit down with all her strength again and again. She could taste the badger’s blood oozing down her tongue, but she couldn’t cut through, grinding her teeth on his member, growing more and more frustrated until she finally let go, angrily grabbing the knife and pressing it to the wound caused by her incisors. Her arm strained as she tried to push it through, but soon got the idea that she needed to saw back and forth to make any progress.



For now, she was only removing roughly a quarter of the male’s full length, but she would have no objections to finishing the job later. Once the top portion of the organ was ripped free, April could think of nothing better to do with it than to angrily throw it into the badger’s face. Her expression was one of pure rage. Her paw gripped the knife tighter and tighter. Blood was dripping from her chin, and tears from her eyes. Her breathing was heavy and angry. She waited for further instruction from Lepage, but she wanted him dead.



---



Charlie was content in watching his sister do her first true act of vengeance against their attackers, a little surprised to see the change in her after such a short time. Now that the anger had moved away from him he started to really think about how much she changed as he did not see the fearful timid girl anymore. Instead she was quite eager to exact her revenge on the one that had caused her the most pain this evening as their ferret tutor guided her on how best to make the man pay. Charlie knew very well that taking away a man’s genitalia seemed very adequate for using it in such a gruesome way as to force into into the unready slit between a cub’s legs, or under their tail in his case. With Red’s help he had been able to perform a very similar action on his first victim, the same teacher that had raped him back on the playground, so in a way he admired that April got to get a very similar feeling with the badger.



He was so intent on watching his sister he didn’t hear the movements behind him at first so by the time he turned around to stare at the cheetah he was already moving. Covering his mouth he was prepping his legs to jump out of the way of this adult that had over-powered him until he realized that this man did not seem the threat that he was before with his slow awkward movements thanks to the blood pooling in his head. The gruesome sight of his eye, or more accurately the socket where his eye once sat might have frightened him a short time ago as it was something straight out of a horror movie, but now it was a comfort to see as it showed how weak and vulnerable this man was.



Ears perking at Lepage’s voice he turned towards her and nodded softly before starting to crawl over to one of the guns. Before he could reach it however April shot a glare at him, causing Charlie to press his ears against his head in submission and acceptance of the unspoken scolding she just gave him. Fighting back a whimper he waited until his sister turned back to her former work before he grabbed the gun with both paws and lifted it as best as he could. He had not expected the considerable weight on a real pistol after feeling how light the toy ones were but he kept a grip on it and pointed it towards the cheetah who was still trying to get up and failing.



“Stop moving fucker or I’ll shoot. You are going to pay for what you did to us,” he said boldly only half expecting the cheetah to understand, let alone obey the order. He knew he was going to be a poor shot with the pistol as he had never fired one before but he figured with as close as the cheetah was and how slow he was moving he had a good chance of hitting part of the cheetah if he didn’t try to hit a certain area. He didn’t want to kill him yet though and he was just to keep the man from trying to attack or escape while he kept an ear out for what was going on behind him with April.



The loud scream behind him came out of nowhere and almost had him pull the trigger but he stopped himself long enough for him to peek over his shoulder and see his sister with her mouth around the badgers dick willingly. Unfortunately for the officer this was no pleasant blow job but a rather vicious bite from the strong incisors that rabbits are known for. He had to wince as he could see her chewing away, not able to break through just yet, as the man was obviously in a great deal of pain. He could almost image April doing that to him in her current mood so he turned back to the cheetah and just focused on keeping the gun pointed at him as he tried to come up with his own ideas on how to make his own revenge just as painful and fulfilling.



---



Madam Lepage couldn’t hide the huge, approving smile on her face as she’d observed little April’s maw engulf and proceed to tear into the badger’s helpless penis. She hadn’t quite expected such a vicious attack from the once innocent cub, but the sight only confirmed in her mind that Red was on the right track in corrupting her. The pink-haired doe was no longer herself, and frankly, the ferret could see herself in those angry eyes as those scissor-like teeth mutilated Marcus’ member. There was no doubt in her mind, that the abuse she’d suffered had forever changed the lop-eared girl.



Though the woman had to place a paw on the badger’s chest and keep him from rising as his erection was mangled, the man was otherwise incapable of defending himself. He howled in agony, which must’ve made his head hurt, since he reached blindly for the axe wound in his skull where blood still oozed steadily. Lepage merely slapped his arms away and checked one of his dilated eyes to make sure he was still conscious while April began to cut into and eventually decapitate the criminal’s organ.



After the bloody piece of flesh had been thrown at Marcus’ face, the ferret casually picked it up, opened the man’s maw and shoved it deep inside. She enjoyed the horrified look on his face as he gagged on it, groaning loudly in disbelief and disgust. It served the important purpose of keeping him quiet though, should he have the presence of mind to blow his cover and cast doubt into the hearts of Red’s little pets. As soon as she had discarded the man’s severed penis head, she showered the young doe in praise.



“Well done, April!” she cooed just a little too excitedly. “Oh dear… look at all that blood, though.” Lepage shook her head, grabbing the gushing tower of meat to squeeze it tightly and stem the flow. “We’ll need to be quick, before he dies. We should cut off his testicles as well. But before that…” With her free hand, she made a fist and swung it down as hard as she could on the badger’s exposed, blood-splattered sack.



Marcus jumped instantly, his entire body convulsing as he gurgled and screamed into the hunk of his own flesh lodged in his throat. Lepage grinned broadly at the response and looked to April encouragingly. “Go on, honey. You can use the knife too, if you want. Go crazy. You’ve every right to. This bastard deserves it. So make him suffer as much as possible.”



While she waited for April to act, Lepage’s attention shifted to Charlie, still pointing the gun he’d acquired at the clumsy cheetah. James had worked himself into a sitting position, propped up on one arm with his pants around his ankles and his erection gradually shrinking. He seemed to be oblivious to his surroundings and hyper aware of them at the same time, but what was clearly still nagging at him, was the bullet in his head.



With his free paw, he’d begun scratching frantically as the side of his skull, where the throbbing was most unbearable, like he might somehow gouge the bullet out. Instead, all he did was tear his own flesh and make it bleed profusely. His only intact eye wandered, taking in the sight of the buck who’d angrily snapped at him and was pointing a gun in his direction. James naturally scowled, offended by his sex-toy’s show of defiance, but his thoughts scattered swiftly and focused on his partner again splattered in blood and surrounded by the dumb little doe and someone new.



He squinted at the pair and growled.



“Hey… fuckin’... get away from… from…” he groaned, trying to move towards them.



Lepage was watching the entire time and her brow furrowed darkly as the crippled man tried to assume control of the situation again. She turned to Charlie with a most serious expression on her face, but gradually it softened into a sweet smile.



“Charlie, sweetie? Now’s as good a time as any to learn how to use that weapon,” she said, nodding to the gun he held. “Why don’t you see how many times you can shoot him without killing him. Target the arms and legs, and watch out for the recoil. Hold it firmly and make sure the safety on the side there is off.”



---



April stood staring angrily into the teary eyes of the badger who had earlier ripped mercilessly into her tiny slit as the severed organ bounced off of his face and rolled down his chest. Lepage was quick to scoop up the lump of meat and shove it into the badger’s mouth. This drew the corner of April’s muzzle into a smirk. She didn’t feel satisfied yet that she had caused enough pain to the badger to make up for what he had done to her, but it was still satisfying to be the one causing the pain and terror for a change.



She looked up to Lepage in slight surprise when she was praised for her violent actions. Though it was Lepage’s idea to begin with, and though she knew Red would certainly approve, even he hadn’t praised her so enthusiastically when she drove the knife into one of the scrappers. Lepage’s excitement was obvious, and it encouraged the little doe even further to continue the corrupt cop’s punishment.



The next thing Lepage wanted April to do was to cut off the male’s testicles, and from his fearful reaction to this suggestion, April could tell that it was an adequate measure of revenge, only she wasn’t quite sure what testicles were.. that is, until Lepage slammed her fists into the dangling target, causing obvious pain to the badger.



April scooted closer to the tortured male, ready to subject him to as much if not more evil than he and his partner had extracted on her and her brother. Before she began, she couldn’t help but mimic Lepage’s earlier action by punching that dangling sac herself. Though she wasn’t as strong as the adult ferret beside her, the badger’s pained howls were music to the tortured girl’s ears, but she wasn’t done yet.



April then leaned back, pulling her good leg inward and slammed her foot into the man’s testicles as hard as she could. The man convulsed, groaned, and gasped for air as the pain throbbed through his body. When April was satisfied, she roughly took hold of the bruised balls, and was about to take the knife to them when her ears perked to the sound of groaning and movement to the side.



Her attention was now focused on James, who was starting to make his way towards them. Rather than be frightened by this development, April’s muzzle widened into a sadistic grin, much like her new daddy, and she slowly stood to her feet, not running, but wielding the bloody knife and welcoming the other cop to approach. He was clearly in no condition to be much of a threat, and April was intent on having some fun with him.



However, when Lepage suggested that Charlie use the gun on the cheetah, April’s interest was piqued. She was suddenly curious if James being shot would look anything like it did in the movies. She had already seen enough brutality to make an educated guess, but every time someone had been shot on this trip, she hadn’t witnessed the impact directly. Her grin widened as she watched the cheetah, waiting for the inevitable bang.



“My brother has killed before. Maybe you should run.”



---



Charlie chewed his lip thoughtfully as he watched the man continue to move in a fashion that made him almost seem half awake, but it was more likely the fact that he was only half alive with the damage already caused. If he felt more in fear of his life he would have pulled the trigger immediately but this man didn’t seem to prove any more than a nuisance any more at this rate. The cheetah’s actions however seemed to have attracted the view of both of the females despite their own victim they were having their fun with. He hadn’t let his eyes off of the cheetah, just in case, but the sounds going on behind him sounded quite beautiful in their violence as the man screamed out in pain and horror at what his former prey were doing. Charlie loved hearing those sounds and hoped the cheetah would make similar once it was turn to start.



He didn’t have to wait as long as he had imagined for his turn however as Lepage informed him that he should go ahead and use that gun against his once tormentor, just to keep it to crippling shots. He had experience being on the receiving end of a gun twice now, the second time being burnt by the very same gun he was holding, so he was all too eager to try his hand at being behind the trigger this time. Holding it in both paws he kept a death grip on it while he first looked to make sure that the safety was off then looked down the barrel as he pointed it at one of the man’s knee caps and ever so carefully pulled the trigger.



With a loud bang the gun recoiled much more harshly than he had imagined, he almost dropping the gun as it knocked him back slightly. His hands and the gun itself were knocked into his chest with a thumping sound but enabling him to keep from losing it or pulling the trigger again by accident. Once he was over the initial shock from the kick he looked down to see that the bullet had missed it’s mark, instead digging into the side of the cheetah’s thigh.



Despite the miss he was even more encouraged with the knowledge of how to use the gun and remembering what the man had done before to his ear. Touching the end of the barrel carefully he could feel the heat coming off of it as he started to slide off the bed, keeping the gun pointed at the cheetah as he edged closer to him. “Remember what you told me when you first came into this room? How’d that work out for you seeing as now you’re the one that should be afraid of me. You are already dead but I can make your last moments Hell.”



---



When she heard the noisy pop of gunfire from the pistol, Madam Lepage couldn’t help but let a big, devilish smile spread across her face. The bullet moved so quickly that the instant she and the two cubs saw the flash, the projectile had already struck James’ thigh. There was a distinctly meaty thunk as it pierced his flesh and shattered his femur with surprising accuracy, then the cheetah shrieked sharply and grabbed a hold on his wounded limb, rocking back in forth as he wailed in agony.



All efforts to help his friend stopped, and suddenly the feline had bigger concerns. Like keeping himself alive. Things had gone to shit in a hurry. Such well laid plans had gone up in flames and now he might not get to enjoy the five thousand dollars he’d been paid. His partner, Marcus, surely wouldn’t. Not with his now dismembered penis head, which his continued to choke on while the ferret held his mouth shut.



That little bitch of a doe had even been about to neuter him at their guardian’s instruction, but after the attack he’d just endured, all eyes were on him now. Lepage glared quietly, but the cubs had decidedly different reactions. First and foremost, Kevian had earned a major boost in confidence following the shot that had left blood soaking through the officer’s pant-leg to stain the carpeted floor. He clung to the throbbing, burning bullet-hole, groaning loudly and angrily.



This wasn’t supposed to happen. The cubs should’ve been bloody and unconscious by now, fully raped with their fates in the paws of their rapists. Instead, he could barely keep his eye open, let alone focus on the children turned tormentors. He tried to shrink away a little, like he was afraid, which he well and truly was. His goal though was to lull Kevian into a false sense of security. Unfortunately however, the feline’s thoughts were hazy and scattered by the agonizing headache he had.



In growing anger, the man dug his claws into his own leg and growled.



“Fff… fuck! This… wasn’t th… the plan!” he hissed to himself. “Gimme that… that gun!”



With a loud roar the weakened man lurched towards the buck, hand outreaching with intent to grasp the barrel of the weapon. Before he could latch on though, the gun discharged suddenly in the bunny’s paws, instantly dismembering the cheetah’s thumb in a brilliant display of splattering blood and bits of flesh as the digit did backwards Somersaults onto the floor. James howled again and grasped one paw with the other in excruciating pain, trying to stem the flow of blood while his head reeled dizzily with adrenaline.



“Dammit!” he cried, writhing on the spot as he glared at the blurry image of Kevian still standing before him. “You… little shit! You… fuckin’... Sonuva…! Gonna… skin you alive, you whore!”



Once the man simmered down for a moment, Lepage chimed in.



“Wonderful shot, sweetheart,” she cooed to the boy, offering him a warm, approving smile. “You should have a few more bullets left there. Press that release on the hand-grip there and check the clip. Save the last round for your ‘kill’ shot. Doesn’t have to be a quick one, just painful.”



The ferret’s attention then shifted back to young April, who was still observing the carnage with keen interest.



“You’ve never seen a gunshot wound up close, have you?” she asked, softly, with a light-hearted tone to her voice. “Would you prefer to watch him finish off that awful man first, or would you like to relieve this badger of his man parts?” The woman winked at the girl playfully, giving her the choice. Marcus likely wouldn’t last much longer, but she was determined to keep him alive long enough for April to get her revenge.



---



April flinched slightly as the gun discharged, watching with a smirk as the cheetah fell to the floor. It was a satisfying twist to hear such agonized screams from the men who purposefully sought to cause their two victims such agony. April found herself entranced by the violence, her eyes gleefully following the feline’s thumb after the second shot as it flipped through the air and thumped onto the floor. She giggled at the cheetah’s failure costing him a digit, and leaving him screaming in pain once again.



She had almost forgotten about Marcus in all the excitement, until Lepage drew her attention back to the badger, still groaning in pain from his recent dismemberment. At first she was slightly torn on whether she wanted to watch her brother continue to put bullet after bullet into the stupid, vile cheetah, or continue getting her revenge on the badger who had harmed her more directly. Lepage seemed to be leaning towards the latter, however, and she did save their lives as Red had done many times already. The least she could do was not leave Lepage hanging.



April knelt and quickly took the badger’s sack tightly in her paw. She could feel the testicles tense as the badger groaned in pain, still restrained by the woman who had put an axe in his head earlier. She had brought the blade underneath the dangling testicles, and coherent enough to realize what was happening, Marcus began to cry. April watched the tears roll down his face, listened to his desperate pleas and apologies, but those apologies were as empty as Janus’s expression. Ironically any hope the badger had of empathy was lost when he drove the better part of April’s mind away.



“Stop? Yeah.. sure.. I’ll stop when someone puts an axe in my head.”



With that, April gripped the badger’s junk tighter, and immediately began sawing back and forth on the male genitalia. Any other day, Janus would have been grossed out by the feeling of that soft organ, and the blood beginning to dribble along her wrist as she cut into his flesh. The screams only served to encourage April to continue, tugging and cutting, straddling one of the badger’s legs to help restrain him while she went to work on the organ that had caused her so much pain.



It wasn’t long before the knife began cutting into what remained of the badger’s limp, severed penis. Soon enough, one ribbon of skin remained, and April finished the deed with a messy pop, slinging droplets of blood onto her face as it came free. April eyed the lump of bloody flesh in her paw before dropping it to the floor, and started to examine the shredded remains of the badger’s crotch before turning the point of the knife towards it.



“I want you to feel what I did, but you don’t have any girl parts..”



April then shoved the tip of the blade into the badger’s bloody crotch, burying half of the blade inside him before pulling back slightly, and jamming it further in. As Lepage continued to hold the screaming, thrashing badger in place, April’s knife stopped dead on the third thrust, the tip jabbing against the badger’s pelvis further inside. April began violently raping this wound with the knife, back and forth, letting the evil badger feel every ounce of agony that April could give to him.



The more the badger screamed and thrashed, the wider April’s muzzle spread with a grin. Her lips opened, revealing her toothy smile as she locked eyes with her second victim. Her first victim was fortunate enough that Janus only wanted to kill him, but April didn’t need to rush. She was in control. She was the one causing the pain and torment, and it was absolutely exhilarating.



---



Charlie stood at the end of the bed, the gun pointed at the cheetah that had abused him so thoroughly and cemented his distrust and hate of any law enforcement officer. He could tell this man was already much less of a threat than when he first came into the room as the round that Lepage had fired off had not only rendered him blind in one eye but was slowing some of his mental functions too. The young buck was wondering where the next shot should be aimed when suddenly the cheetah lunged for the gun in a mix of adrenaline and anger. Even with the adult’s larger size he was slowed considerably by the brain damage, enough for Charlie to move the gun back and squeeze the trigger just in time for the round to rip through the feline’s finger causing it to fly off in an arching movement.



The sudden loss of a finger was enough to calm the police officer back down as Charlie kept the barrel pointed straight at the man, ready now for any further strikes not that it seemed they were coming anytime soon. Watching the man laid across the ground holding his two most recent wounds caused by Charlie he could not help but to grin in a crazed manner at the newfound power that he had, even more so than when he had held the knife or even the taser. As he listened to Lepage and dropped the magazine just enough to count how many bullets he had left he suddenly got so excited at all the possibilities that number meant.  Without another word he stepped up close enough to the cheetah to be able to get off a clean shot without risking another attack and he quickly aimed the pistol at his chosen target.



The loud bang ripped through the air as the bullet found its first target, ripping through the wrist of the officer’s hand that was missing a finger. Without wasting a breath his next shot went right through the palm of the felines other hand, leaving a grisly hole through it to leave both hands useless as the man screamed out in pain and agony.  He didn’t want to waste any more time however as he had plenty of rounds and not enough time.  The next four rounds ripped through the man’s knees and then ankles, trying to disable the man enough so he could take another step forward as the officer was in pain and shock from the vengeance the black buck was expressing across the man’s now ruined frame.



Stepping closer ever so carefully the young buck touched the end of the barrel, hissing as even the quick touch singed the fur at the end of his fingers but this was exactly what he wanted as he lunged forward to jam the barrel of the gun right against the feline’s sack between his legs to start to burn the orbs hidden there as the fur singed from the warmth of the barrel. Grinning he kept his finger on the trigger as he stared the officer right in the eyes.



“You don’t need these anymore…” he said with a hiss before pulling the trigger to make the gun bounce on the sensitive orbs right before the bullet ripped between them to leave a warm wet hole at the base of the orbs. After, they hung there with a good portion of the skin and cords ripped asunder from the extremely close shot.



---



Beyond her continued efforts to keep the badger in place, Lepage could always watch with a most enthusiastic look on her face as both cubs, under her gentle guidance, proceeded to maim or torment their own respective rapists. Little April’s cruelty was especially exciting to observe, as the young doe sliced into the writhing man’s genitals with the knife, showing zero compassion even while Marcus sobbed and wailed in agony. In fact, Red’s newest protege was so vicious in her removal of the male’s manhood, that the ferret was beginning to have some trouble keeping him still.



Amidst the one “officer’s” screams, gunshots rang out as well, adding to the mix James’ bassy roaring as each bullet found its mark. It only took four rounds to completely cripple the cheetah, leaving him squirming on his back in pain and a growing pool of his own blood. The world had already begun to fade for him, as the life began to leave his body through the numerous new holes in his flesh, but unfortunately, before darkness could consume him, Charlie pressed the hot gun barrel to his naked testicles.



James shrieked loud enough to mask the messy plop of Marcus’ severed penis and testicles as they were dropped by the vengeful, pink-furred bunny. The badger was clearly stricken by the shock of being dismembered, but it was nothing compared to having the knife shoved into his pelvis. His body tensed in excruciating pain, but he barely made a sound except for a strained groan. At least until April began stabbing him repeatedly with the blade.



Almost at the same time, Charlie fired another shot to rip apart the feline’s own sack. Blood splattered in all directions and James’ body lurched sharply as he screamed, but he could no longer put effort into it. He was in mind-numbing agony, inches from death and closing in. His body was weak, damaged and bleeding out, such that he could barely breathe. And his partner wasn’t doing much better, struggling to maintain consciousness as his pelvic bone was struck over and over by the knife’s pointed tip.



There was little hope of survival for either man at this point, but all the gunfire had drawn unwanted attention. Only a few yards away, down one of the hotel’s corridors, another member of the Red Skulls gang who’d been frantically searching for his colleagues, came running as quickly as he could to the broken open door. When he shouldered it out of the way and barged into the room, the raccoon stumbled upon a most morbid, shocking sight.



“Guys, c’mon we gotta get outta… here?” he’d begun to say, before he realized what he was looking at. Both men were flat on their backs, with a buxom ferret pinning one down, while a pair of cubs were brutally slaughtering them. There was blood everywhere! “Marcus! James! What--!?”



The next word to leave his lips was drowned out by the shotgun blast that unceremoniously removed the top half of his head, splattering brain matter and bits of bone all over the room in a stunning display. For just an instant, the raccoon stood there in shocked silence, relieved of his entire brain with a single blast, before dropping sharply to his knees and falling over.



Behind him stood Mister Red, stained in blood with his clothing blackened around the edges and holding tightly to the hand-grip of a sawn-off shotgun before it promptly fell to the floor. He could barely stand and was moments from dropping to the floor himself, before Lepage rose sharply from the floor. Abandoning her task of holding down the badger, she immediately lunged for the unsteady hare, catching him just shy of landing on his knees. The ferret wrapped both arms around his bloody, burnt form and with her breasts pressed firmly against him, lifted him back to his feet.



“Red! Thank goodness… you’re okay!” she practically wept with relief. “You were gone so long! We thought for sure you were…”



“I’m fine…” he grunted curtly. “Are my little ones hurt?” He’d asked in a low voice, but where he could be overheard, Lepage’s answer was given as a whisper. As she spoke for his ears only though, the expression on Red’s face began to darken with rage. “He did, did he…?”



With a growing scowl on his face, the hare gently pushed Lepage aside and stormed unevenly towards April and her rapist. He stared down at the badger still clinging to life and growled. There wasn’t even a moment’s hesitation as Red turned on one heel and planted the other square of Marcus’ forehead. Then, slowly, he pushed down, baring his teeth in a vicious snarl as more and more pressure was applied to the man’s already fractured skull. He kept going, listening to the badger’s agonized wailing as his cranium flexed under the strain.



Only when Red was satisfied with himself, did he finally lift his foot and stomp as hard as he could. Marcus’ head popped like a boney grape, his brain squishing like jello and spreading out across the floor through the gaping hole in his skull. The bloody brain gore received a second stomp, but the rest of his anger went towards turning the twitching corpse’s flattened head into a messy, unrecognizable paste. The entire time the hare was deathly silent, only stopping to breathe in sharply when he’d had enough.



Afterward, he turned to the little doe, his expression softening considerably. He lowered himself to the floor and held his arms out to wrap around her. Of course, Red made no move to grab her. Instead, he waited for her to invite herself into his embrace, holding her snugly to his smoky, singed and blood-stained dress-shirt.



“I’m so sorry, sweetie,” he said carefully. “I should never have left you alone.” He cast a glance to Charlie as well, holding out an arm to beckon him closer. “Either of you. Come here…”



Though he had to wait for the boy to decide whether to finish off the cheetah or not, as soon as he had an arm wrapped around both cubs, his tone grew serious.



“Thank-you for watching over them, Madam Lepage,” Red said, not looking back at the scantily clad ferret. “Even if you couldn’t get to them sooner… I’m sure they would have died otherwise. I’m in your debt.”



“Oh… it was nothing sweetheart,” Lepage cooed in response. She tip-toed closer and hugged him from behind, offering a nuzzle and a kiss to the murderer’s cheek. “Besides, April and Charlie are very strong, just like their Daddy…”



“Is that so…?” Red quirked a brow. Gingerly, he let go of both cubs and carefully scooped up the five-year-old doe’s head to meet her gaze. “Janus…? Are you strong? ...April?”



---



April giggled as the badger’s struggles grew ever weaker, and her grin grew wider. Only vague memories of her first murder remained in her conscious mind, and if asked, she wouldn’t have been completely sure if she had actually killed before now, but this time, she wasn’t killing because she had to. She wasn’t killing out of anger or desperate to lash out after being terrified by the opossum. This time, she enjoyed it. She loved the screams, the fading groans, the struggles getting steadily weaker.. being in control of this evil man’s life.



Her body jerked at the sound of the door being bashed in a second time. This was a little too familiar, and turning to see another thug in the frame of the door caused her to rise quickly, her emotions conflicted between fear and aggression. For a few seconds, the doe was unable to process these conflicting emotions, leaving her frozen solid… until a shotgun blast, and the figure behind it came into view, filling the girl with absolute joy.



“Daddy!!”



Her injured foot was the only thing preventing her from running right into mister Red’s arms, and Lepage beat her there. Overcome with happiness, she never took her eyes off of her beloved kidnapper as he approached, and her love for him only grew stronger as she watched him angrily pin the badger’s head to the floor before angrily ending his life with a crunching stomp, then another and another.



At the slightest gesture, April dove into Red’s arms, wrapping hers around his torso and burying the side of her face into his chest, smearing Marcus’s blood against that white fur where it was peeking out from his torn shirt. Soon, the entire loving family came together for an embrace, and neither April nor Janus had been this happy since this whole ordeal had begun.



When Red addressed her directly, she stared blankly at the uttering of the name “Janus”. She was deep in thought trying to remember where she had heard that name, eyes wandering around the room for the owner of that name, but when Red properly addressed her as “April”, her eyes focused back on him, and her mind back on the original question. She smiled and pointed at the corpse of the evil cop they had murdered.



“I cut off his privates. He put them inside me and it hurt really bad, so I cut them off and put the knife in him and hurt him back. Madam Lepage saved us and let us hurt them, but..”



Her expression turned to a scowl as she remembered the events that led up to the two cubs being raped and almost killed, her head quickly turning to glare at her brother.



“..but they wouldn’t have even found us if Charlie hadn’t told them where we were. He was being stupid.”



---



As the warm barrel of the gun recoiled Charlie looked down in glee at the mess that he created out of the feline officer’s testicles.  With the close proximity not much was left of the man’s orbs, the sack lying open in a gruesome mess of blood, ripped skin, and severed cords and veins with the bullet itself wedged into the floor of the hotel room.  Pressing the gun against the severed skin he felt pure joy at the officer’s screams to pay him back for all the pain that he caused both him and his sister.



As the feline fell over from the pain and shock Charlie frowned as he just then noticed that despite his attention to try and not hit any vital organs this man was obviously at his limits where he would pass out from the pain if he didn’t go ahead and die first.  He had one last thing he wanted to do though and with the man as defenceless as he was there was no better time to do it.  Grabbing the man’s leg he quickly as he could tugged to try and get the feline to roll over onto his side, which was not an easy task for the young rabbit as the officer was almost quite literally dead weight now.  Seeing his target, the feline’s tail and everything that lay beneath he grinned in excitement and anticipation of what he was about to do to this man.  Keeping an eye on the man he frowns at the prone form of the feline, the ragged breathing being the only sign the man was still clinging to the mortal coil after the blood was draining from his body.



Edging the gun close to the man’s tail and his intended target, the puckered entrance to the officer’s anus, he was about ready to push it forward when like everything else that evening things didn’t go his way.  Just as the heat of the gun could be felt on the feline’s firm masculine butt the door suddenly burst open from the force of the new person’s entrance followed by calling the name of both of the officers’ names.  Charlie just gaped at the man as he tried to piece together how he knew the two officers despite the raccoon’’s regular clothing right before the top of the man’s head flew apart in a splatter of gore followed by the sound of a shotgun blast.  Before Charlie could even register that he should probably turn the gun towards the new threat instead of the feline that was basically already dead he heard the loud bang of a shotgun.  As the sound rang out he saw the top of the new person’s head explode in a gory fashion followed shortly by the reveal that the wielder of the shotgun was the last person he had expected.



The next few moments moved by like they were a dream for the young buck as he tried to piece together how his father was now standing there with a shotgun and covered in the blood of countless people.  The police officers had told him and April that they had captured him and he was good as dead, but obviously they either lied or Red had somehow been able to escape the officers.  So dumbstruck at the sudden change in the room from the addition of his father on top of Madam Lepage he didn’t know how to react now, nothing made sense among all the fear and violence that had transpired over a more than likely short time.  Staring at his father he didn’t even react as the larger hare grabbed the badger that had tormented April and without thinking started caving in the badger’s head with his large foot, the sound of bones breaking and crunching quickly turning into a wet squishing sound as the man’s head flattened into a red paste.  He didn’t even react when Red embraced April until his brain finally triggered that his name was being called as he was being beckoned also.



He needed to finish what he started though as without another thought he turned back towards the cheetah that had tormented him throughout the evening.  Using the last bit of rage left in him he shoved the barrel of the gun against the feline’s unprotected anus, pressing it in hard so that it ripped past the last of the defences and slipped in as far as he could get it before pulling the trigger.  As the gun recoiled the bullet lodged itself deep into the man’s innards but sadly beyond a slight jerk of the body there were no more cries of pain or misery as the man had slipped away into death before Charlie could give him that final farewell gift.



Leaving the gun where it was he walked over to the bed and crawled over to his family to be wrapped up in that warm embrace that he was so craving after everything.  He was content to just let the rest of the night disappear into memory for now, not wanting to deal with any more surprises now that everyone was back together.  However his sister, with her new personality it seemed, did not want the night to just move on after all as she blurted out his mistake about thinking he could overpower the two officers.



Looking at the glaring eyes of his sister he looked down and bit his lip as he spoke in almost a whisper as the shame hit him that she may be right, “They already knew we were here… I tried to put them off their guard… but they knew more than I thought.  They said they had already captured you, maybe even killed you.  I thought I could stop them, but I couldn’t… but at least I did something… she just hid in the bathroom while I tried to fight…”



---



The instant Janus responded readily to her new name, Mister Red’s glowing red irises shone just a little brighter. His expression however, remained unchanged. There was no doubt that the hare was pleased by what he saw though. All of his planning and careful execution was validated by the doe’s answer as proof that his new pets were progressing nicely in their gradual corruption. Of course, Kevian had been more readily manipulated, but that was likely attributed to his gender. Males were always easier to push towards violence. But Janus--or more accurately now, April--had been resistant and stubborn. So this new development was perfectly in line with Red’s machinations.



Already the hare was concocting his next move as he observed the two cubs, but after April proudly illustrated the horrors she’d had inflicted upon her and the vengeance that was exacted in return, she proceeded to accuse her ‘brother’ of endangering their lives. At this, Red cocked a brow, like he was shocked to hear that Charlie would do such a thing.



“He was, was he?” he said, turning to the older boy with a firm, serious expression on his face. “Charlie? What do you have to say?”



He waited for the lop-eared buck to offer his own perspective, then nodded slowly, as if thinking deeply. In reality he was grinning on the inside. His plans might just well have gone better than anticipated. It seemed both cubs were at odds with each other over their decisions made in the heat of the moment. And where there was a divide between ‘siblings’, there was the opportunity for rivalry and perhaps even competition.



This was quite interesting. An aspect of their new relationship he was eager to explore in the future. However, for now, he needed them working together with him, to avoid complications that might threaten his plans. Besides, the reality was, both cub’s response to impending danger was logical, if ill-informed. Had they known the whole thing was staged, they would’ve felt very differently. But as things stood now, he could tell just by looking into their eyes, that neither cub was going to trust a man in uniform after this.



The first stage of his scheme was complete, and now he could move on to the next. There was just one problem right now, which he needed to address soon before he no longer could.



“I see…” he said eventually, after Charlie finished his explanation. The hare’s glowing red gaze shifted between the two bunnies as he studied them silently for a moment. Then he offered them a warm, understanding smile that was purely fabricated. “The only thing you two are guilty of, is failing to work together. As a unit. A family. Remember, we’re all in this together. And if we can’t trust each other and rely on one another, then something like this will happen again. Do you understand, little ones?



“I need you two by my side. I need to know I can leave you alone without worrying about your safety. So we’ll focus on some trust exercises soon. But first…” Red gave each cub a loving pat on the head before he stood up again, his legs nearly giving out on him before he could steady himself. Then he turned to Lepage, who was standing to one side, quietly waiting for him to address her again. Before he did though, he glanced back at Charlie.



“You and I need to have a word in private, son,” he said to the boy in a grim tone, then immediately shifted his focus back to Lepage. “Until then, we need to leave. The police will be here with back-up soon. We can’t stay. Madam Lepage, I need…”



Red took a step forward and nearly plummeted to the floor before the ferret could catch him again, propping his frame up on her generous bosom.



“Don’t you worry one bit, my love,” she cooed, petting the increasingly uncoordinated male. “I have a safe-house in the country-side. Just a couple hours from here. I’ll take you all there if you’ll follow me. And… don’t worry about the mess, here. My security will clean up the stragglers, and the bodies will be gathered and burned. No one will know you were here. I promise. Please… come with me.”



Every bit the kind, understanding woman she’d made herself out to be, Lepage led the stumbling, disoriented hare out of the room and towards the elevator at the other end of the hall, beckoning for the cubs to follow.



“Bring whatever you can, sweethearts,” she instructed, “Don’t leave anything behind, okay? We’ll get you all safe again.”



---



Whereas a mere few hours or less before April might have felt sorry for her brother’s shame after what she had just said, her eyes were cold as they glared at him. She didn’t hate him, but somehow the empathy wasn’t there. Her eyes narrowed as he lied about the officers already knowing what room they were in before Charlie spoke to them, but widened as he accused April of leaving him to fight by himself. Somehow she barely remembered her own actions, except that her own plan was ruined when Charlie tried to act on his own, ignoring her in the process.



She was angry, mainly because he was telling half a truth, but also that there might have at least been enough truth to it that she could only react defensively, not realizing her brother probably felt the exact same way after her own accusation. She was just about to call Charlie a liar when Red seemed to believe him. No longer vindicated, April made a wordless protest as the matter seemed to have been dismissed without closure, then the cubs were both lectured on working together as a family.



“But..!”



Red was right, of course. They were both divided when it mattered most, and they nearly died, although April wasn’t quite ready to take on any of the blame herself. In her clouded, fragmented memory of the events that led up to their failure, it was all Charlie’s fault, and Red was assigning blame to both of them equally.



“But he..!”



Then Red asked “Do you understand.” and April realized she wasn’t going to be able to get her point across. She huffed and turned her head before answering.



“...yeah…”



April was frustrated that Charlie was going to get away with drawing the cops’ attention to them, but from Red’s tone, she knew it was time for them to attend to the more urgent matter of making sure the cops wouldn’t find them again. However, just as April had given up on shifting the blame to Charlie, Red vindicated her with a future “private discussion” with Charlie. This was exactly what April needed to hear, and her mind was set at ease.



Lepage told the cubs to take everything, and immediately April moved towards the badger, reaching between his legs and removing the knife embedded there. She gave one last accusatory glance at Charlie as she folded up his knife, which she intended to take for herself, and moved it to her hip as if to place it in her packet, only to realize she was still naked.



“...My clothes were torn off”



---



Once the words started pouring out of the young buck’s mouth they didn’t stop until he had finished his personal take on the evening, or at least the start of it. As he looked up at his adopted father he couldn’t hide the fact he was half ashamed of his own actions backfiring so greatly and half upset at his sister for actively trying to blame everything on him. He had at least tried, she did nothing but scream up until the point that Lepage had come into the room to save the both of them. But instead of expressing sympathy for the fact that they had shared yet another traumatic experience, or accepting they both had messed up she had decided to throw him under the bus and thus he had retaliated in defensiveness. He had been fully willing to forget and move on, but she had slapped him again in a worse way than he had been struck before it felt like.



At least daddy Red seemed to understand it looked like as he expressed his opinions on the matter and remained adamant despite her protests. Charlie knew he had messed up, he was willing to own up to that, but he was not going down as the sole reason for the nightmares that had transpired and Red seemed to be on the same path. It was enough to let his shoulders relax as he just nodded in acceptance and avoided the look of his dear sister’s infuriated expression. Because of this he didn’t even notice her grin at the fact that despite everything Red still said he had to have a private discussion between the two of them to discuss things.



If he had seen her expression he might have had doubt that this conversation was anything to be worried about. Instead he just assumed it was going to be another lesson on how to handle being an individual who was able to make the villains of the world see justice instead of being another victim. Maybe how he could have overpowered the two men tonight if there had been time beforehand to learn and master whatever lesson daddy wished to teach.



The discussion of blame having been put to rest and the talk of lessons to be taught on hold it was back to the immediate concern that they needed to get out of the room sooner rather than later. The two officers that had attacked them were dead, but that was only a fraction of the men that were after them and even at best it had only bought them time that they should not squander. They needed to get together what they could and get out of the hotel they had thought to be a safe haven, though this time it seemed they were going to be leaving with a new ally as it sounded like Lepage was at least going to make sure they got to their destination safely. He hoped she would stick around longer, but he knew she had other obligations to tend to like the hotel she owned that had just come under attack by an infestation of corrupt cops. It was however not the time to find out how long she was going to be around as he needed to be smart and grab everything.



He knew April still had the knife so he didn’t think of grabbing that, but he knew the feline officer would have much more to give him. Hopping off the bed he inspected the lifeless mass before him and gave the feline a hard kick just to confirm that this man truly was dead before he started digging through the various pockets on the man’s uniform. Not surprisingly the officer didn’t seem to have anything on him as identification beyond the badge that he had worn so proudly on the uniform. However the man had prepared for a struggle or something as Charlie was able to free from the corpse a magazine for the pistol looking to be full, a pair of handcuffs, a can of pepper spray, and the taser that the feline had taken off of him. Content that the officer didn’t have anything else on him that would have been of value for their escape and survival he stuffed them into the pockets on his cargo shorts before heading towards the door.



As he neared the door he looked back at the dead officer’s uniform before rushing back to rip the badge off the man’s uniform and stuff it into his shorts also.



“I’m ready daddy, Madam Lepage, let us go..” he said softly as he just wanted out of there now before anything else horrible happened.



---



As much as Red wanted to observe to cubs following their traumatizing experience, his head was ringing painfully now. Just walking was a struggle that took all of his concentration and Lepage’s eager assistance. The service elevator wasn’t as far as the main one, but guiding the increasingly clumsy hare into it was an ordeal for the buxom ferret. Especially since her attention was divided between the task and ensuring the cubs were following. April in particular had voiced a concern about her lack of attire.



“It’s okay, sweetie,” she reassured the doe, “We’re going straight to the basement. No one will see you, I promise. We can find some clothes for you at the safe-house. Now… come along.”



With a grunt, Madam Lepage pressed Red against the elevator wall for support. She waited for Charlie and April to follow them inside, and then pressed the button for the basement, using a special key to give her administrative access. The doors promptly closed and the car lowered swiftly from the top floor to the bottom.



As soon as the doors opened again, Madam Lepage was already shuffling forward, hobbling the weakening buck towards a singular, fire-engine red, antique pick-up truck sitting in the ferret’s personal parking space.



“Quickly now, little ones,” she ushered to the cubs, practically dragging Red to the passenger-side door so he could climb into his seat.



From little April and Charlie’s perspective, Mister Red appeared to be suffering from physical injury, but in reality, the hare was losing control. Bit by bit, though he clung to power like a feral beast. Slowly but surely Max was returning, the drunkard always slow to rouse after night of blackout drinking.



That he was able to maintain consciousness for the entire journey out of town was a miracle, but when they finally arrived at a quaint little farmhouse in the country, he felt himself take a turn for the worst. There wasn’t much time left. So with what little strength he had remaining, Red forced his body to move, exiting the truck and calling after the cubs.



“April, Charlie,” he groaned tensely through clenched teeth.



“Red, sweetie, hold on, you’re not--” Lepage started to say, but stopped when she saw the hare’s glowing glare. With a small chuckle she sighed. “Very well. Come along you two. There’s someone special I’d like you to meet.”



---



Satisfied with Lepage’s promise of new clothing, April was about to join the adults when she noticed Charlie digging through the cheetah’s pockets. Though she didn’t admit it openly, it was a good idea. April located the badger’s pants and belt. The belt contained a few interesting weapons. Namely, another gun. April had never used a gun before, and didn’t remember Lepage’s instructions to Charlie earlier, but she was more than happy to take it.



Also among the officer’s items was a spray bottle. Curious, April pointed the spray at the dead badger and tapped the valve. A strange powder stuck to the officer’s already blood-stained fur, and left a small cloud behind. A few particles of the substance managed to enter April’s sensitive nose, and she was subjected to a short coughing fit. When it was over, she realized how useful that could be.



Finally there was a yellow device that looked exactly like the one that Charlie had dropped on the floor before. She didn’t know what it was for, assuming it was another kind of gun. Whatever it was, if Charlie had one, she wanted one. When she turned to see what else Charlie had taken, everyone had already gone through the door except for Lepage who was standing there, motioning for April to get moving.



April quickly gathered the new weapons and her knife in her arms, and the naked little doe moved quickly to the door, and followed behind the two adults into the elevator, and then through the basement parking garage to the pickup waiting for them. Her eyes were almost exclusively on Red. He wasn’t looking too good at all. Had he been shot?



She was about to ask what was wrong when she noticed Charlie getting into the truck behind Red. She scowled lightly. Charlie was going to get to sit next to daddy while she had to sit by the door. April dumped the contents of her arms onto the floor of the truck before climbing into the seat next to Charlie. The three bunnies were shoulder to shoulder in the cab as Lepage climbed into the driver seat and drove off, squeezed between her brother and the door. It was uncomfortable, but it was more than worth it to get away from the place they had been attacked.



Once they arrived, seeing how hurt Red seemed to be as he was helped from the vehicle, her eyes remained on him. He didn’t look well at all. April’s heart began to throb at the thought of losing her father and protector. Was he going to die?



“D-Daddy don’t d.. Hah!...”



April clutched the sides of her head suddenly in pain. Though she didn’t realize it, that nervous little doe inside her was trying to surface much as Max was. April remained in control, however, and once she realized this wasn’t Lepage’s house--that they were going to meet someone new, April turned to the truck. At this moment she trusted no-one but the three she was traveling with. Not about to take the chance that someone else would try to harm her, she looked through her choice of weapons.



With no pockets, she could really only take one weapon. She didn’t know much about using either of the guns, and the knife was woefully short range compared to the spray. She picked up the can of mace and continued to follow the two adults into the house.



---



Following closely behind his adopted father and Madam Lepage he focused entirely on the task ahead of him and the fact that they desperately needed to get out of there.  Of the four of them the only one that did not have a series of fresh new injuries was the female ferret.  He had to admire her that she not only seemed to be the owner of what was a profitable hotel, but could stand up for herself and those around her just as well as Mister Red.  Judging by the fact that Red was being supported by her at the moment brought even further clarity to this thought as she clearly seemed to be the savior for at least this portion of the journey.



Looking at the walls of the hotel as they made it downstairs he soaked in all the damage that had been done around them.  These police officers had done so much more than torment two cubs in their solitary room it seemed judging by the state of the floor they had been on, streaks of blood evident on the floor and the walls decorated with what looked to be a mix of blood, slits caused by a knife or other sharp object, and general disorder and vandalism.  The inside of the elevator didn't look to be much better as he took in the scent of death mixed with the pungent smell of the officers' musk as they obviously had taken this same path to get to the cubs.  He could not imagine what the rest of the hotel looked like but he imagined it was that much worse based on the state that Red was in and what Lepage had told them.  That is when it clicked with him that because of them she was now on the run too and even if she wasn't she had not only the police but her own customers to talk to.  He wondered briefly before the elevator doors finally opened if because of them she was going to lose everything she had.



He did not have time to focus on this however as they rushed to the rather ancient looking truck, very unlike the standard of class the rest of building seemed to offer, and he got in as quickly as he could behind Red.  Squeezing in he was oblivious to how this made his now much more energetic sibling feel or her presence at all until there was the loud clang of her gear being dumped onto the floor of the truck.  Looking over he smiled at her briefly until her glare made him turn away and instead look at his feet and at the same time everything that he had gathered.  It looked very close to many of the same objects that he had found on the feline that he had looted, much of it he assumed was standard issue for police officers, or at least corrupt ones that rape children.  He was happy at least that maybe between the items that they both had now that it was very possible that the next encounter would go better and they wouldn't need to be saved again.  He'd have to ask for some lessons on how to properly use a gun however, as he had felt twice now how much one could hurt, but thus far he had only used his on a rather weakened attacker.  Unlike the knife that weapon didn't rely on him being bigger or stronger than his attackers, bullets still maimed and killed the same.



For the rest of the trip he focused on his feet, paying little attention to what was going on around him as his mind wandered between weapon lessons, what to do about his sister now that she seemed to have grown a backbone, and what daddy wanted to talk about.  He knew he had messed up with the hotel room, but it was totally unfair for her to put all the blame on him when they should have been working together to save themselves.  Her plan would have failed the same as his, it just would have taken them a little longer to find the two cubs and he doubted they would have had the element of surprise he was hoping to have had.  He wished she would understand how sorry he was and at the same time how furious it made him that she acted like she had done nothing wrong.  It might have just been the fact that the two of them had barely survived the attack, but it was still ultimately unfair and he hoped that their adopted father would understand that so they could move past this.  Either that or he would have to find another way to make her understand that he was in the right and she should be looking up to him as a big brother rather than an enemy.  He afterall had done so much to protect them while she had messed up time after time, she did nothing on the playground to protect herself while he and Red had to save her, at the motel she had cried out forcing him to have to kill a man to protect them, and at the hotel she had run away like a weak bitch.



Before he could get much further into his thoughts the truck stopped and before he knew it Lepage and Red were rushing out like their lives depended on it.  It was possible Red was more injured than he let on, but things still seemed off about the whole ordeal.  Following April's actions he too grabbed a weapon, but where she went for the safe option with the mace he clung to the gun with both paws as he hopped out of the truck and towards the two adults.



---



With the sun high in the sky now, Red was squinting and scowling as he struggled to navigate himself towards the farmhouse that Lepage had set-up as a safe place for him to lay low. His head was throbbing so bad now that he couldn't see straight, which led to him stumbling and nearly tripping over his own feet until his two little pets came to either side. The hare was in too much pain to properly analyze the mental states of the cub's he'd be steadily grooming and corrupting, but he at least identified their weapons of choice, which was a good indication of how unsafe they felt. And what he saw made him grin and chuckle softly as he wrapped an arm around each of them.



“It's alright, little ones…” he groaned, guiding them to the front steps of the house, “We’ll be… much safer here. This is a--hah… a safe-house. Only Lepage and m… myself know about it.”



By the time he reached the top of the stairs, Red was breathing heavily. His legs were barely supporting him before he threw himself against the wall for support. Lepage was already there and fussing with half a dozen locks lining one side of the door. The ferret was muttering to herself in frustration, eventually banging on the hardwood door an barking at whoever was inside.



“This is no time for games, pumpkin!” she hollered, “Open the door, we have guests! You don't want to make Mister Red mad, do you?”



There was a moment of silence that followed, with Lepage standing impatiently, paws on her luscious hips, then suddenly the locks began to disengage one after another in a hurry. At that the ferret smiled smugly and waited until the last lock had clicked. Then, suddenly the door swung open to reveal a younger ferret, every bit as curvaceous as her mother and grinning from ear to ear.



“The Mister Red?!” she nearly shrieked with excitement. The seven-year-old girl was dressed very scantily in just a pair of black panties and a button up nightie that was as transparent as the one Janus had worn before the attack. Of course the beaming cub had it completely unbuttoned to expose her flat chest. She clearly had no issues with modesty and she jumped over the threshold and gave her mother a big hug.



“Hi, mommy!” she chirped before stepping back to observe the whole group. Right away she spotted April and Charlie and seemed to brighten up even more. She practically squealed with joy as she said, “Ah! You brought friends! Hi! My name's Dolly! Nice to meet you!”



Almost immediately the giddy ferret threw herself at the traumatized cubs, but Red's arm quickly cut across her path and stopped her short rather roughly. He tossed her back a few feet, causing her to stumble into the doorframe. And she giggled the whole way, like the hare was just playing a game. Her attention shifted to him then.



“Heeheehee, sorry! I haven't had anyone to play with in aaaaages! C’mon in, everyone! Lemme show yah around!” With a big wave of her arm the half-naked girl retreated back into the house, followed by Lepage and shortly after, Red.



The hare made a beeline for the nearest chair, collapsing into it just in time before his legs finally gave out. He wheezed breathlessly for a few moments and then called to his pets, demanding their presence. And only when they were both in front of him did he address them properly.



“April, Charlie… We'll be staying here for a couple nights. I won't leave you again, so you'll be safe. Lepage and I are going to make sure of that. But I need you both to be on your best behavior while we're here. After that… fiasco at the hotel, we can't take anymore chances. You need to trust me completely and do as I say, understood?”



He waited for their acknowledgement before continuing: “April, you can go play with Dolly for now. She'll get you settled and pick out some clothes for you. Gather your things. You'll be staying with her in her room tonight. Play nice… Charlie, you and I need to have a discussion about what happened at the hotel. In private. We'll talk in the bathroom.”



With a groan, Red slowly rose from his seat and began to make his way there. As he did so, he added with a wave of his arm, “Bring the chair. There's some rope in the bottom drawer in the kitchen. Bring that as well. No questions. I'll explain later.” Grunting with every step, the hare left the cubs alone in the front foyer and headed straight to the first floor bathroom.



---



April eagerly followed beside Red, canister of mace clutched in her paw. She didn’t know what awaited them inside the farmhouse, but she was prepared for the worst after her recent experience. In her mind, there could essentially be a cop behind every corner, door, bush.. Her eyes scanned the area thoroughly, ears twitching at the slightest movement. A part of her almost hoped that one would show up so that she could spray that horrible stuff into the cop’s face and help her new family punish and kill the intruder. Almost. The rest of her was still rather tired from the ordeal and just wanted to get inside and rest.



April calmed down immediately as Red wrapped an arm around her. There was little more reassuring than daddy’s embrace. She remained pressed against him for as long as possible, until he propped himself against the wall, waiting for Lepage to get the door open. Someone was inside daddy wanted them to meet. Both he and Lepage already knew this mystery person. She had been given more than one assurance that it was safe.



When the door finally opened, April’s muzzle opened slightly in both shock and confusion. It wasn’t just that the mystery person was a little girl about her own age, but she seemed completely comfortable with showing off most of her young body. April vaguely recalled being uneasy with her own lack of attire, though that feeling seemed to have faded away. Perhaps she had just gotten so used to being without clothing that it didn’t bother her as much anymore? She still wanted to get some clothes on, however, and the other girl’s casual half-nudity, seemingly by choice, was quite strange.



When Dolly lept from the steps and ran towards the two other cubs, April barely reacted. It was sudden and un-nerving, but with daddy nearby and the canister of mace in her paw, she knew this little ferret wouldn’t give her any trouble. Red’s arm caught her a foot from her target and pushed her away. April had almost involuntarily taken one step back, but her expression hadn’t changed.



Her eyes remained on the half naked youth until instructed to move. She followed the adults inside, eyeing the modest farm house, focusing on every little place a cop might be hiding, even though with all the locks on the front door, it was highly unlikely anyone could have gotten in. She was quick to answer Red’s call as he sat in the chair, and a smile formed on her muzzle with the best news she had heard in a long time. Red was here to stay. He wasn’t going to leave her and Charlie alone again. She was content now that no cop was getting near them again as long as daddy was there to fight them off. Charlie wouldn’t have a chance to screw up and let the cops inside.



She didn’t have to be told to trust daddy. He was very good at protecting his cubs. She was ready to follow him blindly wherever he led her. For now, all she had to do was settle in and spend some time with the little ferret.



“Give me one sec.. Got any bags or something?”



April went into the kitchen and opened a drawer where there were empty grocery bags bundled up inside. While she was separating one bag from the rest, her ears perked as Red instructed Charlie to follow him into the bathroom for a private discussion. She was sure this meant he was going to be punished for letting the cops know where they were, and he certainly deserved it, though the request for rope puzzled her to no end. Once they disappeared into the bathroom, April proceeded out to the truck.



April gathered the weapons that she and Charlie had looted from the dead cops and piled them into the grocery bag. She brought them inside, and placed them up onto the kitchen table. After that, she was ready to follow Dolly into her room. She wasn’t worried about the strange ferret girl, but still kept the canister of mace in her paw. She would want to keep that with her, just in case.



---



Very similar to his sister the black buck was on edge also after the most recent events, gripping the gun tightly with both paws, partially so he could even lift the weight of the gun as it was almost comically big in his small paws.  He still thought himself the better prepared of the two of them as he had brought a weapon that could kill a cop, not whatever that substance was that only irritated his nose that his sister had decided to carry.  Despite her actions after her most recent rape he still discounted her as the weak little girl that he had seen mess up time and time again causing him and daddy to clean up her messes.  Just like what happened in the motel where he was forced to kill the overly curious owner of the establishment as there was no other choice after she decided to blow their cover by screaming.



The rather short walk however was uneventful as they got to the door and had to wait for the plethora of locks on the door to unlock, especially as the lovely lady ferret gave up and instead called to someone else inside of this hideout.  He leaned around corners expecting someone to be rushing them like in all of those action and horror movies he shouldn’t have been allowed to watch, but unlike those works of fiction they had been able to wait in silence and seclusion instead of getting in the door just as the villain reaches out to grab them.  With as many locks as there were on the door and the frustration the ermine was facing getting them all open he was not worried at all about an enemy being on the other side of the door.



Once the door was open he wasn’t sure what he was expecting but the almost naked much smaller version of Madam Lepage he had seen before him was not even in the ballpark.  It didn’t need to be said that the cub was hers as he was able to tell relatively quickly she had much of the same physical attributes as her mother along with the same taste in clothing, or in that case the lack thereof.  The only difference had seemed to be in the child’s energy as she had made a beeline for the two cubs only to be stopped by their father as he pushed the small ermine back several feet.  Despite this action it had not seemed to phase her at all as she had just rushed back into the house to welcome them in.



Following closely behind April he eyed the surrounding area one last time before slipping past the threshold of the house.  As he had been the last one in he pushed the door closed and looked at the locks for a few moments while everyone else was getting settled in the cozy farmhouse.  Just as he had been about to start sliding the locks into place he had heard Red call out for his children so he instead rushed over to the living room as quick as he had been able to.  He had figured they would need to head back out to get their stuff in a moment and he really wanted to hear what father had to say, and maybe even get some answers on why the older hare seemed to have been acting so peculiar as of late, almost like he was in pain or injured though there hadn’t seemed to be any outside hints at what that might be.  As Red spoke Charlie didn’t get the answers he had initially hoped for but it sounded great that they were indeed safe this time around, despite the hotel having offered very similar promises.



When it had been brought up to be on his best behavior he started to open his mouth to say something about his idiot sister but thinking quickly of it he instead just closed his muzzle and nodded in silent agreement.  He needed to show to daddy that he could be the better child and obey daddy without any questions or further mishaps.  Once that was over with Red decided to dismiss April much to Charlie’s both delight and worry as he was not sure if this conversation was going to go as well as he was hoping or if daddy truly was upset with him.  He kept up the thought that he needed to show that he was the good child and keep out of trouble.  His ears had perked however when suddenly the mention of rope was brought up without a hint of what it would be needed for in the bathroom of all places.



Watching daddy stumble off for a moment he shook his head to clear his thoughts and worries before rushing into the kitchen to get the rope just as April was heading out the door to gather the remains of their supplies.  Looking at the rope he then looks down at the gun and sighs as he realized he won’t be able to hold onto both it looked like.  Once he made sure the safety was back on like Lepage showed him he put it on the kitchen table for April to put away with the rest of their stuff while they are in the safety of the house.  Now with free paws he took the rope and stuck his arm through the hole in it so that he could try to balance some of the weight on his shoulder to help him as he headed back to the living room to grab the chair and start to drag it across the carpet.



It took him a little bit of time to balance the chair and the rope but he eventually was able to get both items across the carpet and into the bathroom that he had seen Red walk into.  After the chair was through the door he had leaned it back down on all four feet and placed the rope on it so he could lean up to close and lock the bathroom door.



“Daddy? Is this all you needed for our… talk?” Charlie asked curiously, the hint of worry noticeable in the way he paused.



---



While he’d been waiting for Charlie to follow his instructions, Red leaned heavily on the bathroom sink, glaring at his reflection and the gradually fading glow in his eyes. This might’ve been the longest he was able to cling to consciousness thanks to the good doctor’s specially made tonic, but he knew a losing fight when he saw one. And though the hare rarely let himself get into a position where losing was a possibility, this was the one unavoidable circumstance that was going to haunt him for the rest of his days.



Groaning weakly, Red turned on the hot water and viciously splashed the steaming fluid over his face for a much needed spark of clarity in his final moments. How events played out falling the hare’s inevitable nap, relied heavily on Charlie’s obedience and the instructions Red desperately needed to relay to him before everything went dark and the drunkard Max returned in his stead. That fool, although unpredictable in many aspects, had one constant in his life that could keep him under control.



Red continued to stare at himself as steam billowed up around him and clouded the mirror, calculating eyes narrowing in thought. Alcohol dependency would only get him so far, before Max would attempt to return to his daily life. A life that had all but been destroyed by the unfortunate events which took place at his former job site. And even if the drunk himself hadn’t tried to rape the cub that Red ended up murdering, he would’ve been implicated in a host of other criminal charges.



All this and more were details he had to explain to Charlie just right, to maintain his trust, and ensure that when Red next woke up, they weren’t all in the back of a squad car, or behind bars. Or worse. But the hare had a certain faith in his new apprentice. He’d seen a potential for unimaginable violence that might parallel his own. What he needed though, was a boy who could lie convincingly. To sway Max from trying to leave. And more importantly, to keep him content enough that he wouldn’t want to.



When the young, black-haired buck finally arrived, dragging the chair into the room like a good little boy, Red splashed his face once more before turning off the water. He promptly yanked a towel from the rack to blot his fur dry while Charlie settled in and locked the door. The boy’s question was initially ignored by the scowling hare as he snatched up the chair and yanked it across the floor, dumping the bundle of rope. It skidded to a stop and spun around on the spot in the middle of the room, settling back on four legs before Red dropped down into it with a heavy grunt.



He could tell the lop-eared bunny was nervous, probably because he was expecting to be punished for his transgression at the hotel. But considering that what happened was entirely Red’s doing, he hardly cared which cub was the one to hasten the inevitable. What he was most concerned about, was how each of them had responded to the attack. His little April had had the most profound turnaround in terms of personality, but Charlie was still himself. Still frightened and uncertain.



With a tired sigh, Red pointed to the rope on the floor as said, “Pick that up, Charlie. I need you to tie my arms and legs to the chair. Tight knots. Secure. Understood?” He waited for the boy to comply, resting both arms on the chair’s arm-rests while he watched.



Only once the boy was moving did the hare finally offer his reassurances. He started by saying, “You’re not in trouble, Charlie. Not yet, anyway. But… if you don’t listen to me closely, and do exactly as I say, you will be. We all will be. Do you understand? So pay close attention…”



“Oh cool! Issat a bottle of mace?” chirped a giddy and clearly bored ferret as Dolly sprang up from her bed and bounced onto her feet.



The girl had been politely staying out of the way, as per her mother’s instructions, whom sat on the foot of her bed, leaning back in thought. Lepage sat up a little straighter and smiled when she saw April pad into the room with the canister of mace in grasp. She couldn’t help finding the sight cute, but also admirable. After what the little girl had been through, she wasn’t willing to go anywhere unarmed anymore, which had its benefits and disadvantages.



Looking pretty tired herself from the long drive, the buxom ferret stood up and approached little April, kneeling down in front of her to give the pink-haired cub a friendly, loving embrace. After a moment, she pulled away and gingerly plucked the weapon from the girl’s hot little mitts, saying, reassuringly, “It’s okay, sweetie. As long as you’re in this house, you’re safe. I promise. And… I know I may have said something similar about the hotel, but…”



Lepage paused to pick up the small cub, and carried her back to the bed, where Dolly returned with a playful flop as her mother sat down. “That was in the city. Out here, we’re far away from those awful policemen. Security at my hotel, alas, can only do so much against armed officers. This is my home, though. Private property. And I, and anyone living here, have the right to shoot trespassers on sight. Badge or not.”



“And speaking of shooting…” Lepage said with a small, quirky smile, “How would you like to learn to use that gun you took?”



“Whooa, you guys killed a buncha cops and took their guns?” Dolly piped in suddenly, pasting herself to Lepage’s side as she peered down at the doe in her arms. “That’s so hardcore! Oh! Can I teach her, Mommy? Pleeeease? I’ve been practicing a lot! I can hit a tin can at fifty yards without even trying!”



The girl’s mother chuckled softly and shook her head, shrugging off her daughter for a moment. “You’ll have plenty of time to help teach her what she needs to know, dear. But right now, there’s something more important to address.” Lepage’s gaze shifted back to April just then, her brows dropping into a more serious expression. “April, I know you’re not going to like it, but I need to take a look at your privates. I have to know the extent of the damage and whether you need some medical treatment. It’s very important, do you understand?”



---



After setting the weapons aside, all but the can of mace she had lifted from the dead badger, she began to follow the energetic young ferret into the bedroom. Needless to say, all the reassurances in the world weren’t going to be enough to trust this odd little girl. Still, she did trust Lepage enough to follow the girl into her room, as long as she had the can of mace with her. She couldn’t understand what was putting her on guard around the little ferret, but something about her just didn’t seem… normal.. Although normal was something April hadn’t experienced since this whole trip began.



Her eyes fell to the canister she held in her paw as Dolly brought attention to it. Distracted from her suspicion, April lifted the canister closer to get a better look at it.



“Is that what it’s called..?”



Her eyes shifted to the footsteps as Lepage approached her. As Lepage wrapped her arms around the little doe, one arm returned the embrace while the other hung out of the way with the canister, until it was suddenly plucked from her paw.



“Hey!”



April reached for the canister as Lepage lifted it away. She had been tricked, and she wasn’t happy about it. A scowl formed on the doe’s face as the canister was out of her reach, holding out her paw in a silent demand that Lepage give her back her weapon. April gave slight resistance as Lepage picked her up. Despite her protector’s reassurances, however logical they were, April wasn’t ready to give up the comfort that the can of mace had brought her. Still, Lepage and Red were probably the only people in the world right now who could have taken it from her without trouble. In the end, April gave an angry huff as she was carried into the bedroom.



However angry she was, that anger disappeared in an instant at the promise of learning to use the most deadly of the weapons they had acquired. A resounding “yes” was obvious in her expression, but before she could say it, the little ferret jumped in with a desire to teach April herself, along with praise that quickly brought April around. Just like that, the young doe’s opinion of her new bunk mate had changed. Although April hadn’t exactly been thinking in terms of usefulness, the potential was too great to ignore.



Lepage sat down on the bed, April in her arms, and gave her news she wasn’t thrilled about. Lepage had to check her privates. At that moment, April’s ears shot up and her eyes darted around the room.



“Who else is here?”



April shoved Lepage’s arm off of her and, seeing no-one in the room, ran to the bedroom door to look into the living room, and seeing no-one there, ran to the bedroom window to look outside. No-one was there either. When her attention was returned to the two ferrets, looking on in confusion, April became just as confused. She heard someone, but no-one was there, and nobody else heard it. She stood silently, listening intently for that unfamiliar voice, but there was nothing.



---



He did not know what to expect once the door was closed as he stood there fidgeting in nervousness waiting for an answer from his adopted father. He could tell how much on edge the older hare was, but it was tough to tell which part of the recent events had caused the current emotions.  Charlie knew only a portion of what Red had gone through as the officers had said that they had captured him, but Red had not gone into detail about what actually happened and how he had escaped, then he walked right into the events of the hotel as they were winding back down.  At the same time Red didn't really know what the two children had gone through and how April had been such a scaredy cat until Lepage showed up, then dared to act like she was better than him.



He did not have long to focus on these thoughts as Red suddenly grabbed the chair and practically threw it across the bathroom, making the young boy jump in shock at the sudden action.  But beyond the scowl on his daddy’s face there wasn't anything said until the older hare was seated cleanly in the chair.  Then he said something surprising when he asked the boy to tie him up with the rope and then to make sure it’s extremely tight.  This didn’t make sense to Charlie as why would daddy want to be tied up, it had to be some sort of game or possibly a test of the boy’s skills.  Something to teach the boy how to keep someone bigger secured maybe, or maybe it was one of the sex games that daddy had been teaching them, or maybe even daddy was so mad he wanted to make sure that he wouldn’t lash out at his children.



He decided that no matter what the reason was he needed to still prove he could obey daddy so he reached down to grab the rope and walked up to the chair with it.  He had only minor experience with rope thanks to some early camping trips, not that he really remembered them beyond wishing he was back home at the time, but he hoped he remembered some of the simpler knots that may work.  As he got the rope around one of Red’s arms and tested an idea with the length that he had his ears perked as finally daddy let him know he wasn’t in trouble, but before he could even have smiled at the good news daddy continued that he could very well get them all in trouble.



Knowing this he nodded and made sure to listen very intently as he started to tie daddy to the chair like previously ordered.  One end of the rope went around daddy’s arm before he tied it with a simple yet effective bowline knot, just to wrap the rope around a few more times up the arm before finishing off with another knot of the same style.  More confident now that these knots seemed to be decent enough and that he could hear daddy’s plan he continued on to wrap the end of the rope around daddy’s leg on the same side to give the same knot, wrap, and a second knot.  This followed quickly with the other leg, and finally daddy’s other arm before he finished off the entire rope with two half hitches to try and secure the rope a little further as it’s only holding daddy’s arms and legs for now.



---



There was no ignoring little April’s peculiar behavior upon hearing she had to expose her privates again. Lepage didn’t resist even a little when her arms were pushed aside so the young doe could escape her grasp, but she tilted her head slightly as she studied the suddenly paranoid girl. First she peeked out the open bedroom door, then she checked the window, all under the pretense that she’d heard someone. Or maybe was suspected that they were being watched.



After learning so much about the timid cub, Lepage wasn’t surprised by her behavior, but she couldn’t help feeling a surge of curiosity when April finally came to a stop with a confused expression on her face. That adorable innocence was so precious to see, like a lost puppy she’d just found on the street, starving and desperate. The ferret smiled softly and opened her mouth to offer some reassurance, but before she could speak, Dolly sprung off the bed and padded over to the bewildered April.



She’d been just as curious as her mother, but where Lepage misunderstood the five-year-old’s confusion, Dolly saw it for what it was. And she was totally freaking stoked by it. Bouncing along playfully, the older, taller ferret circled around the rabbit and gently pat her shoulder.



With a giggle she said, “Hey, it’s okay, cutie. I hear voices too, sometimes.” Dolly gauged the girl’s reaction carefully behind a guise of air-headed amusement, adding for her mother’s sake, “It’s just this ol’ farmhouse. It gets so gosh darn quiet around here sometimes. Messes with your head. I see things once in’a while too. But it’s not real. Just your mind playing tricks.”



Dolly winked playfully at April before prancing back to the bed, where Lepage was shaking her head. Once the girl was seated again, the ferret’s mother reached out for the lop-eared bunny, beckoning for her to return. “Come here, please, sweetie. So we can check your lady parts and make sure there’s no lasting damage.”



In the bathroom, a dull rattle from a fan in the nearby airvent was threatening to lull Red to sleep sooner than he’d like, but for the time being he remained focused. He watched with intense scrutiny as Charlie obeyed his wishes and began fastening each limb, one after the other, to the chair’s arms and legs. It was impressive that he didn’t have to tell the boy to redo the knots upon testing each of his restrained appendages, but it meant he had to be careful what he said, as well.



This moment was a deciding factor. It would determine whether Charlie, formerly known as Kevian, would be the loyal assistant he desired, or the object of his own destruction. The latter of course wasn’t an option in Red’s mind, but given his present situation, he was taking an immense risk. There was really no telling what Max would do upon waking from his black-out, but the majority of scenarios the red-eyed hare’s mind could conjure, ended rather poorly. It was all down to what he told Charlie, and how well the young buck followed his instructions.



As he watched the black-haired cub work, he started by saying, “Tell me Charlie, do you remember the talk we had? Way back in Doctor Frasier’s clinic? When I told you about my condition. How I used to lock myself up whenever I sensed I was about to lose myself? Well… I’m afraid I have to tell you, that right now I’m about to lose myself. It’s important that you tie those knots tight. I can’t be allowed to roam free, at least not until you’ve explained everything I’m going to forget. Do you understand?”



Red waited for the boy’s confirmation before he continued to explain, “Under no circumstances can we leave this farm until I’m better. No matter what I say. We’re all ‘wanted criminals’, thanks to Summers and his men. So we can’t be seen or heard by anyone we don’t know and trust. Now… I’m certain that I’ll argue. I may even swear and call you names. But all you need to do, is explain what you already know. And only when you’re certain that I understand, can you unbind me.”



“Listen closely, though. I may threaten you and your sister verbally, but should I attempt to raise a hand against you with the intent to do harm, don’t hesitate for even a second to use that taser I gave you. Just like I showed you. Fortunately, you can keep me sedated with beer. I wouldn’t drink normally, but when I forget myself, I’ll drink a lot. And the more, the better. It’s confusing, I know. But… ah…”



The hare’s head began to list for a moment, his vision blurring and his hearing muffled by the sound of his heartbeat pulsing in his ears. Red was quickly losing control, but he needed to cling on for just a little longer. Long enough to say, “The fridge is stocked with beer and wine, but… there’s one last thing I need to ask of you, son… it’s important, and you’re not going to like it… I have faith in you though… I… I’m going to need you to… do whatever you can to make the… the other… me… happy. Even if that means… pleasing me s… sexually. Just… like we did at th… the motel. Do that an… and this’ll be a… a cake-walk…”



As the last two words left his mouth, Red unceremoniously dropped his head, slumping unconsciously in his seat. The glow in his eyes swiftly faded away, leaving his irises a dull reddish brown before his eyelids closed completely. He fell completely still then, like he was dead, or in a deep sleep. But it didn’t last long.



After several minutes, the hare began to stir again, his limbs twitching sporadically before a groan parted his lips.



Max awoke with a throbbing headache, his vision bleary and every muscle in his body throbbing. At first he couldn’t recall a thing prior to waking, but as his sight gradually returned and he found himself in a small bathroom straight out of the 70’s, he realized he wasn’t where he should be. Normally when he’d had a few too many, the buck found himself face-down in his own bed, in the shitty apartment where he was paying too much rent and earning so little from his lousy job as a janitor that he could barely make ends meet.



Instead, he came to only to find himself tied to chair in a bathroom that wasn’t his. As soon as he regained his strength, Max began to struggle in his restraints, discovering the throbbing pain was a result of the rope digging into his arms and legs and ensuring that an easy escape wasn’t forthcoming. His first paranoid thought was that he’d been drugged and now he was down a kidney or something, but there was no hint of pain from an incision, just the ever constant pounding in his head from drinking too much.



As he scanned the seemingly empty room, he tried to recall where he’d left off. What had led to him waking here? And how much trouble was he in? Squeezing his eyes shut, he struggled to remember the morning before he left for work. He’d pocketed several flasks of booze to drink on the job. Discretely of course. He needed the pick-me-up though, after drinking himself under the table the night before.



However, shortly after arriving at the school, his memory became distinctly hazy. He did recall burning through half his supply before it was even noon, but come recess time, he must’ve been so hammered that he’d forgotten the rest. Which didn’t bode well for his current dilemma. With no way to retrace his steps, he couldn’t even begin to figure out what led him here. All he could do was--wait…



Blinking in confusion, Max turned back from searching the room to settle on the half-naked black bunny standing off to one side, with a weird look on his face and a taser in both paws. The hare stared, squinting to bring the boy’s face into focus, and when he saw who he was looking at, he scowled and snorted.



“Who the fuck are you?” he grunted, resuming his efforts to squirm free of his bondage. His gaze wandered the room in search of answers. “Where the Hell am I?! What the fuck is going on here?!”



---



April stood confused and silent, not sure how to explain what she heard, but it was there, plain as day. When Dolly seemed to suggest that April was hearing voices, the bunny scowled. She knew she had never heard voices in her head in her life, but that didn’t matter, because at first it seemed as if Dolly was just picking on her. She remembered moments in school where one of the less friendly girls would use a similar tactic just to get a reaction.



As Dolly continued, however, the scowl slowly faded. April realized that Dolly wasn’t just picking on her. She truly believed April was hearing voices.



“But I heard… I mean…”



April stopped short as she considered what she was saying. It wasn’t that she believed what Dolly was saying. Her only concern was that she was about to say something that would seem to make Dolly believe she was right, but.. she couldn’t be. She didn’t dwell on this for long, though, because Lepage was again insisting that she needed to check April’s privates for damage. As she said this, April felt a twinge of pain in the side of her head, but it quickly subsided, though she still worried that her outward reaction to the pain would again support Dolly’s ridiculous notion.



“I don’t hear voices..”



April stated this plainly before turning her attention to Lepage. Something inside her seemed to be warning her against allowing anyone else access to her privates. Even so, April knew she could trust Lepage. After all, when the cops were intent on ripping her open for their own amusement, it was Lepage who finally stopped them, then allowed her to take her revenge on the offender. She didn’t like it, but if there was any damage, she needed to know. Lepage was female too, and it was only ever males that had taken advantage of her.



“It won’t take long, will it?”



April asked this as she moved back towards the bed. She climbed onto the edge of the mattress, leaning back onto her elbows and spreading her legs for Lepage’s inspection, eager to get it over with.



---



As he finished with the ropes Charlie stepped back to look over how well he had done with securing his father as the older hare continued to speak.  What was being said wasn’t new information to the buck but it was still very unsettling to think that the man that he trusted with his life was about to disappear in a fashion and be replaced with this other personality.  As more details were discussed he nodded in understanding while remaining silent as he knew the time was short and it was better to soak in all of the information so he could come up with a plan of action.  From the sounds of it he was going to have his hands full with this other personality, especially as this false self apparently would awaken with no memory of the past few days.  Of all the bad stuff about to happen at least daddy had trusted him enough to protect all five of them, choosing the young boy for this task over his sister or even Madam Lepage.



He didn’t have long to enjoy this thought however as daddy finished his instructions with the news of potentially performing that thing with his muzzle with daddy’s false half before he promptly seemed to go into a comatose state.  Charlie was expecting something to happen like in the movies where someone went through some type of frightening transformation when they switched into something or someone else, or at least some twitching to show the change in personality.  Instead it looked to him like his daddy had done nothing more than fall asleep while tied to the chair, or passed out would be more accurate as there was nothing gentle with how Red suddenly slumped in the chair.  Holding his breath for a few short moments he waited for something to happen and once he realized daddy wasn’t moving at all he immediately rushed over to check on the older hare.  Holding his paw dangerously close to the older male’s face he verified that he could still feel the gentle rush of air as daddy breathed in and out ever so slowly though at least enough to know that there was no trouble there.



Knowing that daddy was not in any immediate danger, plus the fact that it didn’t look like he was going to be able to go anywhere any time soon his thoughts turned to the taser that had been part of the instructions.  He figured he had some time at this point so he moved across the bathroom as quiet as he could while still moving at a reasonable pace and slipped back through the bathroom door.  It didn’t take him long to find his way back to the kitchen and see the bag of recovered items that April had brought in from the truck.  Pulling out several items and setting them aside it didn’t take him long to find the item in question as he slipped the taser into his shorts pocket.  As he looked at the other items he had pulled out and debated on if he would need them too he picked up some of the sounds from upstairs.  He couldn’t make out more than that there were three separate voices and judging by the tones he was pretty sure he knew which was which.  Parts of it seemed heated but he figured Lepage could handle whatever was going on, plus he had his own concerns.



Content that none of the rest of the items in the bag seemed suitable for the situation he put the rest of the items back into the bag and left it there as he made his way back to the bathroom and the man restrained there.  As he opened the door he immediately noticed that the body of his daddy seemed to be moving slightly, waking up ever so slowly, but he couldn’t tell yet if this was the other personality or not.  As he shut the door behind him he locked it once again and moved just in front of the chair to inspect the older hare.  He pulled out the taser and waited until the older hare’s eyes finally adjusted enough to take him in, his finger near the trigger for the taser just in case the rope or more accurately his restraining skills failed.



As the older hare started to scream at him he very noticeably jumped in surprise and very nearly squeezed the trigger on the taser, but was able to resist at the last moment.  Taking on his bravest face he scowled at the enraged hare in front of him that wore his daddy’s face but was very obviously not his daddy.  Puffing himself up he screamed back at the man in front of him tied to the chair, “It doesn’t matter where the fuck you are!” he said as he aimed the taser at the man and spoke a bit lower in volume but tried to keep up the same intensity.  “I am the one that will decide what is going on.  I can make things very nasty and painful for you with this thing but I’d rather not because… reasons that you probably don’t understand.  If you answer my questions I will then answer yours… and if I like the answers I might even make them worth it with pleasure instead of pain.  But first, what’s the last thing you remember?”



Charlie held his breath and tilted the taser so it was very obviously pointed between the hare’s legs and made the threat of pain and pleasure even that more evident.



---



When the seemingly timid bunny cub barked back at him, Max recoiled in consternation, his gaze wildly flitting about the room as he tried to make sense of Charlie’s rambling. The boy’s demand to answer a question he’d already been attempting to unravel for himself, was both infuriating and baffling. If this damn kid was responsible for his lack of recollection, then he was going to need more than just a taser to get answers out of him. However, it seemed the lop-eared brat had a far better grasp of the situation than he did.



Max’s head was still pounding with the remnants of an alcohol-fueled black-out, so he wasn’t in the best position for critical thinking, let alone plotting his escape. He could however fantasize about how he’d abuse the little shit pointing a weapon at him and talking down to him like he wasn’t a grown man. And those dark thoughts made him scowl with unseen delight as he glared at Charlie.



“The Hell do you care what I remember, y’little punk,” he snorted aggressively, but grudgingly delved into his memory for some sort of answer. He didn’t exactly have a choice at the moment, since the cub had him firmly lashed to a chair. With an ornery scoff, he eventually muttered, “Fuck if I know, alright? I was drinkin’! Had to’ave been on my third or fourth mickey… Shit… I think I…”



The hare trailed off into thought, averting his gaze for a time as he gritted his teeth. He vaguely recalled some little blue-haired twat of a bunny, but the memories were too hazy to grasp. Mentally backtracking though, he was able to revisit his last moments before succumbing to his black-out. He had to think it through though, to be certain it didn’t contain any incriminating confessions. Like the possibility of having raped someone.



“I remember, now…” he sighed. “I was workin’. Doin’ my damn job, no thanks to you lil’ ingrates. One’a you fuckers cut the phone line to the whole goddamn school. I was goin’ to get some wire to patch it. That’s all I remember, but… it was you, wasn’t it? You and your damn friends, I bet. What’d yah do? Hit me on the head? Ey? Motherfuckin’ little shits… Issat what happened? Y’all knocked me out and tied me to a fuckin’ chair in some ol’ shithole?”



“And what was that shit about ‘pleasure instead’a pain’, huh? This some kinda fuckin’ interrogation? Whatcha gonna do if I don’t play along, sunshine? Tase me? Fuck, I get tased every other goddamn day! That’s my bread and butter, you lil’ bitch! You wan’answers, then you can go suck my fuckin’ dick! Heheh, but that’s what yah meant, right? Yah little queer. Issat whatcha want? You wanna suck my red rocket?”





Upstairs and not very far away, Lepage smiled as April finally responded to her request and returned to the bed. She was content to ignore the girl’s bizarre behavior, since Dolly seemed to have solved the dilemma, but as the young bunny was climbing up onto the bed, she appropriately sent her daughter away.



“It won’t take more than a minute or two, I promise, sweetie,” she addressed little April warmly, helping her onto the mattress, before saying to Dolly, “Could you be a dear and find our guest something to wear? And you should get dressed as well. After we’re done here, I think we could all benefit from some fresh air.”



Turning back to April, Lepage sighed contently as she watched the girl settle into a position on her back, with both legs spread wide. It was such a lewd, yet obviously unenthusiastically assumed pose, that reminded the buxom ferret of herself at the young doe’s age. Only she hadn’t been given the option to assume the posture willingly. Her abusers had beaten compliance into her long before then.



April wouldn’t see such cruelty from her, and she suspected even Red wouldn’t seek to harm the girl like that. His modus was often to trick others into committing the act, as control was more arousing to him than sex. But now that he wasn’t himself, which she could tell from the muffled shouting coming from downstairs, all bets were off the table. And unfortunately, Lepage wouldn’t be able to stay long before the police--the real ones--came looking for her.



They’d want her to answer questions. Like why her security force attacked and killed so many people on her property. Or why two of the men killed were dressed as officers. Which in turn would lead into an FBI investigation regarding the missing policemen and their stolen uniforms. All of which tied back to the string of deaths that no doubt followed Red back to the playground. It was her job, unfortunately, to provide misdirection and misinformation, to shift the criminal investigation away from her beloved.



All of these thoughts and more drifted through her head, so she could objectively perform the task of delicately examining April’s puffy, unhappy-looking vagina. After the abuse she’d sustained, it still bore a hint of dried blood, and the skin was an angry color of pink, from the strain of being stretched. Lepage almost couldn’t bring herself to touch it, as the sight was like looking into a mirror after her first time.



The ferret had to bite her tongue and assume a stoic expression as she ever so carefully poked and prodded the squishy flesh, peeling it back on either side to peer into the hole hiding between those pillow-like labia. She had the sudden desire to lick it clean, but it wasn’t wholly a motherly urge. Lepage had been forced to make out with so many other girls her age, that she’d begun to find the act of eating out a vagina appealing.



Instead though, Lepage whispered, “If it hurts at all, let me know, okay? I’m going to feel around inside, with one finger. I’ll go very slowly, okay? I need to be sure there’s no tears in your birth canal. Otherwise you might get an infection.”



Once she was certain April understood, and more importantly gave her consent, Lepage took a deep breath and put her index finger into her own mouth to suckle and lubricate with her saliva. Luckily her claws were cut short and filed down to unobtrusive points, so she had no concerns with causing further damage. However, she still had to be every bit as careful as she promised to be. So once she’d sufficiently soaked her finger, she spread April’s fuzzy little lips wide enough to reveal the girl’s bloodied innards.



Then, ever so delicately, Lepage positioned her finger in front of the damaged opening to the birth canal and slowly pushed her digit inward, gently twisting and backtracking occasionally to ensure she didn’t strain the already inflamed flesh with her probing. During her efforts to determine the damage however, she couldn’t help inadvertently placing a thumb on April’s vulva to tease and stimulate her hidden clitoris, while simultaneously feeling as deep as she could, to find the bunny’s bruised cervix.



---



April relaxed slightly when Dolly left the room. As much as she wanted to talk to her more, find out about these useful things that Dolly could teach her, her trust for Lepage was almost absolute. April was alive, and the cops were dead, because of this kind ferret, though she winced visibly at the idea of having her finger pressed up inside her where that evil man’s privates were shoved mercilessly into her.



The moment Lepage’s fingers touched her sore labia, April sucked air through her teeth. That badger had hurt her more than she thought. Then her ears shot up, and she looked to the door. There was that voice again. Whoever it was, April didn’t like it. It sounded whiney. Though for some reason, it was making April more uncomfortable than it should.



“Wait, wait, can you shut the door, please?”



The voice was gone as soon as Lepage removed her fingers. All she heard was silence as Lepage moved to close the bedroom door. Again, Lepage didn’t seem to notice the other voice, but April wasn’t ready yet to admit to herself that Dolly was right. She’d find out who else was in the house once Lepage was done checking her privates for damage.



When Lepage returned, April layed back again, exposing her privates to her caretaker once again. When Lepage finished wetting her finger, and brought it down out of April’s view, that voice returned, becoming more insistent and distressed as April felt the finger push its way past her torn opening.



“AAH!!”



April’s paw quivered just short of Lepage’s arm. The woman waited patiently for April to calm down, but though she had withdrawn her paw, and submitted to Lepage’s inspection, she was anything but calm. It was more than having something inside her again so soon after being ruthlessly violated. That voice was getting louder, more frantic. At this point, it was clear that only April could hear it as Lepage wasn’t reacting at all, except to April’s growing discomfort. April’s breathing picked up, her heart began to race. She didn’t even notice when Lepage’s thumb pressed against her clit. There was no pain, no pleasure, only that distressed voice that just wouldn’t shut up.



April clenched her teeth and pressed her palms against her ears, but it did nothing to shut out the voice. She grasped the tips of her ears and covered her ear holes with them, but it didn’t even slightly muffle the frightened little girl screaming directly into her skull.



“She.. She won’t shut up! Make her shut up! MAKE HER SHUT UP!!”



---



The angry belligerent adult that was in the chair was not the hare that Charlie knew and loved he thought.  He had to do whatever it took to get this man complacent until things could get back to normal and he could have his daddy back.  However it did not help that this figure was very much one of the most annoying adults he had ever met and sounded very much like some of the bullies he had been afraid of at school, during his old life.  At least the restraints seemed to be holding the man tight despite the rather persistent struggling.



He tried to ignore the threats for now as he pieced together the words and stared up at the adult hare trying to remain emotionless.  If the adult had spent some time reading the small buck he would have noticed how Charlie’s ears twitched and one of his feet began to tap on the ground nervously knowing full well how much an angry adult could hurt him, and seeing first hand how strong his daddy’s body was.  He just hoped this other personality didn’t have the brains to pull off these same actions despite having the same muscle strength.  The way he talked seemed to hint that this personality didn’t use his brain much though, instead preferring to be loud, crass, and obnoxious again like the bullies he knew from school.  The same bullies who always flunked out of classes and took it out on the smarter kids.



The mention of the former janitor’s last memories consisting mainly of that he was drunk reminded him of what his father had told him shortly before passing out about the well stocked fridge.  This dumb ass of a personality seemed to be trying to throw back both the threat of the taser and the promise of pleasure like they were nothing.  He very much doubted his daddy would tell him about the taser if it was going to be ineffective, same with the offer of sex, as his daddy was way too smart to be wrong about these.  Still maybe he needed to offer this personality a different carrot than simply pleasing the organ waiting in the man’s pants.  But first he needed to get this idiot to shut up for a minute.



Holding up his paw he smirked, “Okay, okay, obviously you have no information to give us.  You don’t even remember what happened after you passed out.  Still… you gave me an answer and I don’t want to be anywhere near your stinky red rocket… so how about a beer?  And no, I’m not letting you out of that fucking chair.” Charlie said, “Or I can taze you right in the nuts as thanks instead since you said you enjoy it so much.”



Glaring at the adult he stepped closer so that he was pressing the taser right against the front of the hare’s pants, ever so slightly moving it along where he knew his daddy’s sheathe was and then down to the balls as he waited on the answer.  He didn’t know what answer he wanted to hear but he was sure whatever came next was going to be interesting.



---



Upon hearing Charlie’s rebuttal, Max glared daggers at the cub, as if daring him to follow through on his threat. However, when the bunny moved forward to point the nose of the taser between his spread legs, the hare tensed up in shock and strained against the rope holding him down. His first reaction was to try and close his thighs in defense, but both limbs had been lashed to the chair-legs from ankle to knee, making the movement impossible, and giving the brat full access to his manhood.



As furious as he was, Max wasn’t a masochist. He’d been bluffing about his immunity to tasing, and the kid must’ve picked up on it, because he didn’t hesitate to make the threat a lot more imminent and real. And as much as Max didn’t want to succumb to the pressure, he also didn’t want ten-thousand volts of electricity passing through his genitals, especially his testes, where the metal barbs of the taser inevitably settled.



Flinching with the memory of just how unpleasant getting electrocuted was, Max grudgingly backed down, growling in frustration as he continued to writhe in his bondage. He fought his own stubbornness for several long moments before finally answering as crudely as he could.



“You goddamn little…” he started to say, a derrogatory ‘bitch’ on the tip of his tongue before he swallowed his pride and said, “...punk. Motherf--fine… FINE! My fuckin’ head’s pounding like a goddamn jackhammer, anyway! I got no patience for this bullshit. You have any idea the size of the migraine I got, right now?!”



With an exasperated roar through clenched teeth, Max slumped in the chair and eventually said, “So get me a goddamn beer, then. What the fuck are you waiting for? Don’know how you expected me to fuckin’ drink it though!” He grunted and jerked sharply in his seat, pulling on his arms until the rope threatened to dig into his flesh.



The hare looked down at himself then, and was suddenly alarmed by his attire. He hadn’t really been paying it much attention in light of the little shit-face threatening to tase him, but now he could see he was wearing an old, yellowed dress-shirt and gray slacks, both several sizes too big and also stained with blood and singed in numerous places, like he’d escaped a blood explosion or something. Of course, this wasn’t the first time he’d awoken in different clothes, but they were never so dirty.



“Ugh… an’what the fuck am I wearing? This you and yer little friends’ doing, too? Why’m I dressed like some goddamn old-timer? And who’s fuckin’ blood is this?” he growled in confused annoyance. All of his anger was only exacerbating the throbbing pain in his head, but amidst the the thumping and the ringing in his ears, and the light of the bathroom making his sensitive eyes ache, he realized something.



“Wait a sec… what the the hell were you talkin’ about? What fuckin’ happened after I blacked out?”





Lepage was more than happy to do whatever she had to to put her little April at ease, even when that meant stopping what she was doing to close the bedroom door. However, once she resumed and was well into the process of probing for tears in the lining of the young doe’s vagina, the ferret couldn’t help noticing a sharp increase in the girl’s discomfort. She’d cried out and made to reach for the hand poking around inside her, but she stopped.



Not once did the poor girl tell her to stop or complain about the pain, but with every passing second, April grew more distressed until finally she screamed out loud. Completely startled by the outburst, Lepage immediately stopped what she was doing and sat back, eyes wide and worried as she looked over the cub.



The buxom ferret seemed quite confused, but mostly she was concerned, reaching for April to grasp her little wrists and pry them away from her ears before she hurt herself. The girl was clearly trying to block out something she was hearing, and she begged Lepage to make it shut-up.



“What’re you talking about, sweetie? Make who shut up? It’s just you and me here, there’s no--” she started to say, pulling the writhing bunny into her lap when the bedroom door suddenly and abruptly burst open.



Barging in, was a mountain of clothing, followed swiftly by Dolly as she unceremoniously dumped the load on the floor and began digging through it.



“Look at all the old clothes I found, Mommy!” she declared, holding up a small, black shirt with the symbol for Anarchy plastered on the front in red.



Dolly held it up for only a moment before her attention shifted swiftly to April, being cradled in Lepage’s arms, then she dropped it and raced over excitedly. She could see the distress on her new playmate’s face, and though it made her frown, she perked up again pretty quickly.



“What’s th’matter, cutie? You still hearin’ things?” she asked, giving April a playful wink. “If it’s botherin’ yah, I know a couple cures! Hey, Mommy, can we go outside and play yet? I wanna show her the rifle!”



Lepage only shook her head in thought, gaze drifting from April to her own daughter, Dolly. Before she could answer her child though, she asked the lop-eared doe, “Are you going to be okay, dear? We’re done here, if you’d like some fresh air. From what I was able to see, you don’t have any open wounds inside. The blood’s all dried up now, but you may want to wash up before bed.”



Turning to Dolly, she said, “You can get dressed and take her to the range, but I want you to be responsible. And remember what I’ve told you about strangers. Don’t let anyone see you. We’re on a lot of bad men’s watch-lists, right now.”



“Yes, sir, Mommy, sir!” Dolly responded right away, grinning from ear to ear as she saluted the woman, and took off towards her dresser.



As she went, she stripped out of her minimal clothing, digging through her dresser drawers completely naked before fishing out a long, white dress. The girl didn’t even bother with replacing her panties, pulling the dress over her head in one swift motion before grabbing a big pair of rubber boots out of the closet, which she jumped into with both feet, simultaneously.



Meanwhile, Lepage gently set April down on the floor and motioned toward the pile of clothing. “Go ahead, sweetie, pick out whatever you’d like to wear, okay?” she said softly, then spoke louder to address both girls: “I have a few important calls to make, so I expect the two of you to be on your best behavior. Then… I’m afraid I’ll have to return to the hotel. So I need you both to stay safe, and don’t answer the door for anyone, okay?”



Gently petting April on the head, she let her peruse the selection of Dolly’s old clothing while she too got up to change into something nicer than her blood-stained nightie. As soon as she left the room though, her daughter came thumping over in her big, black rubber boots, grinning and giggling.



“Don’t worry Mommy, I got it covered!” she called after the woman, crouching down to watch April pore over the pile of clothes. “So yah see anything you like?”



---



The moment Lepage restrained April’s arms, her eyes widened, and her entire body tensed.



“No! NO!”



April began thrashing wildly, and kicking as if she were being attacked again, but as Lepage’s voice eventually made its way through the noise in the little doe’s head, her eyes finally focused on Lepage, though still frightened, and her breathing was loud and fast. When the door swung open, the scared doe screamed in terror and resumed her thrashing briefly until she saw that the intruder wasn’t a large male in uniform.



Slowly, once her eyes focused on the pile of clothing, the voice in her head began to calm down, and so did April. It was wordless, but still clearly desiring to be clothed. Finally, April stopped resisting, and allowed herself to be cradled in Lepage’s arms, tears starting to fall down her cheeks.



“Sh-She’s still talking…”



Dolly seemed to know exactly what was happening, and April was eager to accept any help to stop the rush of emotions imposed on her by this scared little girl that only April could hear, but before she could answer, Dolly eagerly asked to take April out to a shooting range. At first, April’s primary concern was getting rid of that voice, but once she was allowed to go to the pile of clothing, that voice began to become less frantic. It seemed urgent that she cover her naked body immediately.



April rushed over to the pile of clothes, and as she came across a selection of panties, the voice became calmer and quieter still. It wanted the panties first, but not the thong. She dropped the thong to the side, as well as one pair that was see-through. She settled on a very soft dark purple pair. The color didn’t matter. The voice was too urgent to be picky. April quickly put them on, and then a black skirt, and some socks.



The voice was becoming more quiet with every article of clothing that April put on. Once the urgency had passed, she took a little more time to pick out a T-shirt that she liked. She didn’t know what the red A meant on the shirt that Dolly had shown to her, but she was drawn to that one. The voice was all but gone by the time Lepage was ready to leave, giving April a loving and welcome pat on the head.



By now, the young doe was becoming more aware of her surroundings without that stupid voice rattling her skull. She nodded at Dolly’s question. She barely remembered putting on the other clothing, but now she was herself again.



“You got any shoes or boots for me too?”



April stood and slipped the shirt over her head, but winced as she did so, peeling some of the scabby dried blood off of her temple where the badger struck her with the handle of the gun. A little more blood stained her fur, but it was barely noticeable from all the other stains on her fur from when she finally paid the asshole back for what he did.



---



Watching the older male struggle in the rope holding him tight to the chair, Charlie could not resist a smirk as it clearly restricted most of his movement.  Not only were the knots tight enough to meet his daddy’s standards, but they were also obviously pissing off this alternate personality to the point that he was forced to submit, at least partially.  He figured this was part of daddy’s plan to try and keep his other personality in check; this false personality that daddy was cursed with unfortunately.



As he moved the taser along the hare’s groin he could sense the growing panic until the words he had been looking forward to were finally uttered.  This personality obviously was looking forward to the taste of a beer more than the sensation of electricity entering the balls of the body that he was sharing with his daddy.  This was preferable to the young buck but he was trying to hide it as he moved the taser away slowly and slid it into his cargo shorts, out of immediate reach.  Despite everything he did not want to harm this personality physically as he knew this would hurt daddy too; at least eventually, as he couldn’t remember asking if daddy felt anything that this new personality experienced immediately, or if it was like a previous injury coming back to remind the person they’d been hurt.



Smiling up at the hare he smoothed out his shorts, “I did give you an option, but beer is fine with me. I’ve been told the fridge has plenty for a compliant gentleman such as you,” he said before ducking out of the room while he let the older hare work out some of the other things that were said that he wasn’t ready to mention just yet.  Unlike last time however, he left the door open to let the evil janitor personality look out into the room beyond. Though this was mostly for the young buck’s sake so he could hear more clearly everything that the janitor personality said as he made his way to the kitchen.



He barely made it there before he leaned against the wall and started to breathe heavily as the importance of the tasks he was given started to sink in.  He could barely remember what his daddy had told him about this illness where he would succumb to this other personality at times, let alone grasp the knowledge that he was supposed to control something that even his daddy couldn’t.  He almost wished his sister was here to help, but that thought was cut short by the screaming upstairs, proving that his sister was potentially even less reliable with her most recent change in personality.



Charlie didn’t even think to compare how she was reacting to how his daddy was reacting, his mind not attuned to even the basest concept of analysing the two of them after how his sister had been acting since he met her.  She screamed and yelled so that daddy and him would have to take care of it; but if he did it she would hate him, yet she loved if daddy did the same.  He couldn’t help that he wasn’t as big and strong as daddy, but he was trying as hard as he could.



As he brought his thoughts back to how hard he needed to try to be the rabbit his daddy wanted him to be he took a deep breath to readjust himself and opened the fridge.  Finding the beer that was mentioned he quickly grabbed two of the glass bottles at random, not really caring about brand or anything contained on the label beyond that they said they contained the bitter liquid.  Putting both bottles on the counter, he knew he couldn’t trust the hare in the bathroom enough to remove even the smallest amount of restraints so that the janitor could drink one of the beers himself without restraint.  So Charlie dug through the drawers in the kitchen until he eventually found one that had a set of straws that looked like they were gathered from one of the many fast food or take out establishments that would provide such an instrument.  Grabbing a handful of the simple, plastic straws and throwing them into one of his pockets, he opened the fridge one last time and grabbed a third beer as he remembered how much it was talked about that the janitor would drink out of his flask before disappearing.



With three bottles on the counter and a pocket full of straws he looked again at the kitchen table that still contained all the items him and his sister had gathered after the grim encounter at the hotel they had thought themselves safe at.  Rushing over he dug through the bags until he found the first item he had collected after the encounter at the school grounds, the hunting knife that used to be owned by the very person he believed to have started this whole evil encounter with cops and rapists.  Quickly pushing it into a pocket so it was in easy enough reach just in case, he then took all three bottles in his small paws and hugged them to his chest as he returned to the bathroom that contained the body of the man that the young buck trusted the most; and the personality of the man that he had grown to quickly despise.



As he moved back into the bathroom he quickly let all three bottles slide into the bathroom sink before he grabbed one of them to twist off the top.  As he turned back to the older hare he tried to remain as emotionless as possible as he stuck the straw into the end of the bottle of beer and held it up to the hare’s lips.  “I heard you had some questions… which I’m willing to answer of course,” he said as he waited for the janitor personality to start drinking while he decided on what to say next.  He could tell the truth which would be simple enough, that who he thinks he is is nothing more than a dream, an illness that the cub’s daddy has to deal with from time to time.  But he doubted this personality would handle that news calmly and he remembered quite blatantly that daddy wanted him to keep his other personality calm until he could regain his strength and wake back up.  That left nothing but a lie to be told, something believable as it was based in truth but ignored details.



“Me and daddy were worried about you and that’s why you’re here.  But you weren’t … awake… and we didn’t know how you would react so... precautions were put in place. I didn’t know how far back you could remember as you were bad off--very bad off--when we found you in this state.  That asshole you worked for, Principal Summers, thought he could get away with a scheme to rape and kill children like me.  He even tried to say it was your fault, that you did it, but me and daddy knew the truth, so we brought you with us.  But you wouldn’t wake up and we had to get away, so daddy helped keep us all safe and now you’re here, away from all of that.  This leaves two questions however…” he started to say as he took the beer away and looked at how much was left.



“Were you part of Principal Summers’ plan all along? … and do you want another beer? I could use one too, ‘cause I’m quite thirsty.”



---



After Charlie had vacated the room, Max resumed struggling to free himself from the chair he was tied to, grumbling in frustration. Though he was grudgingly compliant right now, he wanted nothing more than to grab that black-haired brat by the throat and wring his little neck until he passed out. Of course, he had no intention to kill the kid, but the fury and indignation he felt was certain to guarantee that his ‘captor’ would regret kidnapping and tying him up.



At the present moment, he still suspected the nameless cub was responsible for his current predicament. In fact, he firmly believed his own headcanon; all those little shits back at the school were probably in on it too. No way this boy was working alone, but how he was able to overpower Max and bring him to this as of yet undisclosed location, was a mystery. One Max was determined to unravel, albeit in his own, violent way.



Until he was free though, and had the upper hand, the hare had little choice but to continue squirming in his bondage as he glared through the open bathroom door and into the corridor beyond. What little he could see of the rest of the house, it confirmed Max’s initial impression of the building he was in. It was old and ratty. Like a home that had been built in the eighties or earlier.



Even despite the painful throbbing in his head, he could tell that the house was empty and quiet. No doubt it was quiet outside too, as even the distant sound of vehicles driving by was absent. So he had to be somewhere rural. An old farm-house, maybe. Whose, he had no idea. But clearly the place was vacant except for him and--



The sudden scream from somewhere upstairs made Max sit up sharply in his seat, ears raised and cocked towards the ceiling. The noises carried on for a few moments before quickly fading into silence again, but it was unmistakably feminine. He amused himself with the possibility that his pint-sized kidnapper made the noise, but even if it hadn’t rung of estrogen, it was clearly from someone younger.



So someone else was here. Possibly even more than that. The presence of others put a hitch in his plans to abuse the runt he’d sent off for beer, but it wasn’t nothing the ornery hare couldn’t handle. At least in his bull-headed opinion. He’d beat the crap out of everyone responsible for dragging him way out here if he could. Until then though, he had to wait for the young buck to return.



And when he did, he came bearing three bottle of some generic branded beer. Max squinted at Charlie as he dumped them into the sink nearby and uncapped one to feed a straw into it. Just watching made the hare scowl and roll his eyes in annoyance.



“Seriously? A fuckin’ straw?” he complained right off the bat, “What the Hell do I look like, a crippled motherfucker?”



Despite his bitching, when the bottle was brought within reach, Max grudgingly accepted anyway. As annoyed and frustrated as he was, it paled in comparison to the migraine raging inside his head, and alcohol was the only convenient cure for that agony, so he buckled under the pressure and wrapped his lips around the straw to suck up the carbonated beverage. His angry glare stayed focused on Charlie the entire time though, listening to the crack-pot tale the bunny had to offer.



Frankly it sounded like a plot straight out of a novel. And not a good novel either, but like, one of those literary pieces of trash that made you wonder how they’d ever gotten published. In Max’s opinion it was pathetic and entirely fictional. Clearly some bizarre story that the buck had made up on the spot. What didn’t ring of insincerity though, was Charlie’s repeated mentioning of a ‘Daddy’. Someone he obviously looked up to, and likely the one behind this whole charade. He was definitely the one that deserved the bulk of Max’s aggression.



But that wasn’t to say this little turd wouldn’t suffer. If anything, he’d be the first… Just as soon as he got free of this damn chair!



By the time Charlie had finished and posed two more questions, Max had drained the beer bottle almost completely, and was already beginning to feel the fuzzy, warm buzz that made his migraine ease off ever so slightly. Enough that he could focus again, anyway. He grumbled irritably when his drink was taken away though, wrinkling his snout at the boy’s comment about being thirsty. In his experience, little punks like him couldn’t handle alcohol of any quantity without getting ‘stupid drunk’.



Just then something clicked, and Max sat up a little straighter again. A small smile crossed his face, but it quickly morphed into a scowl again as he took a deep, exasperated breath and answered half-heartedly, “Summers… you mean the prick of a Principal, right? Fucker said he was gonna fire me if he caught me drinkin’ again. Goddamn bastard. We ain’t fuckin’ friends, so if that asshole was up to some sick shit like that, he was doin’ it on his own.”



“I got enough shit on my criminal record without addin’ murder and rape to th’fuckin’ list. Worst I woulda done is beat the crap outta you shits for fuckin’ with the phone-line. I swear the lotta you were tryin’ to get me fired. Do you little fuckers have any idea how hard it was to get that job?! No one’ll fuckin’ hire me. I had to move out to the goddamn boonies just to find someone who’d give me a job. But I guess it turns out it was just to make me the scapegoat for some fucked up shit, huh?!”



Letting out another guttural growl, Max looked to the ceiling then back to Charlie. “Just gimme another damn beer. I can’t deal with this fuckin’ shit… But you don’fuckin’ get one unless you--” He paused for just a moment, before changing his mind. “Actually… on second thought, go ahead. But you better drink it all. You waste a damn drop an’ I’ll… uhm… Ugh, just don’t waste it, alright? Shit tastes awful but it helps yeh relax. An’ you sure seem pretty twitchy, so drink up.”





Still leaning over April, Dolly couldn’t help grinning and giggling as she watched the younger doe pick out her clothes. Particularly when the girl grabbed a certain pair of panties, the ferret said sweetly, “Good choice! That used’ta be my favorite pair!”



Dolly had been standing there with both arms behind her back while she looked on, quite pleased by her playmate’s chosen attire, and when April inquired about footwear, the ferret snickered playfully and straightened up.



“I sure do!” she declared, simultaneously revealing what she was hiding behind her back. It was a pair of small, cowboy-themed boots, fit for April’s little feet, even the one that was still wrapped in a cast. That little fact hadn’t gone unnoticed by the girl, but she’d been refraining from assaulting the bunny with questions until they were alone. Preferably at the shooting range. She noticed April’s expression upon seeing the boots and shrugged cutely, “Yeah, I had a bit of a cowboy phase when I was your age. But it’s okay, these are really nice. I took good care of ‘em!”



She handed off the boots and waited for April to put them on, which wasn’t easy for her previously wounded foot, but Dolly was outwardly patient as a saint until she was finished. Then, beaming like she’d just won the lottery, the ferret raced to the bedroom door and waved a paw at April.



“C’mon, let’s go shoot things!” she squealed with delight, taking off down the hall.



Dolly stopped at the stairs to wait for the pink-haired bunny, but she was clearly brimming with impatience by this point, bouncing on the spot and urging April to follow. She’d all but forgotten about Red and Charlie, though they could be heard faintly, their voices muffled and indistinct as she thumped down the stairs and marched towards the back door.



Of course, the noise didn’t go unnoticed Max, who was in the middle of sipping his second beer through a straw when he heard the thumping. His brow promptly furrowed then and he spat out the straw angrily.



“Who the fuck is thumpin’ around?” he grumbled. “An’ for that matter, who the Hell was that I heard screamin’ earlier? More of yer little friends? Or is it this ‘Daddy’ you keep talkin’ about? Issat who put you up to this bullshit?”



By the time April reached the first floor, Dolly was already throwing open the door to run down the steps and twirl in delight under the bright, sunny sky. As she spun her way down the dirt path leading to the crest of a nearby hill of green grass, her dress flared up and very obviously revealed the fact that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. It quickly dropped to cover up her body again though, when she faced the house to see a hesitant, wary April in the doorway.



“Hey, watcha waitin’ for?” she called after the bunny, waving both arms over her head. “The range in this way!”








