
The large sperm whale sat in his metal chair, a black blindfold pulled tightly across his vision, leaving his sight completely in the dark. He was tied and restrained down with ropes, special care taken to make sure not to damage his large thumping ticker, beating out of his chest both in part to his size and anxiety. His legs were tied back, and his head braced, keeping it in place.

“For your crimes against nature and society, you will now be put to death!” boomed a voice from somewhere above. A mechanical device was brought forward, wheeled out on a large cart. It was metal and balanced on a large arm, twisted and positioned to place the barrel of the machine against the whale’s head, between and just above his eyes.


The whale could do nothing but wait, seemingly an eternity passing as the device was primed for its use, clicking and clacking. Finally, the okay was given, and the whale was left in silence with bated breath.

CRACK! The device activated in a flash of activity, sending the metal bolt lodged in the main barrel straight into the whale’s skull. Even with dense bone tissue, the metal bolt blasted through like a torpedo through water, cracking a hole right in and continuing on. It shot straight into the whale’s frontal lobe, burrowing in through the middle of it like a bullet, extending through a good portion of the grey matter inside.


It finally reached its full length extension, clanking as metal parts in the gun stopped the bolt’s movement, before other’s whirred into action, rapidly retracting it back out of the brain and skull, popping out of his head and back into the barrel. As it left the hole it had created, bits of brain matter and blood spurted out, dribbling down his face.


It all had occurred within a fraction of a second, the whale going from alive and nervous to fully brain damaged in no time. His body tensed fully in the moment, long cock suddenly tensing and rising, unsure of what to do with the sudden scramble of damaged signals sent down his spine. The dork twitched and shivered, then shot off, spraying and dumping its load in a desperate manner, globs of white splashing on the floor.

An attendant walked forward, wading around and through the mess of semen dripping on the floor, inserting a pithing rod into the whale’s giant skull, monitoring the rapidly beating organ in the whale’s chest. It was pounding hard, still alive for now, but not much longer as the attendant twisted and whisked the rod about, cutting through and stirring the whale’s grey matter into a pasty grey soup.


He bulged against the ropes and restraint, cock spurting out its last loads as his mind was scrambled to nothingness. His heart beat erratically, throbbing crazily against the ropes, but began to slow as the stirring continued, sludge dripping from the hole in his head.


Finally, the whale’s brain had been fully dealt with, the dampened attendant leaving to clean themselves off as the whale sat still, unmoving but for the slump of his head forward, spilling some more of the liquified grey matter inside down his head and dripping over his bare body. The execution had gone quite successfully everyone agreed, if a bit messy. Through the afterparty and success, the whale sat still, heart beating no longer, waiting for janitorial staff to come in and begin their long shift. It would be quite a long night for them, cleaning the room and body before finally bringing his limp corpse off to disposal.
