
Chapter 4. Primal.


Captain Sullivan wasn’t surprised when home office responded with orders in a quicker than usual fashion. What ever had happened on Blito had been fast. The last reports from the ground was that there was some minor rioting but nothing that the planetary militia wasn’t equipped to handle. The militia was a token force, largely placed there to deter pirates and to keep things like this from happening. Obviously there was something that had slipped through the radar. Had the rioters made a deal with a third party, another mining company? Maybe some sort of alliance with a pirate lord? He wasn’t sure, but he was going to get to the bottom of this.


The ancient fox strode across the bridge, his medals jingling loudly as he walked. He was reading the large displays that appeared over the main view. The Kurata’s bridge was so quiet compared to that of his old military cruiser, the Pinafore, a vessel that he hoped to purchase for himself one day. Aside from a few comms and security staff, the only others with him were his chief security officer, the ferret Rosca, and his now acting head foreman, the large pink pig Vargus. The foreman was looking at the scrolling reports, sweat sliding across his face. Just as it were as it was his crew that was caught in the middle of all of this. 


The ship’s aging sensors couldn’t get a clear feed of the situation and comms jammers made it impossible to gather any information from the downed dropship.  Information was scant, the only thing they knew was that the rioters had somehow gotten hold of the planet’s sub-orbital gun. This gun was Blito’s primary defense against a pirate attack. While it was a capable weapon, it would be useless against the Kurata at this distance. 


Home office’s orders regarding the situation had been clear and simple. The order merely stated: “Make and example of them.” That was what Sullivan was prepared to do. A faint smile went across his long vulpine muzzle. This is what he lived for. It’d been too quiet on this rust bucket, it was time for some action.


“I can send in all my staff with the dropships, it won’t be pretty, but if we move quickly they won’t be able to act.” Rosca said, looking over the screen. “We don’t have any heavy weaponry, but there’s been no reports of any on the planet. A few quick bouts ought to take the wind out of their sails.”


“That gun will tear the ships to shreds. You’d lose too many by the time they land and you’ll be overrun.” Sullivan pulled on a white whisker in thought. 


“Maybe I could send a force to land away from the settlement, we can improvise some of our speeders and other vehicles as an attack force.” The security chief added in quickly.


“Not a bad idea, but you’d need to land very far from the gun. It make take several days to get into town, and by that time they might have established better defenses. Not to mention I don’t think anything we have has the range for such a journey. No, there’s only one way to fix this.”


“What’s that, captain?” A concerned Vargus said, his head shaking as he looked at the scans of the downed dropship. The blurry picture showed just how bad of a wreck it was. He wasn’t sure anyone was alive, but something in his gut thought that the toughness of his men would allow them to push through. He knew it wasn’t realistic, but he couldn’t accept the fact that his crew was most likely dead, torn to shreds by the broken metal of the ship, vaporized by the planet’s sub-orbital gun. This wasn’t a miner’s fate. 


“We have to use the cracker lasers on that blasted gun.” Sullivan stated matter-of-factually.


“Sir, those haven’t been used for cycles… they’re not tested. Besides, they will do far more than destroy that gun. If we’re not careful, you could damage the planet itself.” Rosca gasped.


“I served on a military vessel for longer than you’ve been alive. That laser is a glorified popgun, but it’s all we’ve got.”


The ferret looked over the captain. There was a hint of doubt in her expression but she recognized that he had the most experience over anyone on the ship. Besides, should something go wrong and they wind up damaging the planet he would be held responsible, not her. She looked over the giant displays, looking at the now highlighted sub-orbital gun. The gun was encased in a large fortified tower, looking like a more militarized astronomer’s telescope. She recognized it as a slightly newer model, a recent addition no doubt. 


“I’ll take care of it, captain.” She said, looking over to the empty gunner’s seat. “I graduated top of my class, I’ll calibrate it.”


“How long will it take?” Asked the silver fox.


“We can’t fire this thing willy-nilly.” Rosca said, rushing over to the seat and adjusting the controls. “I’ll need to warm the laser up and calibrate it. I bet your ship didn’t have precise aiming like this one.” She added in with a low chuckle. The captain’s stern face in response made her stop. “It’ll take about six hours.”


“Six?” The captain raised an eyebrow.


“It’d be half that, if this thing had been used recently. I’m going to warm it slow and keep up to date on the feed here.” She tapped a small display with a finger. “Making sure it’s operating correctly. I’m not going to have the laser blow up on my dime.” She adjusted a lever and guided a cursor over the screen. “Thirty percent power should be safe at this distance.” She sounded unsure. 


“I want all your staff on alert, dropships primed and ready.” Captain Sullivan said, watching the ferret in her element. “Information is scant but I want this to be a quick, clean mission. If we can find out who’s in charge of this mess, I’m going to make a public display with him. People will think twice when they want to play games against Oda Mining Corporation.”


“What are your plans?” Asked a sweating Vargus.


“Not quite sure yet, but I know that the janitorial staff will be very piss.” The captain said, a dark chuckle escaping his lips. It was now a company matter and they were free to do what they wanted with anyone who surrendered. The rules of war didn’t apply when it was a company matter.


“Captain, if I may…” The foreman began, wiping moisture from his forehead. “I want to join the invasion force. I need to be down there, for my men.”


The ancient vulpine looked over the large pig. He was what he called “The commoner’s commoner.” A man concerned with the well being of those of his fellow caste. The captain’s chief concern was keeping the company happy, and more importantly, off of his back. Taking down a riot in process would score some good favor with the company. Though, if he lost the foreman he wasn’t sure who he would turn to for head foreman.


There were still plenty of candidates, after all, with a mining staff in the hundreds he could pick from any of their leads. If only that traitorous Flint hadn’t vanished. He wondered in the back of his mind if the rouge head foreman was somehow responsible for the situation on Blito. He wanted to tell Rosca of his suspicion but doubted that the security chief would agree with him. 


“You have my blessing, and you have guts to jump in there.” The captain said, patting his chest which made his medals jingle loudly. “If I could, I’d issue you your own award just for suggesting such an act of bravery. Rosca is going to head the force, so it’s not my call, unfortunately. Ask her.”


Vargus turned to the ferret. She looked to the big man and rolled her eyes, looking back at her display. “You’ll be in my ship. I’ll be point, you follow. Stick close and you’ll be fine. I’ll requisition some gear for you. Have you ever used a blaster before?”


Thick fingers scratched at his scalp nervously. “I’m not proud of it, but when I was not much older than a piglet, I did some merc work. Everything was above board, of course. I just did a few short jobs before I decided that wasn’t the kind of work for me.”


“What group were you with?” Rosca asked, curiousousity in her voice.


“Small group called Inksec. They worked security and claims for a few small jobs for Shine.” Vargus coughed.


“Never heard of them, must have been a small firm.” Rosca said, looking back at her monitor. The ferret had a long career working various security and mercenary groups. She wasn’t shy about it. Sometimes she’d tell stories about the things she’d done to people to scare the miners from behaving badly. Everything had been legal, of course. That didn’t make it any less pleasant. Vargus noted how calm she was around the captain versus how she acted around his crew. Was the captain having a fling with her, or was it a matter of respect or perhaps a matter of authority? He was pretty sure the first thing wasn’t true, the captain was a known homosexual. Rosca’s history included taking pirates to the great rum cellar in the sky, so perhaps they bonded over that. 


“Just watch my six. I don’t think we’ll encounter too much resistance.” Rosca said, watching her calibrations. “These things usually blow over after a show of force. Once we get that gun taken out, I couldn’t be surprised if they all surrendered right away.”


“Do we know anything about them?” Vargus asked, trying to prepare.



“That’s the big thing. The roster for the local miners is pretty out dated. We’re not sure how many have died fighting the militia and how many joined their cause. We can only know that more than likely most, if not all the militia are dead and they probably don’t have any heavy weapons.”


“So, just like mining equipment and light weapons?” Vargus inquired.


“Exactly. We don’t have much in heavy weaponry of course. I do have a push Gatling laser that’ll get some action, as well as my power armor.” She added with a wink.


“We have power armor?” The foreman gasped.


“I have power armor. It’s my personal gear, bought it myself. I haven’t had to use it since I’ve served here but now it looks like I will. Once we get that gun taken out, I’m going to get in it and rush to the Rocker. I want you at that ship ready to go before I get there, am I clear?”


“Crystal, uhh… sir.” Vargus remembered that the ferret did not like to be called ma’am for some reason. He hoped that her more cooperative mood carried over when they got planetside.


The security chief whipped out a holopad. She turned it on and scrolled through the screen. She made a few presses before shoving it back into her pocket. “Head over to the supply office, I made a few requisitions for you. Return them when you get back.”


She was quick. “Thank you, sir.” A bewildered foreman said.


Axel hadn’t known he had fallen asleep. The only reason he found out he had been sleeping was that he had woken up to the sound of the door opening. Axel didn’t know how long he had been out. The teen figured it must have been a while as all the fluids he had expelled had dried up. The room stank of dried vomit and stale urine. His nose burned slightly but felt better than it did when he had drank that foul fluid he’d been forced to down 


His throat still burned. It didn’t feel quite as bad but he didn’t think that was good. He worried that some permanent damage had occurred there but wasn’t sure. His poor nipple was blood red, already blistering from the burning. Several greenish bubbles were starting to form on the reddened flesh. 


His testicles were swollen, enough that a quick look down that it was obvious. His now mostly dried urine stained underwear felt painfully tight against his wounded balls. He almost wished that he could see through the briefs to get a better look at his wound, as much as the idea appalled him. He needed to know just what he had lost during the intense torture session. He considered himself lucky, in a sick way. Things could have been worse. He could have had an arm or legs chopped off from the viscous looking cleaver that he’d seen. Maybe that’s why the door was opening. Alonso had come to finish the job and to hack him into bits. He thought of some lies to tell the squirrel, to make up something that would satisfy his torturer. He couldn’t endure any more of it. 


The person who entered wasn’t the squirrel at all. It was a wheezing obese bear who was rolling a cart. One hand was on the handle of the cart and another was holding the thick juicy haunch of some sort of fowl as he devoured it noisily. The bear’s fur was as dark as midnight and he was only dressed in a pair of red boxer shorts. The man wheezed, the weight of his frame putting strain on his legs as he walked awkwardly. He let go of the handle of the cart and closed the door behind him. Axel’s good eye watched as the man’s stomach jiggled grotesquely as he approached him.


“Alonso wasn’t lying that you have a pretty face, even with that shiner he gave you.”


Fat fingers reached up and gingerly rubbed at the bruised swollen skin that had covered the boy’s punched eye. The monkey bit his lip. His teeth felt rough and gritty from the vomiting. He let out a pitiful whine that sounded like a gurgle from his tortured throat. 


“Damn, this room stinks.” The man grabbed a can from the cart. He pointed the can downwards and pressed on a nozzle that was securely mounted on the top. A thick foam landed on the floor below the boy, coating all the dried vomit, blood, and piss that had come from his beaten body. The foam almost seemed to move and wobble before it suddenly vanished. The grossness that had once been there was now gone. The heavyset bear gave a satisfied snort as he put the can back into the cart. He ripped off a piece of meat from the leg he was eating from, thick lips slapping loudly as he chewed with his mouth open. “Delicious. Ever had meat? Probably not with that tummy.” He poked the teen’s concave stomach with a chuckle escaping his full mouth. 


“Wa..er…” A horrific gurgling voice escaped from the boy’s wounded throat. 


“Ewww, don’t talk. You sound like an old man.” The bear said, chewing meat loudly. 


“Thir..y…” A pathetic sound.


“Stop talking, I’ll get you some water.” The bear said, annoyance in his tone. He grabbed a cup from the cart and pressed it against the kid’s lips. “Drink it.” He said. 


Without any hesitation, Axel opened his lips and accepted what was given to him. Cool water struck his teeth, cleaning some of the dried bile, blood, and vomit that they were coated with. The refreshing coolness ran down his burning throat. He felt some of the pain vanish instantly as he gulped it down. The water rushed to his empty belly, giving his aching stomach something to work with if only for a very brief amount of time. The cup retreated and was set back where he had come from. 


“Thank you.” His voice was more clear, but still distorted from the damage and the pain. With the quickness the water had helped the pain, Axel felt assured the most of the damage to his throat wasn’t permanent. Hopefully.


“I told you not to talk.” The bear said, anger rising in his voice. “You keep talking and I’m going to deck you.”


Axel shut up right away as the man leveled his face with his. The bear’s pudgy puss scowled slightly before softening. “Yeah, I can work with you. You’ll do for a little while. Skinny, young… pretty face. With you were a girl, but they’re hard to come by. None of those bitches in town want anything to do with me. Alonso said I could have you if somebody from that ship talked. Luckily someone did.”


He rubbed at the soft bulge of his boxers, letting out a slight grunt. “And for his reward, we’re going to set him free after we’re done with our final push. Out in the desert. Heh. It’ll be fun to see how long he lasts.”


He let out a pained wheeze as he bent slightly to grab at something in the cart. Axel was surprised to see that the bear’s fat was running down his back as well as his front. He couldn’t even see the man’s groin as it was covered from his bouncing belly. He had to prepare what was coming to him. 


The bear produced tissues and began to wipe away any material from the boy’s body. He started with his face. The tissues were wet with something and stun when it touched the skin of the monkey’s face. He coughed as some stinging fluid wafted up his simian nostrils. The hefty bear cleaned off the rest of the boy’s body. He discarded the dirty tissues in an open bag in the cart. He looked at the boy’s urine stained briefs with a disgusted look. He grabbed at the waistband of the underwear and pulled it off of the teen in a single swoop. The boy’s soft genitals flopped as they were suddenly exposed. 


The tender flesh of his balls tightened as the cold air hit his wounded scrotum. His young uncut cock swayed limply as he was suspended by the chains. The fat face twisted into an expression of vile distaste as he looked at the boy’s private parts.


“Disgusting that I have to settle for a boy.” He said, flinging the underwear to a corner of the room. The briefs landed on the cold ground with a slight slap. “I’m going to unchain you. You try anything funny and you won’t need to worry about anything anymore.” He said, reaching over and fiddling the the locks on the boy’s ankles. 


The boy’s chains were unclasped. His feet and legs were free! He wanted to kick the fat bear in his humongous gut but knew that he couldn’t. He felt so tired. Even if he wasn’t so battered and weak, he didn’t think a fight with him would be a good option. He flinched as the man undid the clasps on his hands. With a sudden drop, the boy was on his feet. The stone floor felt like ice under his bare toes. He almost fell over, his legs feeling weak from being hung for so long. 


“Such a tiny thing, shame you’re a boy.” Fat fingers embarrassed the teen’s cheek. The monkey’s fur stood on end, his tail stiffened as the man felt at his face. The bear pulled his hand away, staring the teen in the face. “Ewwg… I don’t want to see your nasty cock when you blow me. Gross. Here… lemme…” The man turned away and looked at the cart, grabbing something in it.


Axel’s first instinct when the man turned his back was to bolt for the door. His knees and legs felt stiff, though. Even with the bear’s bulk the boy wasn’t sure he’d be able to outrun him. His body felt so heavy, wracked with hunger and bruised from the blows delivered by the squirrel. The rubbing of his swollen orbs against his thighs meant he wouldn’t be able to run in full stride. His balls hurt so bad. Now he could see how red and purple they were, the inflammation stretching the skin of his scrotum taught. 


With a faint grin the bear presented the boy a pair of panties. The panties were pink with a little red heart in the front of them. Axel had never seen panties before. He knew just from the shape of them that they wouldn’t be a very comfortable fit, especially with his prominent injury. His body felt a little weak as he wobbled slightly.


“Put these on and tuck your dick and balls between your legs.” The man ordered.


The teen took the soft underwear in his hands. It felt like nothing he’d touched before. The velvety smoothness of the garment would be relaxing if he wasn’t being forced to put it on under such duress. He slipped the underwear past his feet awkwardly, trying to maintain balance that his body seemed to be actively make him lose. Pain coursed through his young body as the underwear felt snug against his crotch. The fabric dug into the pert cheeks of his monkey ass and was smarting his poor injured nutsack. He wanted to take it off but knew that he couldn’t. The bear scoffed and growled, looking at the boy’s groin. “You need to tuck it, I’m not going to look at your bulge.”


“Tuck it?” He asked, his young eyes looking up at the man’s angry face.


“I told you not to talk, you stupid kid. Maybe if Alonso hadn’t played rough you could do a girly voice but every time you speak it reminds me that I’m going to do it with a guy, and that really pisses me the hell off.” He said, a hand balling into a fist. “You’re going to take your cock and nuts and stick it in between your legs to make it smooth, like a girl.”


A nervous gulp sounded from the boy’s throat. Hesitantly he reach into his underwear. He pushed his young soft cock and swollen balls back between his legs. He let out a pained yelp as his nuts hurt so much from this. He panted, trying to push it as far as he could. “It hurts…” He whined. 


The boy almost fell over as the bear struck him over the head with a balled fist. Tears welled from his eyes as he let go of himself and looked at the man’s reddened face. He knew what he had done wrong. He balked and resumed tucking his young boy bits again, whimpering faintly as he did. He had to close his legs awkwardly to keep his junk in check. He could see a slight mound still despite all the work he had put into it. His testicles were practically screaming at him to be released but he tried to fight back the burning pain. 


A smile spread across the bear’s fat lips, his obscene cheeks curling as he began to circle the boy. “Not back, not bad. Maybe I’ll get a year’s use out of you before you start becoming more like a man. After that, I suppose we’ll arrange a meeting between you and the rest of your crew.” He said, looking at the boy’s firm ass. The shining skin of the boy’s monkey butt seemed to enhance the pert boyishness it. It wasn’t quite masculine yet, having a nice roundness without being too muscular. It wasn’t quite feminine either, which didn’t make the bear particularly happy. Maybe if he had a little more food they’d be able to make his ass just a tad bigger without making him fat and mannish. 


Big fingers rolled along the hand print on the skin of the teen’s ass. He’d been spanked pretty hard before all of this, but the print was healing. He wondered briefly who had fucked this kid before. He decided he didn’t really care that much to think about it. 


“You’ve got a cute, almost girly ass. Not gonna fuck it, though. That’d just be gross.” He said, strutting over to the front of the monkey boy. He gripped the boy by his scrawny shoulders and pushed him to his knees. “I want you to blow me, kid. Keep your voice quiet. I’m gonna pretend you’re a girl.” 


The boy wordlessly accepted this. There wasn’t much else he could do. The cold floor felt hard against his knees as he lowered his head. He looked at the man’s crotch, or at least, what he could see of it. The bear’s black furred bulging gut blocked off most of his view. He looked up at the man’s glaring face before looking down again. He awkwardly lifted the man’s hefty belly. It was warm and heavy in his hand, he grunted as he tried to gain access to the obese ursine’s cock. 


He looked at the crimson fabric of the bear’s boxers. They were big and loose, probably big enough to fit as a full pair of pants if it they’d fit around the monkey’s skinny waist. He watched the man’s soft bulge move slightly, shifting with the fabric. The bear let out a low moan and Axel could hear him chewing loudly, enjoying the flavorful meat he had been sampling since he walked through the door. 


Carefully a hand reached for the button of the bear’s boxers. Quickly the teen unbuttoned the man’s underwear flap and was met with his flesh sausage flopping out suddenly. Axel’s nostrils flared. It stank. His cock smelled like stale piss. The other thing was the obese bear’s foreskin, or rather, the lack of it. Axel had never seen a cut dick before. He’d heard of circumcision but had never seen the end result of it up close. 


It was a fat, meaty cock. It twitched slightly as Axel gripped the soft flesh. He wished he could rip it off. The cock’s head was a dim pink, paler than any other glans he’d seen before. He traced a finger around the scar the bear had probably been subjected to as an infant. He almost felt sorry for him, almost. The penis was slowly thickening in his grip. He could feel the blood engorging the organ under the skin of his young fingers. 


The monkey boy leaned closer, getting a better look at the thick semi-hard prick. His young wet tongue lolled out of his mouth slowly. His tongue lapped at the man’s hardening shaft slowly. The salt from the bear’s unwashed cock sapped moisture from his tongue. Axel felt sick. It tasted foul compared to the weasel’s cock he’d had before. He felt the cock press against his dry lips. The bear was rock hard from his advances.


“Fffuck… keep licking. You’re going to want it wet.” He said between mouthfuls of food.


Axel slobbered against the hard-on. Wet saliva coated the cock in the thick sheen. The now glistening cock twitched visibly. Flecks of spit were launched back at the boy’s face. Axel panted, trying to produce more spit for the man’s greedy erection. His mouth had been bone dry not that long ago. That glass of water was only going to go so far. 


“Now suck it, you fucking bitch.” The man said with a low groan. “Take it all in.”


Slowly the boy’s lips went over the man’s thick cockhead. The engorged glans was so bulbous he could barely fit fit it into his mouth. He made a whimper as the entire swollen pink crown submerged into his young maw. He tried to take in more and more of the man’s dick, but his young untrained throat was having trouble. The deeper the bear’s thick cock went into his mouth the more sick he felt. He pulled back, gasping suddenly. “It’s too big!” He said with a thick cock. Strands of mucus and thick spit ran down his throat. Tears were trailing past his lips. 


“I told you not to talk, stupid kid. You’re going to kill my boner.” The bear gripped him by the hair on his head and pulled him towards his crotch. “Fuck it, I’ll do the work myself. Fucking brat!”


The man’s steel hard erection plowed past the boy’s lips. The throbbing cock slid into his unprepared throat with a horrific gagging noise. The bear moaned, feeling the boy’s throat tightening against his boner. He panted, moving the sobbing teen’s head, using him like a disposable fleshlight. He forced the monkey’s face up and down, groaning as he did. He took another large chunk of meat off of the bone as his cock throbbed violently in the teen’s gullet. “Ah, fuck…” His precum was dripping in the protesting monkey’s esophagus. Tears and spit got all over his stomach as the kid sobbed against the man’s thick cock. 


“Gonna…fuuuu…fuck yeahhhh!” The bear let out a grunt of satisfaction and a low moan as he came down the boy’s throat. Thick ropes of ursine semen went straight down Axel’s tortured throat as he hilted his meat inside the boy’s face. Axel let out an atrocious sound  and pushed the bear’s throbbing dick out of his own mouth with a surprising amount of force. The boy coughed and gagged violently. 


The bear took a few steps back, watching the kid’s body violently throw itself forward. Mostly clear vomit spewed from the monkey’s mouth. The coughed as trails of yellow bile and the bear’s thick load streamed from his lips. The boy retched and dry-heaved loudly. He sobbed, tearless cries mingling with the retching as he curled into a ball. The boy gripped his tail and pressed it against his own face. His long monkey tail was cuddled like a comforting lover. “I just want to go home…” He sobbed, his voice awful with the toil the quick round of puking had put it through. 


“You stupid brat, look at this mess you’ve made!” The bear said, gripping the boy by his hair and hoisting him upward. The man looked at the blubbering wreck of a face of the monkey teen. Heat streamed through the bear’s nose as he looked at the boy’s face with an expression of pure hatred. He threw the kid back down on the floor. Axel landed with a loud thud and sprawled like a child’s discarded plaything. 


Quickly the obese man wheezed as he grabbed the strange can from the cart from earlier. He sprayed the mess Axel had made and watched as the foam erased it from existence. He looked down at the boy who was still sobbing to himself. The kid was muttering something, he wasn’t sure what it was but he honestly didn’t care. He gripped his still hard fat prick and took a few steps toward him. “I’m not finished yet, but that stint almost killed my boner. You pull more crap like that and I’ll chop off your head. Do you hear me in there? HELLO?”


He gripped the boy by the hair and hoisted him up again, staring at the boy’s tear stained face. He whacked the boy’s face with the mostly picked over bone, slapping the thing loudly against the kid’s cheeks. “DO YOU HEAR ME!?” He whacked the monkey’s forehead with the bone. Axel just squealed and cried in response, no words escaping his desperate lips. 


“You better stop crying, you pathetic cunt or I’ll give you a reason to cry about.” The bear said, looking him straight in the eye. “I’ll start with your fingers and then we’ll see what I’ll take from there, how does that sound?”


Axel sniffled and tried to stifle his sobs. The attempt just made an awkward mewling sound from his throat that he couldn’t completely stop. His entire body was twitching, his heart and mind racing. Something was telling him to do something but he didn’t know what. All he could think about was the horrible pain and the loud screaming that was ringing in his large simian ears. The ursine grabbed one of these ears and gave it a yank as he pressed his lips towards it. “I’m going to say this nicely just this once, you dumb kid… GET ON YOUR KNEES AND SUCK MY DICK!” He threw the wretched stammering thing back on the ground. 


Axel quickly got to his knees and crawled towards the man’s erection. He lifted the bear’s thick belly to gain access to the still erect member. He whimpered, trying not to cry as he began to lap at it, his face quivering as he did. He had no control over his fingers as they twitched and were moving constantly. His heart was beating so fast the monkey thought it was going to break through his chest. The ringing in his ears stung as the man’s screams echoed over and over in his head. 


“Yeah… get right in there…” He groaned, Axel trying to work over the thick cut cock quickly. 


The dick throbbed against Axel’s teenage face. Precum oozed out, spurting with each violent movement. The monkey’s spit did little to help with the strong smell of the bear’s circumcised organ. Thick black furred fingers reached over the boy’s head, taking his face closer to his groin. A groan escaped his face lips, sweet starting to drop like rain as he was getting closer to his second orgasm. 


The engorged head forced its way past the boy’s quivering lips. Axel gagged slightly as more of the man’s veiny shaft invaded his raped mouth. The obese bear groaned again, making a sigh that sounded like one of relief. The monkey boy worried that maybe like the weasel from before, that this man would use his mouth as a makeshift urinal. No urine came, though. Just more sickeningly salty precum that was grossly warm. 


“Ooog, your mouth is so warm on my cock.” The bear panted, drool leaking from his mouth. “Reminds me of my ex, that dumb broad. Be thankful tha…ooo..fff….”


Axel felt a sudden jerk penis that was pulsing inside his mouth. The thick schlong vibrated violently, a healthy spew of precum spurting of his meatus. Awkwardly Axel’s tongue flickered along the thick slit, slurping the retched cum down in a way that’d make his rapist more happy. Axel knew he was about to finish him off. 


“FUCK!” Came an angry shout.


Axel’s ears, once ringing with the angry screams of the ursine were suddenly assailed by brief ripping, tearing sound. The ground rumbled below them for a moment, not enough to be an earthquake but it was a noticeable rocking. He almost lost his balance on the man’s erection, it still awkwardly positioned in his young maw. The tearing noise had been very short, but so loud and terrifying that it had overtaken the ringing. He had no idea what it could have been.


“Goddamn, what the fuck…hey…” The bear looked back behind him suddenly. It seemed like he knew something.


That split second of his attention being taken away from him, Axel suddenly took action. His heart racing, his body flooding with adrenalin, something took over. He didn’t feel so weak and pathetic, even with the man’s cock in his mouth. He didn’t feel so helpless. In fact, the black bear’s penis was right where he wanted it to be. Something overtook the boy, something deep within him. Something primal. Thousands of thousands of years of civilization could never really destroy the animal from within. It was a charade. His good eye narrowed as a primate instinct began to control his tiny body.


Simian teeth dug into the erect flesh of the man’s shaft, just a few inches from the base. Sharp teeth sliced into the engorged veins, rewarding him with a violent gush of vermilion. Now it was the rapist who began to scream. He grabbed at the boy’s head, digging his fat fingers into his face and trying with all his might to push the monkey boy off of him. “GET THE FUCK OFF OF ME!” He screamed hysterically as the kid’s teeth tore into his penis. 


He pushed the teen’s face away in vain. The boy, despite being perhaps a sixth of his weight was unyielding to the action. It was like the monkey was suddenly made of iron. His cock had deflated inside the teen’s mouth, the blood that had once kept it hard had spilled onto the flood. Blood rushed passed the boy’s mouth, loudly slapping on the ground and pooling between the pair. 


Finally the boy’s face pulled away from the man’s crotch with his dick with it. Most of the man’s cock had ripped away with a sickening squelching noise. Axel spat out the limp organ, it landed into the ocean of crimson with a splatter. Blood rippled from the impact, sending drops across the floor.


A rush of red dripped from the leftover cock-stump that now adorned the obese ursine’s crotch. The blood splashed against the already red fabric of his boxers, making the smooth poly-fiber glisten as it ran down the underwear.  He felt faint as his life was escaping him through his severed cock. 


Axel flung himself at the man, simian hands outstretched towards the fat bear’s face. The boy landed against the man’s distended gut, it wobbled as he crawled up it and raked at him. Primate fingers dug into the flesh, tearing it with ease. Lips were torn, nostrils ripped, ears severed and eyes gouged from the boy’s onslaught. The rapist punched the boy several times, hard blows impacting his lean underweight frame. It did no good, the response was a slight flinch and nothing more. It was like he had merely tickled the kid with a feather. 


A balled monkey fist took several teeth from the bear’s face. The teeth in response had ripped the boy’s right knuckle open, his blood streaking across the already ruined face. The bear’s screams had turned into a pathetic weak blubbering. Blood bubbled in his throat as he meekly moaned, his cries no louder than a whisper. Soon this weak noise was gone, replaced by the panting of his victim. 


Axel looked at the man’s ruined face. You couldn’t even teeth who he had been before, the damage was that bad. Almost the entirety of the bear’s fur and skin of his face had been torn off exposing the pink flesh that was beneath through a thick layer of red that was trying its best to heal that would never be fixed. 


Axel hopped off the bear’s body. He stepped on his feet, loud splashes from the pooled blood. He looked back at the now motionless body. He was probably dead, but he didn’t think about it. There wasn’t much thinking going on besides one thing: Survive!


He tore off the pink garment that had constrained his wounded testicles. The fabric ripped easily. He looked at the wound on his knuckle with disinterest. A matter that would have to be sorted out later. He eyed the cart and walked to it, examining its contents for anything useful. He spied a bone sticking out and pulled at it.


The hefty fowl bone had some meat left on it. He tore into the flesh, rending it with his teeth. He chewed loudly and slurped at it. He devoured the meat, a primal satisfaction from it. Finally his stomach had something worthwhile inside of it. He cleaned the entire meat off of the bone, leaving it completely stripped and bare. He would have eaten the bone if his teeth were tough enough. He discarded the remains by throwing it over his shoulder. The bone landed loudly on the ground. Nothing else on the cart was of any interest to him. He turned to Alonso’s torture table and eyed the vicious looking cleaver. 


He walked over and gripped at the utensil. It felt like a feather in his hand. He looked at his reflection from the flat of the blade. He saw the damage that had been done to him. His swollen blackened eye almost seemed to mock him in his reflection. He approached the door and slowly opened it.


In the hallway was a rushing figure. A mouse by the long wormlike tail that trailed behind him. The gray furred mouth was running, his lungs tortured as he rushed towards Axel. He froze when he saw the boy emerging from the doorway, his tail standing up towards the back of his head.


“Holy shit!” He yelled as the teen was in view. His figure shivered. “Wha…what the fuck happened to Miguel!?”


A hand reached for a gun that was holstered on a belt. His hands were jittery and unfocused. It was all the time Axel needed to make his move. With the mouse’s struggle evident, Axel gripped the handle of the cleaver tightly.


With an effortless action, the monkey boy hurled the large blade at the mouse. The cleaver flew towards the man, straight and true. The blade of the cleaver embedded itself in between the mouse’s eyes. He let out a little sigh, eyes unfocused as he fell forward. He landed head-first into the cold, hard ground. The blow from the ground forced the cleaver to practically split his head open. The monkey boy strode past the corpse, not even thinking of what he had done. Fur puffed up along his naked body, making him look bigger than he ever had. He walked down the empty hallway until he heard a sound. He peered into a nearby doorway and his fur relaxed. His body language became meek, he walked with a limp from the wound of his nuts. The bear’s many strikes against him began to hurt again. His body felt wracked with pain. The primal power had left him when he saw the wretched state of Johnson. 


The man was laying in a dirty bed.  The scruffy brown furred feline’s whiskers had all been torn off, bloodied spots were where they had once been. The cat’s mouth was missing many teeth that were spread across the floor. Dried blood covered his lips. The worst was the poor man’s right arm. He had none. Where his right arm had been was merely a bandaged stump. He wasn’t shackled to the bed but something about the feline’s posture told Axel that he couldn’t leave. That, and the bloodied smile he had across his face. Eyes wide as saucers looked at the monkey boy.


“Hey, kid.” He said, his voice nonchalant, almost happy. “Hey, so, uh, I wanted to tell you about uh… like the…” He stammered a bit, as if thinking about something he’d forgotten. “Oh, yeah. I wanted to tell you about the cutting laser we’ve got down here. Uhh… I think they’re going to be C6 rock cutters, so they’re going to be pretty heavy. You need to lift with your legs and not your back. Like… I’ll show you.”


Silence.


“See, that’s how you do it. You’re going to need to ferry them back and forth between the guys. They get even heavier with a heavy battery pack. I’ll just have you carry the packs separately for now until we can get a little meat on your bones. So, uh, ummm… I was thinking about breaks. So, technically we’re not supposed to take breaks until about eight hours into the work day but I don’t mind if you need to stop doing something to take a piss or something. Also they’ve got these great instant noodles planetside here. Have you ever had noodles before? I bet you haven’t. They’re really good. Agh…” The cat twitched. “So, I was talking to Vargus. I told him about uh our little scuffle and stuff. I’ll try to take it a little easier on you. He said that he wants things to work out with the crew, the rest of the guys. Oh, you’re really going to like them. Hank’s a really cool guy, I was talking to him just a few minutes ago. I think he might like you a little bit, he told me that he wants to take you to the bar. I know you’re too young but I don’t think the people over there will really care unless you pay for the drinks or have someone else pay for you. I know a really good drink, it’s called the Miner’s Ore, it’s Vargus’s favorite drink. It has a fish in it. I think you’ll really like that one.”


He paused again.


“Oh hey, Axel, I didn’t realize you were there. So, I was just talking to Jeremy about the ore. So we’ve got a pretty good hover-cart you can use. Have you ever driven anything? I mean, you don’t need a license for these. I don’t think so. I’ll have him teach you how to drive it. It might even be fun, you can pretend it’s like a ride or something. There’s also like this pretty good place here that has noodles. I like noodles, they’re pretty good. Have you ever had noodles before? Probably not. I don’t think they serve them on boarding worlds… Oh hey, Axel!”


They had done something to him. Either the torture had gotten to the man or they had forced him to take something. It could have been a combination of the two. Although the monkey boy had very little fondness for the feline, seeing him in this lowly state made him want to cry. He crawled over to the man, gripping his one hand. He pulled on it, gently. “Hey, Johnson. Do you know where you are right now?”


“I’m in bed in our room in the Kurata.” Johnson replied plainly.


“Yeah, that’s right.” Axel said softly, hoping to ease the man into action. “Can you get up? We need to go see Vargus over at Central City. I think he said something about a lunch.”


“That sounds good, I’m on my feet now.” The feline replied, not moving at all.


Axel looked at the man’s expression. There was nothing he could do. He felt all the strength in his body fading away. His tiny frame felt like it was as heavy as stone. He crawled into the bed with the wounded man. “Vargus can wait… we’ll just rest for a while…”


“Yeah, I’m tired. I think I’m going to sleep in today.”

