
//So, I stumbled into developing a setting, one that has a (hopefully) fairly interesting set up while also enabling a wide variety of kinks. Ideally this allows both tame and extreme stories to exist in the same setting, while also not being too obviously ‘its porn, roll with it’. Such that you could entirely focus on only tame or only extreme, like a pick and choose deal. 
Now I say extreme, but it’s mostly for toilet stuff. This all started when my legit extreme side died down a bit, so sick shit like snuff and torture isn’t included in the cannon.
//coming up with concepts, foundations:
Drakes/Draahnkyrn — Physically they are typical furred dragons. Lore wise, they are a genetically engineered species, originally designed expressly as soldiers, now free and thriving with their engineered biology. 
Notable traits: Malleable genes that allow modifications (wink wonk, feasible toilet slavery), thick lube-like spit that excretes at higher amounts when throat is being used, anus is similarly self-lubing, as well as sheath to coat dick before penetration. Stretchy holes and insides, but that’s all furries. Knots stay somewhat inflated when knotted while unconscious, brain shuts down before giving the deflate signal. The world needed more cockwarming.
Common Species, Commons — generic species, all that aren’t drakes, as the Coalition of Common Species built the original drakes. Inherited the ruins of human civilization and advanced quickly beyond, to about just slightly past real life modern times. Feasible future tech allowed. Feasible is kinda the main reason for this whole universe to exist, I like my porn to have a feasible grounding while still obviously not being real.
Cataclysm — Across the earth lay ten secure and mysterious facilities, with one in orbit as a space station. 500 years after the humans disappeared and left behind the final gift of the genetic-uplift to the animal species, three of these places suddenly started spewing out monstrous abominations of flesh that began ravaging the world. A last-ditch coalition was made to try and defend the planet from such an extinction event.
Array — The name of the mysterious facilities, the arrays are what produce the Others, a nigh-unstoppable threat to all life. An expendable force of super-soldiers, the drakes, were mass produced to keep them at bay.
The Zones — Dual perimeters around each of the three active arrays. 
Inner zone is Quarantine Zone, those who enter aren’t allowed back out, prolonged exposure to the array can lead it to ‘hijack’ a person’s body, so you stay until you die. These are patrolled and maintained by Quarantine Enforcement Unit drakes, QEUs, or just Qs commonly. Qs are separate from regular forces in the zone. (This is mostly a homage to a latex fucktoy series I made, a sorta fan fiction in Kirisha’s Toys-4-U world. The toy character was Q-9010, so the upcoming character QEU-7-9010 as a bit of a reference.)
The outer zone of the dual zones is the Exclusion Zone, this is where most of the drake military is stationed. These zones are large 
perimeters of land cleared of all civilian life and are the massive staging grounds for the Quarantine Zones. (The first arrays to 

activate were nuked, so the initial Exclusion/Quarantine zones were for radiation.)
The Republic — The Draahnkyrn Republic will be the centerpiece of the setting. After the orbital array was disabled, the ground based ones slowed down production of Others, and drakes were given freedom. Within this new nation and society are where most smut happens. Drakes are immodest and extreme in their ways, allowing everything from wholesome twincest to hardcore encasement and the filthy niche stuff like toilet slaves and hand-holding (yeah I’m fucked like that). Primarily conceived for casual nudity/sex and public use. 
Location is essentially in real-life Russia, so I’ll try to have the names be Russian sounding. In lore it’s the wasteland of Old Russia, as the area was blanked-bombed by orbital platforms after the local zones were catastrophically breeched, sacrificing the entire area to keep the world as a whole safe while new defenses were organized. Nothing against Russia, just the commons would only give away the worst land to their former slaves, and I want the drakes to be in Russia, so I had to do it em.
———
//testing the waters for a character background, it’s adult but not intended to be smut exactly.
The drake QEU-7-9010 is the focus, an original drake model during cataclysm.
Exploring naming convention: 
Letters are role, a single letter usually indicates leader of fireteam with letter being the first one. i.e. E = leader of Echo team
Middle number is model, or genetic generation. Such that 6 is sixth version, while a 7 means seven series. This allows for varying types of drakes per generation if I wanna mix things up.
Main numbers are just numbers, make ones that sound cool.
———
//aight lets do this shit
He was nervous, but undoubtedly excited. The drake soldier stood at attention on the tarmac, his primary black fur fluttering in the wind where it popped out of his crisp uniform. He was finally getting assigned. The officer was making their way down the line of stiff standing drakes, giving a paper and some words to each. When he reached this drake, his words were simple and short, just like the ones given to everyone else.
“You have been designated as a Quarantine Enforcement Unit, at zone one. You are now QEU-7-9010, here are your full deployment instructions.” The officer said as he handed the drake a folded paper. 9010 nodded swiftly and saluted as he took the paper. It was another hour before each individual had been addressed, only then were they dismissed. 
Once free, the drake cleared out his barracks, packed his only possessions of a few uniforms, then proceeded to the tarmac once more. There he stood with the other units to be shipped to Zone one, a row of big cargo aircraft set up on the runway, each one loading its passengers.
One by one they took off, 9010 strapped into his seat and preparing for the long journey. Multiple stops and multiple nights later they touched down on the other side of the world, the drake stepping out of the craft with a searing relief to be on solid ground again. He made his way through the bustling military complex, reaching the small sector he was stationed to. 
Within this sector was the squad he was in, with a few more, then a contingent of ranking officers to utilize them. Fireteam Zulu was his new family. They greeted him expectantly as he entered the sector’s barracks, claiming the first open bed he saw. 
Him and a few other new drakes were sent here as replacements of course, the ones still around from the last wave eyeing the newcomers dimly. The fresh units all greeted each other with the same enthusiasm, getting to know one another on their first deployment. The veterans refused to partake more than giving their numbers and role, not being rude, just distant. Then the squad leader entered, standing tall as he overlooked the hastily standing drakes. 
The leader’s pelt was a dark turquoise, hazel eyes steely. “I am Z-6-2301, leader of Fireteam Zulu. Welcome to base.” The imposing drake suddenly smiled, relaxing as he gave the word for the others to follow suit. He was easily the most personable out of all of the experienced units, giving everyone a rundown of base rules and procedures. 
He then gave the spiel of their command staff, all prominent Commons with impressive service. Their little sector’s de-facto leader was Colonel Holloway, followed by some lieutenants and commanders. 2301 informed each of the new arrivals of what to expect while under their command, with other tidbits.
With their impromptu briefing done, he sent everyone off to get some food and gave them a clear schedule for the rest of the day. 9010 settled in fast, as every drake fresh out of training does. Their entire lives have been military training and indoctrination, each feeling right at home on the base. 
Their first week passed without much fanfare, they woke up early and trained, maintained their gear and drilled tactics and marksmanship. Their team was mostly for enforcement of the zone, not excursions into it. Their main task was securing the outer perimeter, ensuring any who came back from the quarantine zone were authorized and disposing of those who weren’t.
-
With the third week approaching, 9010 experienced a change of pace. He got a personal message from the Colonel, telling him to come to his private quarters in the evening. The drake of course brought this to the squad leader’s attention, to inform him of his upcoming absence in the drills. The dark teal drake looked at the tac-pad with weary eyes, flicking up to 9010’s. 
“Tell me 9010, do you know what the purpose of this meeting is?” 2301 asked the anxious drake across from him.
He shook his head, “No, sir. I had guessed a performance review or surprise inspection.”
The veteran drake then looked at his soldier with a sympathetic look before shaking his head. “I can almost assure you it’s not.” The dark furred drake tilted his head at his superior, making 2301 sigh sadly. “Come on. What could him personally calling you up to his room so late be?”
“I don’t know sir.” Was the curt reply.
2301’s eyes grew skeptical, narrowing as he appraised the newcomer. “Hold on. Did the trainers actually get reeled in?” Seeing the confused look on 9010’s face, he opted to not even give the young drake time to reply. “Are you telling me you never had to have sex with your instructors during training?”
9010’s eyes went wide. “I have not done anything like that.”
The older drake looked at him with some incredulousness before settling down into sympathetic sadness. “Well then. I think we need to have a talk about our ‘glorious’ creators.” He sighed deeply, “I knew he would pick one of the new arrivals, he always likes them fresh.”
They spent a lot of time conversing, 9010 being crudely caught up to speed with how their Common superiors saw the drakes instilled servitude as quite the opportunity, along with tips on how to survive the seizing of said opportunity. With an hour to spare before his summons, 9010 was lead out of 2301’s office with him at his side.
“You’re going to be spending a lot of time with him, 9010. Try to be good, because he’s chosen you and will have you no matter what.” 2301 said softly, looking to the new blood with a forlorn frown.
“How do you know sir? You seem to be pulling a lot from just one message.” The hesitant drake said, trying to pitch the alternates.
“Because he picked me when I first got here, I got the same message. Then I got the message once a week. I won’t lie, it’s going to be rough. He isn’t gentle and it will hurt. You can try to think about other things while it’s happening, try to ignore it. Or... you can learn to like it. Like I did.” The usually confident leader looked to the ground.
“Oh.” Was 9010’s response. “Is it easy? To like it?” He asked unsurely.
The teal drake only scanned 9010 with upturned brows, before puffing out a breath and looking sadly at him. “You really don’t know much, huh.” He looked around a bit, new concern in his eyes. “Do you know how to give yourself an enema?”
The young drake shook his head.
2301’s ears folded back as he faced the newbie again, sighing as his shoulders slouched. “Alright, well… follow me. There’s some things you need to know.” They set off for their sector’s showers.
-
Nearly an hour later, 9010 stood before a door in the officers quarters, almost late. He tapped the wall-screen beside the closed door, a beep sounding as he made his presence known. It slid open quickly after, a tall white wolf in a sharp officer’s uniform now in the threshold. His voice was low, rumbly, laced with pride.
“Ah good, you’re here. Come in.” The wolf said as he sidestepped, a thin grin decorating his muzzle. The drake stepped inside, giving the room a nervous glance over. It was not huge, modest in furniture and spartan in design, though still elegant compared to a standard barracks. A decently large bed was on the far side, extending out into the middle of the room, much bigger than the typical bunks the drake used. Holloway waved towards it, “Take your clothes off and get on the bed.”
9010 swallowed anxiously, before slowly nodding. He swiftly disrobed, neatly folding and stacking his uniform. Nudity was nothing special to drakes, some squads training in the buff. But even then, the drake felt odd about being naked now, something about how the wolf was eyeing him as he moved. 9010 had never been looked at in this manner, the unsureness increased without any clothing to hide behind. Once finished, he clambered onto the bed, ears and tail flicking as he shifted around awkwardly, not really knowing what to do. He just opted to kneel on the sheets looking at the cocky wolf.
Holloway then stripped himself, keeping his eyes locked to the nervous drake’s as he shed his coverings. Standing tall, he crossed his arms as he regarded the drake, a constant smirk adorning his features. “How much experience do you have?”
“None, sir.”
The wolf hummed. “Did you at least know enough to clean yourself out?” Holloway really didn’t want to have to show his new fucktoy the ropes of backdoor hygiene.
Surprisingly enough to the Colonel, the drake nodded. “Yes, sir.”
Holloway’s grin turned sharp, teeth revealed. “Good. Let’s get started then. Turn around.”
-
Hours later the drake was walking down the hall once more, head low and tail tucked, walking with a noticeable gait. The wolf didn’t go out of his way to hurt the fresh fuckpet, but he wasn’t kind either. Pain was a great motivator to learn to relax. 9010 was thankful for 2301’s advice, able to walk out of the room on his own to legs thanks to the intuitive words. He didn’t see himself liking anything about it though, and hoped that would change the more times it happened. If it was this unbearable each time, he wouldn’t be functional in a year.
He quietly returned to his bunk in Zulu barracks, once more taking his clothes off that day. There was a bad taste in the back of his mouth as he slid out of his pants, disrobing no longer the uninteresting affair it used to be. He crawled onto his own sheets, thankful to be able to sleep after all this, hoping the burning under his tail went away soon. 
It didn’t.
-
Weeks had passed. Each one containing a visit to the Colonel, each one both better and worse than the last. The drake was getting accustomed to being penetrated, the basic routine no longer causing such discomfort. This only meant that the stark wolf could get rougher, more creative. Gradually the drake was broken in, pushed to limit then past it once his body grew capable. He didn’t know it then, but that first night, Holloway had been gentle. 
He once more stood before the smooth door he knew too well. He reached out and tapped the pad, ready to get this over with and trying to not think of what the wolf might have in store for him this night. When the door slid open, he was not too surprised to see the snowy canine sat on the edge of the bed, already naked. No, what concerned the drake was what lay next to him.
Upon Holloway beckoning him in while the door sealed shut behind him, he padded over to the bed, taking his own clothes off and setting them off to the side on the way. He stood bare before the officer, eyeing the box beside him. The wolf dipped his head towards the container, “It’s for you.”
9010 tentatively reached out and grabbed the plain box, popping its lid. He frowned as he lifted the contents out, flowing fabric unfurling. It was a dress, with frills and other extravagant decorations, all a deep purple. He held the article up by the shoulders, sending his eyes to look at the wolf questionably, the canine’s prideful smirk ever present. “Really, sir?”
Holloway let out an amused rumble, “Put it on. I need to know if it fits.”
9010 looked at the wolf with furrowed brows, opening and closing his jaws, trying to articulate his distain. Instead he turned back to look at the clothing he was holding, ears folding back as a defeated look swept into his face. He sighed and began slipping it over his head.
-
The drake’s head was held down, face mashed into the mattress as his entire body lurched forward from the harsh impacts of the wolf slamming his hips to the drake’s raised rear. He struggled to breathe, having to split his jaws apart to pant openly to get air. 9010 tried to focus on the sheets, the far wall. Anything but the growling man atop him. 
He tried, he tried so hard to get some pleasure out of it, but it was too obvious that Holloway didn’t care about what his toy felt. The small shivers of pleasure were only enough to barely get the drake out of his sheath, his length just flopping around with every thrust from the wolf. 
Those lost tingles were drowned in fire, the drake being taken with the officer’s unforgiving speed and power. Holloway didn’t even use lube this time, just spitting crudely on the drake’s hole when he hiked the dress up. He gave up trying to look past the bedsheets his face was pushed against, closing his eyes and trying to get some modicum of satisfaction from this. 
When that failed after a particularly harsh thrust, feeling the wolf spear his insides with a lance of pain, he resorted to his fallback. Counting, backwards from ten, the times he felt the wolf’s balls slap his own, anything. Anything besides the dim burns in every part of his limp body.
Despite it all, this wasn’t terrible, the pain bearable once everything settled. He could tell Holloway was careful not to break his toy too much, just wanting his pet to squirm while he used him. Like the snowy officer’s methodology, the experience was rough, just shy of horrible. 
9010 had quickly come to realize that he wouldn’t be enjoying this, merely tolerating it. He was lucky to be a drake, purpose built to take a beating and keep trudging on. A soldier, a survivor. These nights were the lesser ordeals he had to suffer through.
He yelled, or tried to, just whining and groaning as the wolf sped up before ramming his knot into the drake. The explosion of spreading warmth in his bowels helped ease the burning inside him, but did nothing to quell the strain on his passage from the expansive bulb. 
He panted pitifully into the sheets, yelping quietly with each jet impacting his inner walls, face scrunched as he tried to raise his snout out of the fabric. It was harshly pushed back down, the wolf now pressing his flexing body to the drake’s. 
Holloway was impressive, a prime specimen of canines. He was nearly as tall as the genetically engineered drake, the fact that he could manhandle 9010 made him acknowledge the wolf’s capabilities. 9010 was smothered by the pristine white pelt of his superior officer, body utterly placed under Holloway’s control. 
As usual they lay there in silence while tied, the drake panting alongside the wolf. Eventually it reached the time where he could extract himself from the drake’s abused hole, 9010 shivering as he unceremoniously tugged himself free. Long lines of seed and bodily fluid arced from the wolf to the gaping, winking hole, struggling to recover. 
Holloway stood up and slapped the prone boy’s ass, making him shudder, not helping in the slightest as he tried to overcome the discomfort under his tail. The snowy wolf then made his way around the bed towards where 9010’s head lay, eyes closed and tensely breathing, fighting back the burning below his waist. He jerked a bit in surprise as Holloway slapped his cock onto his muzzle, splattering some off-white globs into his rapidly opening eyes. 
“Clean up your mess.” Was the simple order given, the drake taking a breath as he braced himself. He pulled back, the pulsing flesh on his face dragging down his snout until the officer’s tip was pressed to his lips. The drake closed his eyes again, not wanting to see the wolf’s cocky smirk as he shoved his head forward, talking the entirety of him into his maw, the tip reaching the entrance to his throat. 
He tried to ignore the taste as he sucked diligently, swishing his tongue around for full coverage, pushing it deeper into his neck as he swabbed the flesh. Holloway hummed a satisfied rumble as his fuckpet cleaned him for a good few minutes, only popping out of the drake’s maw after he felt he was nice and fresh.
He then departed the bedside, traveling over to the more furnished side of the room and grabbing a bottle of water for himself. 9010 continued to lay there for awhile, trying to regain feeling in his legs. Eventually he raised his torso up with his arms, one of the purple dress’s shoulder strap sliding down to his elbow. He coughed, hacking up a few thick gobs of the wolf’s ejaculate from his throat, which he then had to re-swallow. His ears were permanently folded back, raising an arm to wipe across his mouth and take away the spit from his last duty.
He gradually sat himself upright, rubbing his face where it had been smashed to the bed, fur disheveled. Once his toes regained sensation and his ass stopped screaming from the rough treatment, he swung his legs over the side of the bed and stood. Holloway just kept that proud grin on as he watched his fucktoy recover, chuckling a bit as the drake winced with a few exploratory steps. 9010 then grabbed the collar of the frilly dress, starting to remove it before the wolf spoke up.
“Ah-ah, keep it on.” He said, eyes conveying that this was a real order. The drake looked at him dejectedly, frowning even more.
“B-But sir… I need to return to the barracks, and someone might-“
“That’s fine. Let them see.” Holloway said calmly, forcefully. 9010 peered at him with narrowed eyes, a small wave of frustration sweeping through him. The wolf continued, “And you are to wear that anytime you report to these ‘personal evaluations,’ understood?”
The drake’s gaze grew harder, an ear flicking as his lips stretched thin, trying not to show his distaste. “Yes sir.” The drake said as he let the degrading garment slide back down over him, and fixing the shoulder strap. Then he just waited as the wolf stared at him, the drake knowing he was committing the image of him in the dress to memory. 
The drake was a soldier, trained and conditioned since the day he was manufactured. Modesty is not really something he possessed much of, clothing never really an issue, or a lack of it. The only possessions 9010 had ever known was uniforms and weapons, quite used to wearing what he was told and not caring about it. 
But now that he was wearing the obviously degrading dress, to be seen by the Colonel and who knows how many others, he felt different. He felt utterly humiliated; something he had never known. He didn’t like it. His hands clenched into fists, waiting for the wolf to finally release him.
With a bemused huff, Holloway waved his hand towards the door. “I see the look you’re giving me, go on. That’s all for tonight.” The drake let out the breath he didn’t know he was holding, looked at the wolf a moment more, then picked up his folded clothes. He walked to the door, pausing with his hand on the control, taking a deep breath and squaring his shoulders. 
He opened it, and purposefully strode down the hall, determined to not let the shame get to him. He wasn’t able to pull his tail out from his legs, or stop the gentle drips of white trailing on the floor behind him.
-
Months had passed, with no major change other than some harsher positions. The drake had become fairly accustomed to the rigors of being a fucktoy with the inevitable experience gained from weekly visits. Still painful, still degrading and humiliating, but 9010 didn’t mind it anymore. He still didn’t derive satisfaction from anything, but it was a little more than just tolerating. Holloway had broken him in nicely. But by the time a year had passed, things changed. 
Holloway had changed. He wasn’t rough anymore, uncaring but restrained. Now he was downright hurtful, abusive. Alongside a harsh ‘usage’ the drake was otherwise physically mistreated, beaten, choked. 9010 didn’t take it well, psyche already fragile and conditioned into an obedient pet. He could do nothing but take it, the walk of shame in the dress back to his bunk now sometimes trailing blood. 
It got even worse, the situation in the Zone deteriorating quickly over recent weeks. They were now being sent in more and more often, challenged with taking out prominent rogue soldiers and those who were ‘hijacked’ by the Others. Zulu had seen another round of replacements fall in, the losses hitting 9010 even harder, especially since he had to put some of his fellows down.
He no longer thought the drakes to be the invincible soldiers, having seen one too many of his brothers being torn apart. As each deployment grew more dire, and each night with the wolf became more vicious, he questioned what he did to deserve it all. Though his body was born matured and experienced, the drake had only been alive six years. He did not handle this time of his life well.
He couldn’t even cry in the peace of his own bunk, the Colonel summoning the drake almost every night now. 9010 often woke up in the infirmary, battered and humiliated. Visiting Holloway now did more damage than combat, something that actually boosted the drake’s morale. He could not refuse or retaliate against a commanding officer, but the Others… They were perfect targets for his building rage. Every searing point of pain the wolf dealt to the drake only fueled his combat effort. 
He became unhinged and aggressive, meeting the enemy with brutal force and ferocity. Yet despite how he fought with the same animalistic abandon they did, he knew what engagements to use tactics and stratagem, carefully controlling his hatred. He would be the monster that he was made to be, not the monsters they were fighting. All he wanted was to never see another replacement in his squad. During this, 2301 obviously became worried about him, but could not intervene in a meaningful way.
-
It was all for nothing. They had deployed that day like any else, dropping past the perimeter. They had received a call for reinforcements, nearly every line being pushed back. The Array was either churning out its creations at an extraordinary pace, or it had been saving a few from each offensive for the last year for one giant push. Either way, it was effective. Breeches were common, but they were small, individual cracks. 
This was a complete shattering of their defenses, the Quarantine Zone already attempting to evacuate, while the large Exclusion Zone and its reserves beyond set up barricades for a final stand. If containment was broken, it was all over. The Commons that call the land of Old Russia home would not survive. Entire species would fall.
This was all unknown to the drakes, instead sent in to rescue prominent officers from the Quarantine Zone before the eventual retreat-covering blanket bombardment happened. Much to 9010’s dismay, their VIP was Colonel Holloway himself, and the scattered survivors of their sector’s other squads. They reached him without much fight, most Others heading for the more prominent gaps in their lines. 
Dealing with the ones besieging the Colonel was different matter. It was bloody, it was close. Barely anyone from the other teams made it, while Zulu suffered the loss of a quarter of its drakes. Sometimes it’s just so hard to see where to shoot on the monstrous Others, writhing and rippling with twisted bones and pain. 
Their brain, or whatever controlled them, was always in a different spot, whether by design or whatever deterioration the creatures seemed to suffer. Too often then not, the grotesque abominations didn’t care their brain was missing, simply charging at the nearest drake before they collapsed into decrepit piles of flesh. 
Drakes get the job done though, the Colonel safe and secure on their dropship. They were heading back to the retreat line with the survivors, but surviving wasn’t really the mercy they thought it was. 9010 was staring at the wolf, and at the same time, nothing. Nothing. That’s all he felt, all he was. 2301 had died rescuing that damn wolf. Lanced through and ripped apart with nothing more than a surprised scream. 
9010 was lost. This single year had been the longest of his life, only the standard five year training comprising the rest of that life. 2301 had been an anchor point since he stepped of the plane and his real life began. Not just mentor, or guide, but one of the few foundations of his sanity. He knew the time would come, they all did, but he still wasn’t ready. 
Lost in his own mind, the drake didn’t even notice how the usually proud white wolf was slouched in his seat, muzzle in his hands as he held a headset microphone to his lips. “I’ll sway the vote.” Holloway said lowly. “Do it.” There was loud shouting from the headset, vigorous arguments carried out as clasped a hand over his brow.
9010 barely registered the flash of light outside the craft’s window, long lines of fire raining from the sky as sharp bubbles blossomed out from the impact points. They had started the orbital bombardment. That wasn’t supposed to be for another twenty-four hours. 
Barely anyone had been evacuated from the outer Exclusion Zone, and their rear guard in the Quarantine Zone just got vaporized. Something was wrong, this breach must be far more serious than previously believed. Holloway collapsed into the back of his seat, whispering to himself.
9010 was now looking out the window, captivated by the visual spectacle of the world being set on fire. Despite not thinking it was possible, watching the destruction made his stomach sink further into his guts. The shots weren’t stopping, they kept dropping, spiraling wider and wider. The entirety of the Quarantine Zone was obliterated, but the explosions started popping up in the Exclusion Zone, sweeping the hand of death through the reserve forces. 
The drake made the sinking realization, that as the bolts continued to drop even beyond the Exclusion zone and into civilian populated areas, the only people that were making it out of this alive were those who were already in the air. An entire military base built to stand guard for centuries just got wiped off the map, the countless drake and Common lives tossed away, almost an entire nation obliterated.
Being native residents of the region, the single photo in Holloway’s wallet of his wife and daughters were the only physical trace of them to still exist after he gave that order.
The drake was numb to it all. Nodding gently in the deafening silence of the drop ship, he approved of this. Unsure if this was from his broken mind, or this was finally the shatter point, it didn’t matter. He knew this would not have been considered unless a breech the likes the world has never seen just happened. There was no guarantee of stopping it with a new perimeter, but this guaranteed some time to form a defense. He could tell his own thoughts were shallow and grim, but he understood why the call had to be made. This war would not be won with half-measures. This was a crucial move.
They arrived at the new regroup point for their former sector, going from a state of the art military installation to nothing more than a refugee camp. There were no walls to deafen 9010’s screams as the wolf had his way with him, venting untold rage and misery. The medics had a bed ready for him by the time his unconscious body was dumped at their tent. 
By the end of the week, there was one reserved for him at all times. If the loss didn’t break the drake, then this did. He stopped complaining about his treatment, accepted this reality as fact. Not uncaring, but complacent, obedient, trained, broken. Pathetic.
They spent a long chunk of time there, eventually a large force assembled by the global community reclaimed the wasteland that once was humanity’s Russia. Another base was built and the Zones were re-established around the Array. What took six hours to destroy took four years to rebuild, the surrounding area still ruined for most life, entire ecosystems collapsed. A quarter of a continent sacrificed for the world. A desperate measure, for a desperate time. 
-
The drake stood in his new barracks, similar to the old base’s but not quite. He was alone in the room, staring blankly at the bed in front of him. His hands shook, for he felt something for the first time in a long while. An emotion finally snuck through the cracks of his dead mind. 
Fear. He looked to the purple frilled dress on the sheets before him, amazed that the wolf had bought another. The little tag was a sinisterly short ‘Happy Birthday, Slut’. Awhile ago he might have scoffed at it, felt the embarrassment welling up in him when looked at it. 
Now there was only dread as he saw that color. Holloway’s abuse was nothing new, nothing light. But within these past events, the Colonel had gotten downright violent. The bandages on the drake’s leg evidence enough, the long splotch of red in the linen showing an undoubtable knife wound.
Seeing the dress again was enough to shake the drake from his depressive stupor from the years, returning him to a state of unwanted emotion and realization. He eyed the long mauve fabric, scared to put it on, scared of what followed. Scared to now be awake in this nightmare. He sniffled a bit, then snatched the garment, not giving himself time to think as he set off for the showers to get himself ready. 
He arrived at the door like usual, the smooth metal a prominent occurrence in his memories. The door was different then it used to be, new material, different markings, but was still the same door. It lead to the same fate. 9010 touched the pad with a shaky hand, jumping with surprise to see the wolf, standing in the doorway already. Holloway grabbed a handful of the drake’s fur and dragged him inside, a yelp echoing through the hall before the door shut.
9010 saw the Colonel’s terrible eyes, and shrunk in his grip. He knew tonight would be bad. He could not have been more right. He was tossed onto the bed, the wolf shedding his clothing before shoving himself atop the drake. He didn’t even bother with spit as he forced himself inside 9010. This was unfortunately a common occurrence, the drake merely yipping before hissing through clenched jaws. Despite his experience, despite his training, 9010 was not prepared for how viciously the officer used him. 
Blood dripped onto the sheets as the drake’s back was covered by white fur, the drake forced into the sheets as his rear was hiked and dress torn off. Wild bucks and claws tore him both inside and out, 9010 now yelling in pain. His voice diminished as time passed, run ragged from shouting, just about to be lost entirely from usage. 
It never got the chance, the wolf had had enough. He wrapped an arm under the drake’s muzzle, yanking his head up and exposed his neck. His other hand fumbled over to the bedside table, grabbing the first thing he reached, a pen. 
Then he stabbed it into the side of the drake’s neck, the yelling turning to screaming. Holloway growled, “Fucking shut UP!” as he then pulled the pen to side a bit, destroying 9010’s vocal cords, the wail being reduced to a high pitched wheeze. He yanked the pen out, then shoved 9010’s head back into the sheets as he returned to thrusting. His hand planted firmly on the back of the drake’s skull, holding him down as he writhed. “That’s better. Head down and forward, be a real fucking shame if you choked on your own blood.”
9010 could only look around with wide eyes, gurgling out red from his mouth. He was utterly powerless and consumed with pain and fear. He couldn’t even turn his head to look at the person doing this to him. For the next unknown stretch of time the drake was used, eventually Holloway ripped the bandage off 9010’s leg wound to wrap it around his neck, preventing him from bleeding out. This was by no means a mercy.
9010 could barely process things, eventually dragged off the bed and tossed to the floor. He was on his back, limbs splayed as he choked and sputtered, breathing hard as he stared at nothing. He prayed that this was the end, that everything would go black and he would be waking up in the infirmary before he knew it. Then the wolf pulled out a sledgehammer. He tried to get up, to crawl away, but the impact hit before he could do anything.
The drake didn’t even know what kind of noises he was making. He couldn’t scream as the hammer was dropped onto each of his limbs, shattering the bone. Each one made him more unresponsive, while also making him thrash more, worsening the damage and blinding pain. 
Halfway through, Holloway had to yank his toy’s head up and turn it, stopping the drake from drowning in his own vomit. By this point he was unceremoniously weeping, bloodshot eyes distant and unfocused, gagging from sobs and his heaving torso. When the wolf was done, 9010 was a crumpled mess, covered in blood and bile. His muscles spasmed, body convulsing in agony as his limbs lay twisted and broken. The wolf was not done yet.
As he walked past his doll, he reached down to grab the fur on its head, dragging the drake across the floor to the other side of the room. He dropped him before a tall mirror, the drake now seeing clearly the broad grin on the wolf’s snowy features. Holloway knelt down beside the battered form, yanking 9010’s head up once more and placing the drake into a headlock. 
Not to choke him out, but rather to keep his head still for what the officer was about to do. With his spare hand, he set down and opened the case he brought with him, pulling out a power drill. 9010’s terrified bawling eyes tracked the tool as it was brought to face him, the sharp drill bit level with his right eye. Behind that, he saw the wolf’s smiling face and his own broken body. Holloway leaned down, talking directly into his victim’s ear.
“Do you see that? The pitiful excuse of a living thing you are? This is what you are, and I want you to remember it. Take a good look, because your worthlessness will be the last thing you ever see.” 
9010 tried to yell, to beg, but all that came out were bloody bubbles and a low whine. His pupils went to horrified slits as they snapped between the wolf’s face and the nearing drill bit. In a flash, half of 9010’s vision went blurry before going out completely. The drake thrashed in Holloway’s hold, managing to let out a chilling facsimile of a scream from his torn vocal cords. 
Pain filled every nerve in the drake, unable to fully control his own pain-induced spasms, making his head shake and send the drill around more. He couldn’t close his other eye, the sight of the drill vanishing into his right socket and spewing pulp while the smirking wolf held him was burning into his mind. 
The wolf continued in a sickly smug tone. “Just so you know, I’m a hero. I have lead this sector for over ten years, was instrumental in securing containment during the Blitz. If it were not for me, who knows how many would have died? They will see what I have done to you, they will find your body. And they won’t do a damn thing.”
9010 was still convulsing in silent agony as the wolf pulled the dripping red drill bit out, white chunks splattered around the drake’s face. He spun it back up and plunged in into the other eye, but 9010 didn’t need it to see what was happening anymore. The gods he prayed to before finally answered, the blackness bringing an end to everything.

