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"Mr. Doe, I am frankly appalled by what you have done and the fact that you show no remorse for having done it," the judge said sternly, scowling down at the black horse in the defendant's box. "While I wish that I could sentence you to life in prison, I must obey the laws—as must you—and hand down this pittance of a sentence. I order you to attend sexual deviancy therapy for a period of no less than sixty sessions until you are cured of the disgusting perversions that sicken your mind."
The gavel slammed, and Jack stood there feeling numb. 

Sexual deviancy therapy? The words hit him like a ton of bricks. Since when was having sex with the one you loved the most "sexual deviancy"?

"Dismissed," the judge hinted, giving a dismissive wave of his hand.

Jack turned and slowly walked out of the courtroom.

He could hardly concentrate on the drive home. Where did you even find a therapist for sexual deviancy?
"So fucking unfair!" he screamed, slamming his fist into the steering wheel. His car swerved to the right, and he had to quickly correct to avoid plowing into the car next to him. The driver honked, and Jack gritted his teeth, waved apologetically, and sped off.

The place wasn't home without her. Neither she nor he had had any say in the matter; the police came, caught them in the act, and hauled him away, despite his yelling and her wailing in protest.
Such narrow-minded, bigoted assholes. Jack punched the wall and gritted his teeth; the bricks weren't going anywhere. He was beside himself with anger and hurt. He had no idea where they had taken her, and they were forbidden from seeing or speaking to each other. One moment, everything was perfect, and the next, his world was upside-down.

He collapsed on the sofa, his head in his hands, and began sobbing.

*************

Dr. Mysto sighed and doodled on his notepad. His client was yet another "poor, pitiful me" case whom "the system" had wronged and who didn't deserve to be here. If he had heard it once, he'd heard it a billion times.

Yet his client clearly belonged someplace far worse than here—to Dr. Mysto, he belonged on death row. He'd molested three young furs and was caught in the act with the fourth when the police showed up. Frankly, this fox sitting here proclaiming his innocence made him sick, yet there was little he could do except nod and quietly hint for the fifty-seventh time that perhaps the fox before him wasn't quite as innocent as he thought, that the injuries the youth had sustained were a testament to the fact that the young fur did not enjoy it as much as he did, and that the other young furs had come forward to report him on their own and were not, as he put it, "forced to confess."
"Thank you, Mr. Stevenson, that's our time for today," Dr. Mysto said, cutting the fox off mid-self-aggrandizement.

The fox stopped mid-word, frowned, closed his mouth, nodded, and stood. "You see what I'm saying, thought, right?" he asked.

Dr. Mysto shook his head. "No, Mr. Stevenson, I do not." He held up his hand, cutting the fox off as he was about to launch into another protest. "See you next week," the dragon said firmly. The fox closed his mouth and left.

Dr. Mysto sighed and shook his head. He willed the powers that be to grant him a break and send him a client that would at least not be as annoying as the others had been.
"Send the next one in," the gold-colored dragon said, rubbing the bridge of his nose.
A black horse entered, about average build. Dr. Mysto instantly didn't like him.

Jack eyed the dragon warily. He could already tell the dragon was going to condescend to him. Yet he dutifully introduced himself, shook the dragon's hand, and sat where indicated.

"Tell me about yourself," the therapist said. Great, another sex offender.
"I shouldn't be here," Jack replied coolly, crossing his arms and leaning back in his chair.

"And why is that?" Dr. Mysto asked, starting a doodle on the next page in his notebook.

"Sex with your loved ones should never be a crime," the horse replied. 

Something about Jack's tone made the shrink glance up. The horse wasn't looking at him, nor was he looking out the window. Rather, he seemed to be looking over Dr. Mysto's shoulder. The dragon leaned forward, holding his notebook in both hands. "Tell me about your loved ones," he said. "Who was it?"
Jack swallowed hard. "Her name is Ebony. She is my world, my everything."
"I see. And if that's the case, why were you caught violently raping her?"
"It was her fantasy," the horse replied softly. "I would never actually hurt her." His chest heaved.

"But surely you must have, or she wouldn't have called the police?" The shrink was bored again. 

"She didn't. When the police arrived, we were in the middle of the scene. As soon as they pulled me off of her, we both began trying to explain, but the officers just assumed she was suffering Stockholm syndrome."
The dragon's ear pricked forward. Now this was different. "So who did report you if not her?" he asked.
"I don't know," the horse replied, shaking his head. His fists and teeth clenched. "But when I find out, I'll kill him." He addressed the doctor directly. "I'm forbidden to see the love of my life, forbidden to talk to her. She must be worried sick. I don't know where she is, but I want nothing more than to tell her it's all going to be okay."
Dr. Mysto watched his expression. The horse definitely seemed to be telling the truth. But Dr. Mysto was used to treating sociopaths, many of whom could be extremely convincing. He put his notepad down beside him. "I'd like to believe you," he said, sitting back in his chair.

Jack started to protest, but the shrink held up his hand.

"And I will be able to believe you if you agree to submit to hypnotherapy," the dragon continued.

Jack opened his mouth and then closed it. He sighed and frowned. "Isn't hypnotherapy just some kind of new-age mumbo jumbo?" he asked skeptically.

"In the hands of inexperienced practitioners, yes," Dr. Mysto replied, "but I assure you, I am not inexperienced."
He watched the horse rolling the idea over in his mind. But he already knew how he would respond: they always wanted to prove their innocence, and they always thought they'd be able to fool him. That was how Mysto knew that his previous client was lying through his teeth with each claim of innocence, and that was how Mysto was going to find out the truth about his new client. He practically counted down the seconds, 3, 2, 1, and as if on cue, the horse spoke.

"Okay," he said. "If it'll prove to you that I'm innocent. I need to find her."
"I'm not looking to prove whether you're innocent or guilty," Dr. Mysto replied. "I'm looking for the truth. Once I know that, I can help you."
"But I'm telling you the truth!" Jack replied exasperatedly, leaning forward.

"Submit to hypnosis, and we'll see," the shrink replied.

"Fine, just do it!"
"All right. Sit back in your chair, please," the dragon replied, and when the horse was settled, he continued. "I'm not going to make you look at a pocket-watch or anything like that," he said. "Many of my clients feel very relaxed as I hypnotize them. They find themselves listening to the sound of my voice and relaxing very deeply, the tension in their hands and feet flowing out of them through their fingertips and toes as they relax. And as they continue to listen to my voice and completely relax, they feel the tension in their arms and legs flow out of them. It makes them feel very deeply relaxed."
Dr. Mysto watched Jack as he spoke, and he could see all the signs: the horse sank into the chair, his arms and legs going limp. And as the doctor continued to speak, he could see the limpness moving towards the horse's core. His neck relaxed, his eyes glazed, and soon he was practically dozing in the chair with is eyes open, but he was—if Dr. Mysto had done it right—still very mentally alert.

"Jack, can you hear me? Tap your hoof once for yes."
The horse tapped his hoof.

"Very good. Now, I want you to tell me your name."
"Jack Doe."
"All right. And what was the name of your loved one?"
"Ebony Doe."
"You were married?"
"Yes."
"What did you do to her?"
"I raped her."
"Why did you do that?"
"She asked me to."
"But that's illogical, Jack. Why would someone want to be raped?"
"She's—we're—kinky."
The shrink raised an eyebrow. Hmm. Could this be the one I've been looking for?
"Tell me how it happened."
"She wanted me to rape her. She said it would be a thrill. I didn't want to."
Dr. Mysto frowned. "You didn't? Then why did you?"
"Because she wanted me to, and I love her. I wanted her to be happy."
The dragon pursed his lips. The horse was still showing all the signs of being under.

Let's try a test. "Is it hot in here, Jack? Maybe you should take off your shirt."
Without hesitation, the horse began unbuttoning his shirt, revealing a shiny black coat underneath covering an average build.

So far, so good—and he has promise! The therapist glanced at the door to make sure it was locked as Jack put his shirt on the armrest. "How did the scene play out?"
"I waited outside our bedroom and then slammed the door open. It hit the wall, and I remember thinking I'd have to patch the dent. The force surprised Ebony, and she turned and faced me, looking a bit scared and a bit thrilled."
"Were you dressed? Was she?"
"We both had clothes on."
"I see. Wouldn't you like to take your pants off as you continue?"
Jack stood, undid the button on his jeans, and unzipped his zipper. "'There's a pretty little mare,' I said. I've never been very good at talking dirty."
The horse wore no underwear, and dropping his pants revealed his sheath, already beginning to stir from the memory.

"I went up to her and ripped her shirt. We'd agreed beforehand to wear clothes we wouldn't mind messing up."
"Interesting," Dr. Mysto said, making a note in his notebook. "Do you want to stroke yourself while you continue?"
"The buttons popped right off her shirt, and her nipples were already erect. I just imagined how wet she must be down below." He shuddered as his hand grazed his sheath and his cock emerged. He stood there pleasuring himself in front of the shrink.

The dragon swallowed. By now, there was usually a break in the story, a detail that hinted at its falsehood. "What was Ebony doing?" he asked.

Jack's voice grew husky. "She was breathing heavily, looking up at me with those big, pretty brown eyes." He swallowed and shuddered again as his cock hardened and began to bob with his stroking.

"What did you do next?"
"I picked her up and pulled her pants down."
"Pants? Why not a skirt or something you could just flip up?"
"She wanted it to be realistic. It was…hard, trying to look tough while figuring out how to get tight-fitting denim pulled off her without hurting her. I ended up having to put her over my lap so I could pull the legs down one-by-one."
"She wasn't fighting you during all this?"
"She, uh, kinda forgot she was supposed to fight."
"The police didn't hear screaming or whinnying when they found you?"
"If they did, it wasn't us." The horse's cock began to shrink at the thought of the police.

"So you eventually got her pants off," the doctor said hurriedly. "What did you do next?"
"She was so wet. I ripped her panties off, and that really got her excited. Her whole body was shaking. I threw her down on the bed and used my legs to spread hers. She finally remembered to at least try to close her legs, but I was already in place."
Dr. Mysto scribbled furiously in his notebook, noting that the horse's prick was once again at full attention and beginning to drool precum from the tip. "Then what?" he asked.

"I told her I was gonna use that pretty pussy, and then I was gonna use her pretty mouth."
Jack began to stroke vigorously up and down the length of his cock. His body contorted; his orgasm was near. The shrink had to work quickly.

"I'm about to snap my fingers," the dragon said, "and when I do, you're going to put your hands behind your back and wake up. You won't remember any of this."
The horse continued to stroke himself but nodded.

"Go on with your story," the doctor prompted.

"I leaned over her. Geez, she was so hot, she felt like an oven down there. I was hard and just about to push in when there was a slam. Two cops grabbed me by the shoulders and hauled me backwards. Ebony turned to look and was on her feet in a flash, telling them to let me go."
Jack's climax peaked, and Dr. Mysto snapped his fingers. The horse put his hands behind his back and blinked in astonishment as his cock—why was he naked?—began to spew cum, bobbing and shooting all over the psychiatrist.

The horse's eyes bulged, and his jaw dropped. "I—Dr. Mysto, I am so sorry!" he gasped, looking around for his clothes. Seeing them, he quickly covered his cock with his shirt, spewing cum all over the white fabric.

The shrink sat unmoving in his chair. The horse's load had fortunately missed his eyes, but he had a huge streak of cum going from his lower left to his upper right across his face, and several more streaks shot across his chest and notepad. He pursed his lips and slowly looked up to scowl at the horse.

"Sexual degenerate indeed," the dragon growled. "I can see why they sent you to me." He looked at Jack trying to cover himself. "Take that shirt down this instant!" he roared. "How dare you try to cover your shame!"
Jack blanched but let the shirt fall to the floor. He dug his hoof into the ground and stared at the floor, blushing fiercely.

Dr. Mysto stood and put his notepad down, his demeanor stern. He reached over and picked up an MP3 player on the table next to him. 
"I can see that I have my work cut out for me with you," he growled. "But I will rehabilitate you." 

He handed the MP3 player to Jack. "I want you to listen to this at a low volume until our next meeting tomorrow at the same time," he said.
The horse looked down and took the MP3 player, swallowing and twisting his hips to try to hide his quickly-shrinking cock.

"Stop trying to hide your shame and put those earbuds in!" the dragon ordered. "Then get dressed and get out of my sight!"
His face burning, the horse quickly put the earbuds in and scrambled to get his clothes on. A huge whitish-yellow blob on the front of his shirt acted as a telltale sign as to what had happened. He barely managed a mumbled "goodbye" as he left.

As soon as the door was closed, the therapist beamed to himself. He's the one, at last! He quickly cleaned up the horse's mess off himself and his furniture and got himself ready for his next client.
Jack drove home appalled. What on earth had come over him? One moment he was talking to the shrink and desperately trying to convince him that he was innocent, and the next moment, he's standing there—naked—with his dick spurting all over the shrink.

"What the fuck?!" he yelled. He got home and quickly stripped off his shirt and threw it in the laundry, shuddering disgustedly. He didn't think he could face seeing Dr. Mysto again the next day. He was lucky the shrink didn't disown him right then and there. He was lucky the shrink didn't call the cops! Instead he just gave him this MP3 player.

Jack frowned. He hadn't been aware of anything playing, but now that he focused on it, he could hear something, a bit of a disorienting sound and a very faint whispering. He listened intently, trying to hear what was being said.

*************

The door opened, and Jack walked into Dr. Mysto's office.
"Ah, yes, right on time," the dragon said, trying hard to conceal his excitement. "I see you have the earbuds in," he said sternly. "Have you been listening to it non-stop?"
"Yes," Jack replied. "They make me feel kinda weird," he admitted.

"They should make you feel good," the psychiatrist said, gesturing for Jack to sit and folding his hands on his lap. "They should make you open to suggestion."
"Suggestion?" Jack asked.

"Yes," Dr. Mysto replied. "For example, how about you take your shirt off?"
The horse blinked. Take my shirt off? Then he shrugged and did as told.

"I'm curious about that cold-brand," the therapist said, gesturing to the white 4E marking on the horse's left shoulder. "What is that?"
Jack looked over. "Oh, that," he said. "It means 'for Ebony'. I got it on our four-year anniversary."
"How long have you been married?"
"Eight years."
"Wow, eight years! And it must be terrible to lose her after all that time?"
Jack said nothing, but the expression on his face told the shrink that it was, indeed, terrible.

"If only you weren't such a sexual deviant, perhaps you'd still be with her," Dr. Mysto said kindly.
"But I'm not a deviant!" Jack protested.

Dr. Mysto gave him a disbelieving stare. "Really? You took your clothes off and jacked off all over me yesterday. How can you possibly say that's not deviant?"
Jack shook his head. "I don't know," he said, wracking his brain. "I don't know what came over me. That's not like me at all!"
"Isn't it?" the therapist asked. "How about you begin doing it again right now?"
A flicker of doubt crossed the horse's mind, but he shrugged once again. Opening his fly, he took his cock out and began playing with it.

The tones are working! The doctor could hardly contain his excitement; he had this horse under his control, and even better, the horse still thought he himself was the problem!

Dr. Mysto stood and walked around behind Jack to rub his shoulders. "I believe you," he said, whispering in the horse's ear. "I know you are innocent and that somehow you've been terribly wronged." He pursed his lips. "But I need you for a higher purpose than kinky sex with your wife. I am sorry for what will happen to you, but I consider one horse's life against all the sexual predators in the world a small amount of collateral damage." 

He stepped back, sighed, and spoke authoritatively.

"You are a sick fuck," he began. Jack continued to stroke himself but listened attentively. "You delight in the misery of others. You are kinky as hell, and you use that to your advantage. You desire to serve me above all else. Together, we will rid the world of the detestable blight of sexual predation."
Still the horse played with himself, his cock getting hard in his hand.

"I am a kind dictator," Dr. Mysto continued. "In exchange for your service, I will grant you something of value. What is it you want?"
"Ebony," Jack replied simply.

Dr. Mysto shook his head. "I cannot give her to you." The doctor needed Jack's devotion and could not abide it being split between them. "What else?"
Jack's face clouded as he continued to stroke himself. His features turned dark, and he gritted his teeth. "Revenge," he said.

The therapist smiled faintly. "Now we're getting somewhere. Revenge against whom?" he asked.

"Whomever took me from my wife," the horse replied. His cock gave a telltale throb and then shot off into the air.
Dr. Mysto grinned wickedly. Perfect timing. He'll associate his orgasm with vengeance now. I couldn't have planned that better if I tried!

"Yes, Jack. I can help you with that." He said, pursing his lips thoughtfully. "And I realize it won't be the same," he added, "but when the time is right, I will make sure you have a new companion. It won't be Ebony, but we'll find you someone."
The horse continued to stroke his now-drained cock but said nothing else.

"All right, then," the dragon said, standing in front of the horse and extending his hand. "Do we have a deal?"
Jack took his hand off his cock, looked at it stupidly, and then reached out to shake hands with the dragon, transferring some cum from his dick onto the dragon's hand.

Dr. Mysto shook back, extremely pleased and not even caring about the cum on his hand. He snapped his fingers.
Jack frowned and looked down, then recoiled in horror as he saw that he had once again gotten off in the therapist's office. He immediately put his hands over his crotch.

The shrink sat back down across from him and leaned forward. "Forget about that, Jack," he said. "I want you to focus right now. We have an agreement. Do you remember?"
Jack thought about it and nodded slowly. "Yes," he said. "You are going to help me get revenge on those who took me from my wife."
Perfect; he remembered his motive. "Yes, that's correct," Dr. Mysto replied. "And do you remember what you have committed to do in exchange for my help?"
The horse thought again and nodded slowly. "I'm going to serve you," he said.
"Very good," the doctor said. "Would you like to know how you are going to serve me?"
Jack nodded. "Yes," he said. "Something about sexual predation. It must be something big if you had to hypnotize me to get me to agree."
Dr. Mysto did a double-take. "You picked up on that, huh?" he asked.
The horse nodded. "I'm not an idiot," he replied. "It's completely unlike me to expose myself to a stranger, let alone to pleasure myself in front of one. The fact that it only happens here tells me you've been up to something."
The shrink cocked his head and regarded the horse thoughtfully. "Looks like I got more than I bargained for," he said at last. "Was it all an act, then?"
Jack shook his head. "No. I don't know what all you told me or made me do while I was under, but I know you made me do something." He leaned forward. "But I want my wife back, and I want revenge on those who separated us. And I would do anything to get it."
Dr. Mysto smiled shrewdly. "Anything?" he asked guardedly.

"Anything," Jack replied with finality.

"In that case, Jack," the doctor said, standing, "I want you to follow me."
He led the horse to the back of the room and to a closet. Inside was Mr. Stevenson, tied up and gagged. He looked up in terror when the door opened.

Jack started. "Dr. Mysto? Who's this?" he asked.

"Just Mysto," the doctor replied. "This is a rapist and a pedophile." Mysto's voice was chilly. "He's been…resistant to my treatment so far and still proclaims that the young furs he molested begged him to do it."
The horse frowned. "Why's he tied up in your closet?"
"I need you to be ruthless," Mysto told him, rubbing his shoulders and thinking somewhat disdainfully, he could use some more bulk—there'll be time for that. "I want you to let him feel what it's like to be raped so that he can see what he's done to those poor young furs."
Jack took a step back, his mouth agape. "Mysto, I—no, I'm not a rapist. I told you, that was just something my wife wanted me to do. I was never going to actually hurt her!"
Mysto closed the closet door and nodded slowly. He turned and guided Jack back to the chair. "I thought you were willing to do anything," he said.

"I am—but not that," Jack replied, shaking his head.

Mysto scoffed quietly and gave a knowing smile. "All right," he said. "There is another way you can serve me." He handed the horse a card. "This is my home address. I want you to quit your job and come to live with me."
"Quit my job…" Jack's jaw dropped. "When?" he asked, looking at the shrink in disbelief.

"Tonight."
"But I—" Jack began to protest.

"You said, 'anything'," Mysto reminded him. "Do you want revenge or not?"
Jack's jaw clenched.

"That's what I thought."

Jack arrived at the house at 8:00 PM. It was dark out, but the doctor had left his porch light on, a good thing, since the house stood by itself down a fairly lengthy driveway. The house was large, but given the shrink was seven feet tall, it seemed suited to him. Jack rang the bell and waited.
The door opened, and the dragon waved him inside.

"I'm glad you've come," Mysto said, shutting the door behind him. "We have a lot of work to do."
"What work?" Jack asked.

"I need to make you ruthless," Mysto said, his face twisting into a cruel smile. "You'll need to be ruthless to perform the tasks I have for you to do, and you'll need it to get your revenge."
The horse hesitated. "I'm not sure I want to be ruthless, though," he said. He frowned abruptly. "What work is it you have for me anyway?" he asked.

"I'm glad you asked," Mysto replied. "I have been treating unrepentant sexual predators for some ten years now, and I am tired of it. I am tired of seeing them come to me and leaving just as unrepentant as they were. I am tired of being bound in my capacity to rehabilitate them. Therefore, my first goal is to begin truly rehabilitating these predators, and then I will rehabilitate the system."
"Rehabilitate the system...that'd take an army," Jack mused aloud.

"Yes!" Mysto said, lighting up. "You see now where this is going! I will hypnotize them one-by-one, and you will break them and turn them into my mindless, soulless slaves to do my bidding."
"But why do I have to break them?" Jack asked. "I'm not a 'breaking' type of guy."
"But you are a good guy, and you know what it is like to be wronged so terribly," Mysto replied, taking his hands earnestly. "I know you don't want to be a bad guy, but trust me; you will never be the bad guy: you will be my angel of justice, a fearsome force that will destroy the system that took away your beloved Ebony."
Mysto let go of Jack's hands and took a few steps away. "It won't be easy," he said. "I will have to reprogram you. I will convince you to unquestioningly do things that you now think unconscionable. Your lack of doubt and your righteous conviction will make you unstoppable. Rest assured, Jack, with me leading you, you will get your revenge."
"But at what cost?" the horse mused, still unconvinced. "Will I be able to love Ebony again when I see her?"
"I have no doubt," Mysto replied. "I won't take that part away from you; you will still have great capacity to love and desire to please those you love. But next time, you'll be a far better protector. It will take twenty officers to tear you from her by the time I'm done with you."
Jack took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "All right," he said. "Do what you have to do."
"With pleasure," Mysto replied. He turned and said, "take off your clothes."
Jack frowned. "Take off my—" he repeated.

"Time is of the essence!" Mysto replied. "Trust me when I say that there is good reason for it. I am a psychiatrist, and I know what ails you, what you must overcome to become fearsome. It won't be easy; it will hurt, but pain builds strength and iron resolve."
The horse took another deep breath and let this one out even more slowly. He could feel his heart pounding in his chest as he stripped off his shirt and pants.

"Good, good," Mysto said, patting his shoulder. He took the clothes from Jack and tossed them into the fireplace.

"Hey! What are you—?" Jack protested.

"It's all part of the plan," Mysto replied calmly, easily holding the horse back and giving the fire time to catch and destroy his clothes. "Those were the last remnants of your old life. Now you begin your journey to the new you."
With that, he tripped Jack and flipped him onto the ground.

"Give me 100 pushups right now!" he bellowed.

Jack quickly began doing push-ups, but only 20 in, he began to slow down.

"Don't you slow down, Pony-Boy!" Mysto roared.

The horse gave it another ten and felt his arms getting weak under him.

The dragon stepped over to a wall and took down a big whip.

"You get busy doing the rest of those, or I will bring this down on you until you do," the dragon growled.

The whites of the horse's eyes showed as he suddenly found strength he didn't know he had and did 20 more push-ups.

"Halfway to go!" Mysto urged. "Keep it up!"
Jack grunted and strained. His arms burned with exertion. If only he could just rest a few seconds…

Searing pain sliced across his back, and he extended his arms.

"You've still got forty left!" the dragon urged him. "Don't make me whip you again!"
Jack could barely breathe from the sting on his back, but he strained and cried out with exertion and did ten more.

Another lash on his back had his arms weakly extended again, yet his thighs remained on the ground.

"You're going to let the enemy win," Mysto growled. "Every ounce of weakness you show, they rip a pound of victory from your grasp. Think of your Ebony and those who separated you! Do you really want them to win? Now fight your insipid body! Demand more of it! Settle for nothing less! I won't!"
Jack was inspired, but he could not make his body cooperate. He was, he knew, terribly out of shape, and as hard as he willed his arms to move, he could not make them do it.
Another searing pain flashed across his back, and the horse whimpered. There was no way he could do 30 more push-ups. He could not make his body do it.

"So you have chosen to let your body win instead of me—instead of your mind," Mysto said, putting the whip back on the wall. "So be it."
Jack lay on the floor, gasping, his back bleeding.

He suddenly saw Mysto above him and looked upward.

"As punishment for your disobedience," Mysto told him sternly, "I am going to fuck you the same way you have allowed the sexual predators to fuck you. Since you are too weak to do any more push-ups, I trust you are too weak to fight me off."
The horse's eyes went wide, and he shook his head. "N—no, Mysto!" he protested, "I'm trying! I just—my arms won't move!"
"Then the rapists win," Mysto said, hauling the horse up and throwing him over a sturdy table. Jack moved his tail in the way and clamped it down hard.

"Oh, so you do have some strength left, huh?" Mysto laughed coldly. He grabbed a piece of rope and easily tied Jack's tail off to the side. The horse strained to protect his ass with his tail, but the rope effortlessly held it out of the way. The draft in the room blew over his donut, and Jack shivered at his own vulnerability.
"Remember this next time your arms are burning," the dragon growled.

With that, he plunged his 10", ridged cock into the horse's ass and began fucking him roughly.

"No! No! Noooo!" Jack cried, tears streaming down his face. The dragon's cock hurt as he brutally raped him.

"Not liking this, are you, Pony-Boy?" Mysto roared above him. The horse's cries of pain seemed to fill him with sadistic malice against the weaker fur. His knot began to inflate, and he deliberately pressed it into and pulled it out of the horse's now-raw ass. Finally, he pulled out and came all over the horse's back, making sure to cum on the horse's open wounds and eliciting an exhausted hiss of pain.

"Sleep it off," Mysto said, untying Jack's tail. He left and turned out the lights, leaving Jack alone in the dark.
*************
"Last night was tough," Mysto said, pouring Jack a glass of orange juice and serving him a plate of eggs and oats. "Eat up; you'll need your strength today. I have to go to the office, but I have a task for you while I'm gone."
The horse groaned sorely but dug into the food with gusto.

"While I'm gone," Mysto continued, "I want you to go into the exercise room and devote yourself to using it. Each piece has a counter on it; when you get inside, you'll find out how many of each exercise you need to do. I've started you off easy; you'll have plenty of time to rest and still get your workout done today, but it will get harder every day, so I encourage you to take it seriously. As a motivator, I will check all of the counters, and I will punish you for every rep you haven't completed. Do I make myself clear?"
The horse looked up from his food wearily, gulped, and nodded.

"Good. Then finish your breakfast and get to it. Assuming you finish your exercise, we'll work on your mind when I get back." He stood to go.

"Oh! That reminds me," he said, turning around. "Stand up."
The horse reluctantly did as told, and Mysto deftly clipped a chastity cage onto his sheath. Jack frowned. "What's that for?" he asked.

Mysto grinned. "I don't want you touching yourself," he said.

"But why would I?" Jack asked.

Mysto's grin grew bigger. "When you get to the workout room, you'll see," he replied. He patted Jack roughly on the back, making sure to hit one of the lashes from the night before. Jack hissed in a breath. "See you tonight," the dragon said, and then he left.
Jack gulped down the orange juice and wiped his mouth. He wasn't looking forward to seeing the "workout room," but the previous night's lesson had taught him one thing: Mysto didn't care if he was tired, nervous, or squeamish; he just expected results, and he was determined to get strong enough that Mysto couldn't do that ever again.
The horse washed his dishes and put them in the sink to dry and then walked down the hallway across from the kitchen, looking for the workout room. It wasn't easy to miss.

Looking through the first door on the left, Jack's jaw dropped. The room was huge and filled with workout equipment: power racks, cable crosses, free weights, leg extensions, leg presses, bicep curls, tricep extensions, a Roman chair for gluteal and low-back workouts, an ab machine, and the list went on. He stepped inside, dazed, and the door locked behind him.

"Welcome, Jack," Mysto's voice said over the speaker system. "This will be your first day, so I'd like to get you acquainted with the equipment. Observe the counters on each piece of equipment."
Sure enough, every piece of equipment—even the free weights—had a mechanical counter on it.

"You'll find your assignment next to the door. Every day, come in and check it. Today, we're going to start out simple. I want you to do ten of each kind of exercise. If you'll look at the TV, I'll show you how to do each one correctly. It is important that you do every exercise correctly because you could hurt yourself otherwise, and then I would have to hurt you again."
The TV turned on and showed Mysto with some light free weights going through the motions of a dumbbell curl.

"Let's start with biceps," Mysto's voice continued…

As Jack began to do the exercise, he gasped and nearly dropped the dumbbell. Every rep he did, he felt a little tingle in his groin.

"No doubt you've discovered the rewards system by now," Mysto's voice said. Jack could practically hear the knowing smirk. "This training mechanism—as well as locking you in here to eliminate distractions—will help you to focus completely on the task at hand. The more you work out, the better the sensations you will feel."
Jack continued his workout with gusto.
Two hours later, the horse was exhausted but felt better than he had in a long time; with nowhere to go but forced to complete the workout and ample incentive to do so, he had little reason not to finish. A water fountain provided a refreshing stream for him to stay hydrated—and Mysto's voice encouraged him to do so frequently—but other than that, he just went through the workouts as instructed. It was tiring but doable, and Mysto demonstrated each of the workouts well enough that Jack could follow along.

Jack learned that the counters were tuned to his doing the workout correctly; there didn't seem to be a way to fool them, and the counters on the machines were smart enough to know how much weight was applied. If Mysto said to do ten reps at fifty pounds, Jack couldn't get away with doing forty pounds.

"It's like he's got this whole place rigged to watch my every move," he murmured.

As soon as his workout was complete, the door unlocked. Jack stepped out and went back to the living room.
"Excellent workout," Mysto said, glancing up from the couch.
Jack jumped in surprise. "You—you're back already?" he asked.

"Yes, I only had one client today," Mysto replied, looking at something on his tablet. "You should shower," he said. "You smell like a horse."
Jack blushed, a little embarrassed.

"That way," Mysto said, gesturing down the hall from which Jack had just come. The dragon didn't look up.
Jack felt a little demeaned by the dragon's cool attitude towards him—especially when he had been really talking him up the day before—but the horse assumed it was because he had failed the night before. In his heart of hearts, he wanted to earn Mysto's genuine admiration, and he resolved to work out even harder next time.

He found the bathroom and stepped into the shower. The water felt good on him, and he found himself lost in it, just savoring the way it streamed down his body.

"Don't get too carried away," Mysto said. Jack jumped again and turned to see the dragon watching him.

Mysto reached in and turned the water off. "When you're hot stuff, you can enjoy your showers. Until then, you get in, get the stink of your mediocrity off of you, and get out." With that, he turned and left.
Jack gaped and slowly dried off, half-formed thoughts swirling in his head.

What did I do? He seemed pleasant this morning! Was it just a bad day? Did I disappoint him that much yesterday? Is he just a miser when it comes to water?
He finished drying off and went back to the living room wanting some answers.

"Mysto, have I—" he began.

"Lie down," the dragon interrupted, pointing to the table.

Jack swallowed. "Did I piss you off or something?" he asked nervously.

"No, but you will if you don't do as told," Mysto replied. "I don't like repeating myself." He pointed at the table again.

Jack reluctantly lay on his back on the table. Mysto quickly chained his wrists, ankles, and tail, leaving the horse's ass, nipples, mouth, and caged cock vulnerable.
"Let's see how you did with your exercise," Mysto said, turning on a huge TV on the wall opposite the couch. Each kind of activity the gym had to offer was listed in a column, and beside it, columns for "Target" and "Actual" appeared. Where the targets were 0, the line was grayed out. Where the targets weren't zero and the actuals matched, the lines were highlighted in green.
Mysto nodded, satisfied. "Good. You've done the minimum expected." He glanced at Jack. "Tomorrow, do more than the minimum expected." 

He clicked off the TV and stood over Jack's immobilized body. 

"Let's see how you've progressed," he said. He squeezed Jack's body all over: upper arms, calves, neck, lower arms, thighs, cock, ass, shoulders, and even tail. He shook his head.

"Still flabby everywhere," he said disdainfully. "I'm going to have you do cardio tomorrow, too," he said, making a note on his tablet.

"Now, let's get started with your mental training." He took the cock cage off with an audible click. Jack watched him curiously.
"Pleasure is a strong motivator," Mysto explained as he slipped an electrically conductive ring around the base of Jack's cock. 

The horse watched as his cock poked out of its sheath curiously.

Mysto then inserted a conductive rod a short ways into Jack's penis, eliciting a grimace from the horse, although it didn't hurt, per se. Finally, the dragon held up a large, conductive butt plug for Jack to see. The horse's eyes widened as Mysto pressed it firmly against his ass. The horse's donut relaxed suddenly, and the plug sucked itself up into Jack. He groaned, but his cock throbbed in response.
"Pain is also a strong motivator, for the opposite reason," the dragon continued. Looking over his handiwork, he smiled. "Now, we're going to begin your mental training. I need to mold you into someone ruthless and unquestioning to our principles. Every time you do what I tell you to do without hesitation, I will give you pleasure. Every time you hesitate, I will inflict pain until you do what you know you should."
Jack swallowed.

"Let's start easy," Mysto said. "State your name."
"Jack Doe," the horse replied.

"Good." Mysto turned a knob, and Jack felt a momentary jolt of electricity through his cock and ass that made him gasp in pleasure.

"Why did you get sent to my office?"
Jack's jaw and fists clenched, but he answered readily enough: "For raping my wife."
Another jolt passed through the horse's loins, and his cock stood at attention.

"Why did you agree to undergo my training?"
Jack paused just a second. "To help me get revenge on those who separated me from my wife."
"Careful," Mysto warned, "but I'll give you credit."
A faint tingle passed through Jack's cock, and it throbbed.

"Incidentally, the quick answer I'm looking for is 'revenge,'" Mysto said. Jack nodded. 

"What will you do when you exact revenge upon the guilty?"
Jack blinked and opened his mouth, but he didn't know.

Mysto's foot came down hard on his crotch, pinning his balls and taking his breath away. 

The horse writhed in agony, struggling against his restraints, yet the feeling hurt too badly for him to make a sound.

At last, Mysto took his foot off Jack's crotch and let him breathe.
"The correct answer was, 'make them my sexual slaves,'" the dragon said.
Jack winced. "Slaves?" he asked.

"Ultimately, everybody will be in sexual slavery, Jack," Mysto replied. "George Orwell spoke of a dystopia ruled through fear. Aldous Huxley preferred pleasure and dulling the senses." He smiled. "I prefer a combination, focusing mostly on pleasure but using fear—and pain—to provide an undesirable alternative. That's where you come in, and that's why I need you to be ruthless: you must ensure that the others will fall in line."
Jack swallowed; he couldn't picture himself as the stern disciplinarian.
"What's more, I prefer to reprogram my slaves," Mysto continued. "Rather than merely motivating them through pleasure and pain, I prefer to break them down completely. I'll need you for that, too: we'll use humiliation, degradation, and all manner of techniques to turn their minds into malleable clay from which I can create my army of righteousness."
His gaze drifted far away as he imagined how he would slowly bring about the downfall of the corrupt societal norms. He shook his head. "But enough about that. Let's try that question again: what will you do when you exact revenge on the guilty?"
"Turn them into sexual slaves," Jack parroted. He didn't agree with it, but he'd say it as long as it spared his crotch Mysto's foot.

"Good!" Mysto praised him, giving him an extra strong wave of pleasure.

Jack nearly came and lay there shuddering in ecstasy several seconds after the stimulus had ceased.

"What will you do to ensure that the new recruits fall into line?" Mysto continued.

"Whatever it takes," Jack replied quickly.

"Too right you are," Mysto said, nodding sagely. "Whether you fuck them with a razor blade or personally suck them to completion, you do whatever it takes to properly motivate them." He sent another shock of pleasure coursing through Jack's body, and the horse found himself at the edge of climax yet just shy of it. He whimpered.

"Oh, Jack," Mysto said, laughing and shaking his head. "You only get to cum once you've proven yourself. Only winners get to cum." He took the electrical equipment off of the horse and replaced the chastity cage. "Now go eat, and then go to bed."
"Bed?" Jack asked incredulously. "It's only noon!"
"Part of reprograming you involves screwing up your sense of time," Mysto replied. "I'm going to have you up at all different times, and you'll just have to deal with it. But I assure you, you'll want to have slept before your workout tomorrow."
Jack did as told, ate his meal, and then lay on the floor and went to sleep.

As promised, the next day was much harder. They pre-recorded instructions from Mysto were also disappointingly absent. Jack went into the workout room and was locked in with nothing but his task list and the equipment for company. But as soon as he picked up a dumbbell to begin his bicep curls, pounding, driving music began to play over the speakers.

"All right!" Jack grinned. The music thudded in his ears and got his heart pounding. It was the perfect tempo for bicep curls.

He finished that set quickly and moved on to chest presses. The music fluidly changed tempo, slowing down and driving even harder than it had for the bicep curls.

He really is watching my every move, isn’t he? The thought somewhat unnerved the horse, but at the same time, it seemed like Mysto had his best interests at heart…when he wasn't raping him senseless or stomping on his genitals…
Despite the workout being much more strenuous today, Jack remembered what Mysto had told him the day before, that he should do more than the minimum, and did some extra chest and leg presses. His chest burned, and he felt a growing urge to roar in pride, but he figured that this being only his second day, that was probably premature.

He left the workout room and went straight to the shower, quickly rinsed off, and then went into the living room. Mysto wasn’t there today, and looking outside, Jack saw that it was dark. He realized that there were no clocks in the house and that it was only by whether it was light or dark outside that he had any sense of time. He wondered what time it really was.

Then he spied the note on the sofa.

"Jack–

When you’ve finished your workout and have showered, go down the stairs at the end of the hall and meet me downstairs.

–M"
Jack went back down the hall and found the staircase beyond a door at the end of the hall. As he descended, the average-looking house suddenly became a dungeon. Cinderblocks replaced drywall, and orange-colored light from wall sconces replaced the fluorescent lighting upstairs. Jack shivered. It wasn’t nearly as warm down here as it was upstairs, and it was somehow drafty.

"Hello?" Jack called when he got to the bottom of the stairs. He heard a clunk above him and saw that the door leading out had closed.

"Mysto?" he called.

"Ah, Jack, you’re here," the familiar voice replied.

"Where are you?" the horse asked.

"That doesn’t matter. You don’t need to see me to do what I tell you. I want you to kneel on the ground and put those manacles around your ankles."
Jack swallowed nervously but did as told. The ground was hard and cold, and the manacles were freezing. When each one closed, Jack realized he couldn’t turn himself loose. He shivered from the cold and fear.
Mysto stepped forward from the shadows, a cruel smile on his face.

"So obedient," he said, but his face twisted into a sneer. 

He stepped up to Jack, and the horse looked up at him, hoping for approval.

The dragon back-handed Jack so hard that his head and shoulders turned.

"You don’t deserve to look at my face," Mysto told him calmly. "You are nothing and deserve nothing but scorn and contempt."
"But I did the exercises and extra today!" Jack protested.

Mysto back-handed him again. "You certainly haven’t earned the right to speak," the dragon continued. "As for doing what I told you to do, good: you’ve once again done the bare minimum expected of you: the minimum plus a little extra. Do extra-extra next time!" His voice and eyes were cold and sharp.

"Now, I’m sure you’re wondering why you’re down here," Mysto continued. "You’re down here to suffer. I am going to fill you with hatred. You cannot become ruthless without a little hatred."
A picture of an older fur looking lasciviously at a younger fur appeared on a large screen in front of Jack. Mysto wound up and whipped a cat-of-nine-tails across the horse’s back just as he registered what he was seeing.

The horse screamed in pain. The image changed to the same fur pinning the young fur down. A look of terror appeared on the cub's face. Mysto delivered another blow and another. Jack’s back began to bleed as he cried and whinnied in pain.

Another image appeared, a seedy-looking fur stalking a fur out of a bar. Another ripping blow landed across the horse’s back. Soon nothing but a continuous wail escaped his lips. He squeezed his eyes shut to block out the images, but as soon as he opened his eyes, another image was there, and another blow landed on his back.

This must have gone on for hours. He would close his eyes to just block out the images, but after some time, he would begin to hope that Mysto was done and open them. Sure enough, another image was there, accompanied by another blow. He had no sense of the time, only a sense of the misery he was experiencing.

At last Mysto let him go. His back looked like raw ground beef and bled liberally.

"This will hurt," Mysto said, "but it will fight infection."
Jack screamed as the dragon poured an entire bottle of rubbing alcohol on his back. And then he blacked out.

He came to on the living room floor.

"It’s alive," Mysto observed, glancing at him from his tablet. "Go eat breakfast and then do your workout."
The horse started to move and sucked in a breath. His entire back burned, and he glanced around to see that it was covered in bandages.

"You bled well for me last night," Mysto said blandly. "But that was then, and I’m no longer impressed. Get busy."
Jack gritted his teeth and stood, moving over to the table. He didn’t bother to sit down; he drank his orange juice and ate his eggs and oats standing. Then he went to the gym.

Jack looked at the list of tasks he’d been assigned and shook his head; there was no way he’d be able to achieve it all! Even if his back weren’t sore, it would take hours. He stared at the list stupidly, but something crept into his mind: Mysto would punish him for each task that wasn’t complete. He shook his head. He was not going to give Mysto that satisfaction! Suddenly, the dumbbell curls seemed easy enough...

It took six hours, and Jack did twice as many reps as he was told. When at last he finished, he had to crawl out of the gym on his hands and knees. He opened the door and saw two legs. He glanced up and quickly looked away: Mysto stood at the door.

Jack swallowed and waited for a blow across the face. But it didn’t come. Instead, Mysto said, "That’ll do, horse."
It was the closest thing to praise Mysto had given him since he had arrived.

Jack sobbed once and said, "Thank you, Mysto!" His body ached, his mind was tired, and his emotions were raw.

"Enough of that," the dragon replied sternly. "No right-hand man of mine is going to blubber like a baby! Now get into the shower and wash that crybaby off of you! When you get out, report to the living room."
Jack did the best he could to get clean with all the bandages on his back and quickly reported to the living room.

"You still stink of crybaby," Mysto said as soon as he entered. "On your belly," he ordered, pointing to the table.

Jack felt a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach but did as told.

"We need to get your back cleaned up," Mysto told him. "This will hurt, but I expect you to suffer in silence. If you don’t, I will punish you."
He ripped the first bandage off, and Jack yelped in pain before quickly covering his mouth and hissing though his nose.

He grunted as he suddenly felt something force its way into his ass.

"Cry like a baby, get fucked like one," Mysto said, ramming him several times before climaxing inside and pulling out, leaving Jack’s ass gaping. He ripped another bandage off, and the horse’s body tensed. His breathing came as hisses through his nostrils, but he said nothing.

"Better!" Mysto praised him. He ripped off a few more bandages, and tears appeared in the horse’s eyes, yet he still said nothing.

"Good job, horse," the dragon said, patting Jack and making sure to come down on his raw wounds.

Jack squeezed his eyes closed and held his breath.

"Very good job indeed." Mysto opened a bottle of rubbing alcohol and poured it generously over the horse’s back.

Jack’s legs shot out and kicked in the air as his eyes bulged and his face turned red from holding his breath.

Mysto smiled. "Well done, Jack!" he praised him. "Much better than yesterday! You’ve earned a reward."
Jack hoped the reward was being left alone, but no such luck. The dragon stuck his finger up the horse’s ass and began to slowly stroke his prostate.

Jack could feel himself being milked and whimpered.

"I’m sorry, Jack, but I told you," Mysto said, "only winners get off. You’ll get there one day, maybe in a few months, if you apply yourself hard."
Jack felt the seminal fluid ooze out of his dick and buried his face on the table: this wasn’t a reward; it was yet another cruel form of punishment: being emasculated and drained without the pleasure of orgasm at all!

Once Jack was milked, Mysto bandaged him back up and left him for the night.

The next day’s list was even longer than the previous one, and the effects of the previous workouts were beginning to catch up to Jack. His whole body was stiff and sore, and although the pain in his back had subsided somewhat since the day before, it was still painful to move in any way that stretched the sensitive skin.

Jack set out dutifully to do his workout, but six hours in, he had only completed half his tasks. His body felt like numb lead, and he found that he could not do one more exercise. He collapsed on the bench press machine and dozed off.

A loud whistle blew, jarring Jack awake.

"What’s this?" Mysto demanded, striding into the room. "Asleep on the job?"
He grabbed Jack by the ear and led him painfully to the living room, where he quickly tied him on his back to the table.

"Maybe there’s hope for you," Mysto said, clicking on the TV.

Jack’s heart sank. Line after line on the TV was red, indicating that he’d failed to complete his tasks. He sighed, closed his eyes, and thumped the back of his head on the table. There was nothing to do now but accept his punishment. He had once again let his body get the better of his mind, and he knew that Mysto would not be merciful. 
He waited for a punishment that never came. 

"It seems we’ve found your limit," Mysto said with a wicked smile.

Jack opened his eyes cautiously, daring to breathe again.

"You can expect that all of your workouts from now on will be that intense," the dragon said evenly. "Every day, I will expect you to have done more than the day before. You did that today. You didn’t meet the goals, but I didn’t expect you would; I hoped that the fear of punishment would motivate you to work yourself to the point of exhaustion, and it did: you’ve done ten times as many reps today as you did only three days ago, so you’re showing good progress."
Jack sighed in relief, yet these random acts of kindness were bewildering. It was hard not knowing when he would be punished and when he would be spared. Some seemingly innocuous things got him back-handed or worse, while failing to do something that had previously gotten him punished resulted in nothing more than a warning.

"But," Mysto warned, "if you do not continue to show steady progress, I will punish you. Do not slack off!"
At least that part made sense.
Day after day became week after week of torment and working out. As weeks turned to months, Jack's body did metamorphose into what Mysto had envisioned. His drive and work ethic grew stronger as he himself began to see the results. Yet Mysto demeaned him daily and subjected him to beatings and mental tests to steel his resolve. Not once in all those months was the horse ever allowed to cum, yet pleasure and pain both sometimes had his cock straining in its cage.
The horse stepped out of the workout room; he'd been in there 10 hours straight, and his whole body glistened with sweat. His gait was heavier now; he weighed almost twice what he had before, yet his body fat had dropped from 25% to 10%. His muscles bulged and rippled with each step. His abs were so defined that it looked like you could shave oats on them. Despite Mysto's daily attempts to crush his spirit, Jack knew he looked good now, and he knew Mysto thought so, too. It was the little things that gave him away: the way Mysto looked at him when he thought Jack wasn't looking and the way his voice had started sounding just a little breathy when he spoke. Because of this, although Mysto tried to put him down, Jack had gotten cocky.

Mysto caught him as he strode out of the gym. Jack lowered his eyes, yet his body language didn't show deference. He did have great respect for how Mysto had transformed him; however, he no longer felt like he deserved the dragon's contempt.

"I think you're finally ready," Mysto said. 

His voice was…different. He was overtly breathy this time. 

Jack cocked an eyebrow. "Ready?" he asked.

"What do you do to sexual predators?" Mysto asked.
The horse's face twisted into a sneer. "Prey on them," he replied.

"And what do you do when you catch them?"
The horse scoffed sadistically. "Make them wish they'd never been born," he growled.

Mysto nodded. "Yes, you're ready. Come, Jack. We have unfinished business."
It was Jack's first time out of the house in as many months as he could remember. Mysto had gotten him a white button-down shirt, black tie, and grey suit to wear so that he could give the "professional" look that Mysto needed. Mysto drove, and Jack looked out at the window; he hadn't seen other furs in a long time. He saw young furs playing, and his mind immediately set him looking for predators, his eyes narrowed, his ears pinned, and his nostrils flaring. Fortunately, he saw none.
They arrived at Mysto's office a few minutes later. Heads turned as Jack stepped out and buttoned his suit coat. Jack noticed them but ignored them; yes, he looked good, and he knew it. But he didn't care about them; he had one purpose now that he was out: revenge.

Mysto took him inside and showed him into the room, closing the door behind him. He opened the closet again. Mr. Stevenson again looked up at them in terror.
Jack frowned. "He's still here? Shouldn't he be dead by now?"
Mysto chuckled. "Oh, no, I turned him loose last time. You have no idea how difficult it was to get him back." His face twisted into a wicked smile. "But it was worth it to finally see you give him the punishment he finally deserves."
The horse reached into the closet and picked the fox up by the chest of his shirt. The fox trembled in his hand as Jack snorted on him disdainfully. But as he looked at the fox's trembling, helpless face, his features softened, and he shook his head.

"I can't do it, Mysto," he said finally. "I know it's what I'm supposed to do, but he's helpless here. It was one thing to see them in the act, but like this?" He shook his head again. "I can't harm a defenseless fur, no matter what he's accused of. After all, I was accused of rape and did nothing wrong. What if it's the same for him?"
Mysto pursed his lips, his face darkening. "Fine," he said at last. He himself picked the fox up and threw him back in the closet, slamming the door.

The horse braced himself for discipline; he knew he deserved it, but it was better that than harm someone helpless.

"Maybe you're just not there, yet," Mysto said reassuringly. He sighed. "I'm in a bit of a quandary now, though, Jack," he said. "In the last few months, I've figured out who ratted you out, and I have him here. I was going to give him to you as a reward for completing your training. But since you haven't completed your training, now I'm in the position of having a gift for you that will be difficult to get back once I let him go, but you haven't really earned him."
The horse froze. A vein on his neck throbbed, and a bead of sweat formed just above his left eyebrow.

"You say he's here?" Jack asked, his voice hardly more than a whisper.

Mysto nodded. "He's in the next room."
The horse's face turned purple with rage. "I'll kill him," he growled, punching his left palm with his right fist.

"No!" Mysto urged, grabbing his shoulder. "No, Jack! Dying is so quick."
The horse glared at him over his shoulder.

"If you let him live," Mysto said soothingly, "you can make him suffer every day. Think of the suffering you've endured to get Ebony back. Wouldn't you like to make him suffer at least as much as you have?"
"A hundred times," Jack snarled, his fists clenched.

"Then don't you think it's better to keep him alive?" Mysto asked. A thought crossed his mind. "Besides, he might know where Ebony is."
Jack's face lit up. "Ebony!" he breathed.

"That's right. Use your head," Mysto reminded him, touching the horse's temple. "Be ruthless, but keep your wits about you. Cool, collected ruthlessness overpowers hot-headed explosiveness every time."
The horse cooled down and nodded. "You're right, as always, Mysto," he said. He glanced at his mentor. "What do you suggest?"
"You're dressed the part of an investigator," Mysto told him. "I'd suggest you go in, act friendly, and get what information you can. Then you can unleash your fury on him."
The horse actually smiled, and Mysto's breath caught. There was something there, just under the surface of the horse's smile, that made the hair on the dragon's mane stand on end. A shadow of doubt crossed his mind. Have I created a monster? He quickly dismissed the idea and led his pupil down the hall.

"Mr. Laxus?" Mysto asked, entering first.
Jack froze. The white horse with black mane in front of him was his next-door neighbor, a cocky bastard who had more than once tried to make a move on Ebony. Jack's ears pinned themselves, but he quickly regained his composure and forced a smile.

"What's with him?" Laxus asked, gesturing to Jack.

Good, he doesn't recognize me. "Mr. Laxus, I just wanted to get some information about the Doe case from you, if you don't mind," Jack said, stepping forward and extending his hand.

Laxus stood and shook his hand. "Sure," he said, shrugging. "What do you want to know?" He squinted, cocked his head, and peered at Jack's face. Then he shook his head.

"Problem?" Jack asked, raising an eyebrow.

Laxus shook his head. "Nah, man," he said. "You just looked almost familiar, you know?"
"I have a familiar face," Jack replied flatly.

"I guess so, man," Laxus replied. He looked at Jack expectantly.

"We understand that Jack disappeared after the incident," the black horse said. "Do you know what happened to him?"
Laxus scoffed and shrugged. "What do I care, man? He got what he deserved."
"And what was it he did, exactly?"
"Oh, man, he was a real asshole," Laxus said, sitting forward. "I went over there one time and his mare and I were talking, see, and all of a sudden he comes over and tells me to fuck off."
I remember that: Ebony came over crying because he was saying some really inappropriate things!
"His mare?" Jack asked, forcing himself to stay calm.

"Yeah, pretty little thing. Ebony was her name."
"I see," Jack said, writing some things on the notepad Mysto had given him. "And where is she now?"
Laxus's face clouded. "Well, uh, man, she—she died."
Jack started, and Mysto quickly jumped in.

"Died?" the dragon asked. "What do you mean, died?"
"Well, she— She was—" His eyes darted side to side.
Jack's eyes narrowed. What did you do to her, you son of a bitch? He swallowed and spoke carefully, trying to keep his voice from quavering with rage. "Did she come home after Jack left?" 

Laxus nodded. 

"And I trust that you offered her some comfort?" Jack asked carefully.

The white horse seemed relieved. "Yeah," he said. "She was all torn up over that husband of hers getting arrested and then disappearing. She wanted to go find him, but I told her that if he was gone, he probably didn't really love her anyway."
Jack held his breath and then let it out very slowly. "Why would you think that?" he asked.

"Well, I mean, he did rape her."
"She and he both claimed that it was a kinky sexual game," Mysto interjected.

Laxus scoffed. "Yeah, the courts didn't hold that up after I told them my story." He looked smug.

"Your story?" Jack asked.

"Oh, yeah, man. I told them how Jack had beaten her up many times, how I'd heard her crying and begging for him to stop, how he threatened to kill her if the cops ever showed up and she didn't beg for them to let him go."
Jack couldn't speak.

"Why would you do that?" Mysto asked, incredulous. "Was he really hurting her?"
Laxus laughed. "That softy? Hell, no! I don't think he could hurt a horsefly!"
"Then why tell the police he did?"
"Because she deserved better than him," Laxus replied, looking at his fingernails. "I would have been a far better husband to her than he was, but he wasn't going anywhere, and she was madly in love with him."
"But she loved him!" Jack said, his voice just a little too aggressive-sounding.

"She'd have gotten over it," Laxus replied. "Well, if she hadn't—" He broke off suddenly.

"Hadn't what?" Jack asked intently.

The white horse swallowed. "She committed suicide," he said. "Apparently being forbidden to see him and not knowing where he was were just too much for her." He swallowed and looked carefully from Jack to Mysto and back.

Jack took a breath and let it out. "How did she die?" he asked.

"Man, you've got a lot of empathy," Laxus said, frowning. "He was a dick who deserved to be put away, and she was too stupidly attracted to him to see that she could be doing a lot better." He shrugged when Jack said nothing and added, "She strangled herself."
Mysto's ears pricked up. Something about Laxus's body language told him the horse wasn't being completely truthful. His eyes narrowed.

"Let me ask a few questions," he said, putting his hand on Jack's shoulder. 

The black horse turned around to recompose himself while Mysto continued.

"She strangled herself?" he asked. "But as soon as she passed out, she wouldn't be able to keep strangling herself and would start breathing again."
"Oh, uh," Laxus said, his eyes darting to the side, "She, uh, hanged herself, I mean. Yeah."
"Well, which is it?" Mysto asked calmly.

"Hanged. Definitely," the white horse said. Mysto noted how his voice sounded slightly pinched and how the sweat began to collect between the ridges of his eyebrows.

"From where?" Jack asked, suddenly turning, his eyebrows furrowed in thought. "Where did she hang herself from?"
"Hey, who's on trial here?" Laxus asked, fidgeting.

"Nobody is on trial," Mysto said smoothly. "Do you feel like you're on trial? Do you have something on your chest you need to get off?"
Laxus hesitated, eyeing Jack.

"Don't worry; he can't use what you say in a court of law," Mysto said with a smile. "We're just trying to figure out what happened to Ebony."
The white horse swallowed and said, "I—might've helped her along," he admitted. "But she was so damn stupid after Jack left that I figured I oughtta just put her out of her misery. I mean, if she couldn't see how great a catch she had right next door,"—he shrugged helplessly—"she wasn't going to get better anytime soon, and I figured I might as well just cut my losses."
"Cut your losses?" Jack asked, his eye twitching.

"Well, sure," Laxus replied. "I mean, I went to a lot of effort to get Jack out of her life, and the last thing I needed was her boo-hooing all the time about him being gone. Winning her over failed, so might as well move onto the next one."
"The next one?" Mysto asked curiously.

"Yeah, my other neighbor's got a really cute daughter, just barely legal," Laxus grinned.

Jack was on him in a flash. In one fast motion, he grabbed the horse by the neck, dragged him across the room, and pinned him to the far wall.

"Whoa, hey!" Laxus gasped in surprise and terror.

"I'll kill him right now," Jack snarled, looking into Laxus's eyes and squeezing his fist, closing off the horse's windpipe. Laxus struggled and kicked feebly, but his kicks glanced off of Jack like sleet on a windshield.

"Jack," Mysto warned. "Remember what we talked about."
"There's nothing I can do horrible enough to punish him for this," Jack snarled, his ears pinned, murder in his eyes.

Laxus's face turned whiter than before when he suddenly realized who had him by the throat.
"Oh, shit," he mouthed. "Jack?"
"You cost me the love of my life, you fucker," Jack growled. With a sudden move, he whipped the white horse, swinging him by the neck like a club to slam his body into the floor before picking him up and pinning him to the wall again.

"Ebony meant everything to me!" Jack yelled. "And you framed me because you couldn't hope to be a tenth the husband I am! You fucking coward!" He slammed Laxus into the ground again.

"Jack! Don't!" Mysto warned, grabbing him by the shoulder. "You'll kill him!"
"He deserves death," Jack snarled.

"No," Mysto said, his voice suddenly sounding just as chilly as Jack's. "He deserves worse!"
Laxus glanced from Jack to Mysto and back again. He thought the dragon was going to spare him, but suddenly Jack's idea sounded better.

Yet the black horse's grip wavered. Doubts crept into his mind, though his rage never wavered. "What do you suggest?" he growled.

"He is a far inferior horse to you," Mysto said. "Perhaps he needs to learn his place as your personal cum receptacle. Ebony is no longer—"
"Don't you dare talk about her that way!" Jack roared, turning on his mentor. "She was far more than a cum receptacle! She was my love! My life! My everything!"
"E–easy, Jack," Mysto said, his voice wavering. For the first time, he realized just how powerful Jack had become and how immeasurably angry he was right now. The horse was volatile, and Mysto needed to get him refocused—quickly. He took a slow, deep breath. "I didn't mean to imply that she was. I am sorry it came off that way."
Jack begrudgingly turned his wrath back to Laxus.

"She is gone and cannot be replaced," Mysto continued carefully, kindly. "Nobody can take her place as your love, your life, your everything. But this one can at least provide you the relief you need. Maybe you fuck him and get your rocks off. Maybe you beat him to feel better. Maybe you torture him since it's no more than he deserves. Maybe you enslave him and make him do your bidding. But, Jack," Mysto said, again putting his hand on the horse's shoulder, "this fur deserves to suffer. Don't give him a quick death and let him off the hook. Make him live—a long time—and make him suffer the way you have suffered, the way you will continue to suffer, the way you're suffering now! You think knowing she's gone hurts now? This is just the beginning; it will pain you for days, months, years into the future to know that this fur has single-handedly taken her from you."
"W—wait!" Laxus gasped. "I didn't do it single-handed! I'll tell you who helped!"
Jack and Mysto exchanged glances. 

"I'm listening," Jack snarled. 

"The—the cops; they're friends of mine. And-and-and the judge! Yeah! He owed me a favor!" the white horse gasped.

"Names?" Jack growled.

"Otis and Branson were the cops," Laxus gasped, gripping Jack's wrist with both hands in a desperate attempt to get him to let him breathe. "And Douglas was the judge. Please—can't breathe!"
Jack sighed and put the white horse down. "You stay right there," he growled.

Laxus collapsed to his knees, holding his throat, drooling, and gasping for air.

Mysto grinned wickedly. "Douglas, huh?" he chuckled. "Turns out he's on my shit-list, too!"
Jack snorted and looked at Laxus. He nodded slowly to himself. "Yes. Seems we have a common target. How do we get him?"
"The same way I got you," Mysto replied with a smile, "we'll have to get him in for a session."
Jack pursed his lips and nodded. "I'm sure that can be arranged. But for now," he reached out and hauled Laxus up off the ground, "I think I've earned my stripes."
"Yes, Jack! Yes!" Mysto grinned. "Make him suffer! Make him pay! The room is sound-proofed. Do your worst."
"No, wait!" Laxus screamed. "I told you what you wanted! You have to let me go!"
"Over my dead body!" Jack roared. He held the horse by the shirt and kicked him in the crotch. His shirt ripped clean off him as he slammed into the wall behind him, doubling over and holding his crotch in pain.

"Get up, you worthless piece of shit!" Jack growled, hauling him up again. "Do you know when the last time I climaxed was?" He asked, holding the white horse's face close to his. Laxus stared at him helplessly.

"The day before you had me falsely arrested!" Jack yelled. "And it was passionate, loving sex with the one I loved more than anyone in the world!" He pinned the horse to the floor and ripped his pants off of him.

"No! NO!" Laxus cried, struggling and kicking fiercely.

"Thanks to you, I will never feel that kind of climax again!" the black horse snarled. "But you're going to make it up to me." 

He reached down, deftly unzipped his fly, and let his pants fall down around his fetlocks. He stepped from them and hauled Laxus up onto the couch, using his arms to force the horse's legs apart. Laxus clamped his tail tightly to his ass

"You wanna call me a rapist," Jack growled, "you got one. Now let's get one thing straight: you can move your tail out of the way and take what's coming to you like the good cunt you are,"—he leaned in close—"Or I will break it off and feed it to you." 

His hand moved to the base of Laxus's tail and began twisting it forcibly away from his body. "Choice is yours, but you'd better make it in the next two seconds."
"No, not my tail! Please! PLEASE!" Laxus cried. "Don't hurt me!"
"Oh, don't hurt me!" Mysto roared with laughter, wiping a tear from his eye. "It's hilarious how the predators are the weakest of all once they get caught! Show no mercy, Jack!"
"Move your fucking tail," the black horse snarled.

Laxus squeezed his eyes shut as tears streamed from them. He forced his tail out of the way.

"Just like the cowardly cunt you are," Jack snarled.

He forced his cock into Laxus and hilted him in one thrust. The white horse's eyes bulged from the pain of the insertion, and he screamed until he was too hoarse to make another sound. Jack pulled out and thrust into him again and again and again, making sure each time hurt worse than the last.

Mysto started out rooting for him, but as the horse's unchecked fury continued without bounds, his jaw slowly dropped, and he raised his hand in protest. "Um, Jack, don't you think he's had enough?"
The black horse either didn't hear him or didn't care. One would think that with all the stimulation he'd had over the last few months that his orgasm would be a hair-trigger, yet his rage drowned any sense of sexual satisfaction. He hardly noticed when he did reach orgasm, flooding the white horse's innards with cum between brutal thrusts. 

But finally, his cock lost its hardness, and he pulled out, discarding Laxus on the floor like a spent condom.

The white horse gasped and coughed, leaking cum and blood from his ass.

"Open your eyes," Jack spat.

Laxus could hardly move. Jack hauled him up and pulled his eyelids open with his fingertips. He held the white horse's face down next to his crotch and pissed right in his eyes. Laxus moaned and sobbed in pain but could not fight back.

Sated at last, Jack dropped the limp horse onto the ground. "Welcome to your new life, Cunt."
Mysto looked on, aghast, and then picked up the horse and followed Jack out to his car.
"Jack," the dragon said once they were both sitting in the car and Laxus was draped across the back floorboard, "we need to talk."
The black horse sighed and nodded. "I know, Mysto. It was too much."
Mysto shook his head. "No, Jack, it was understandable, given the circumstances, but I need you to listen to me. Look at me," he said.
Jack turned and looked at his mentor.

"Jack, you must stay in control," Mysto warned. "You nearly killed him. He's barely alive back there. You cannot keep him suffering if you kill him." He put his hand up to silence Jack's protest. "He deserved every bit of that," Mysto acknowledged, "but you have to read your victim. He passed out while you were fucking him. He wasn't suffering while out cold. It was just you wasting your anger on a lifeless doll."
Jack pursed his lips and frowned. He'd expected to get chewed out for being too rough, yet that wasn't Mysto's aim at all; he just wanted to make sure that the victims were feeling all the pain he had to give. He chuckled and shook his head. "You are some kind of twisted sadist, aren't you?" he asked.

Mysto smiled wickedly and nodded. "I underestimated how sadistic you can be," he admitted. "I saw the darkness in you when you first came in, but I didn't realize how deep that well went."
"You know now," Jack growled. A sob wracked his body as it suddenly dawned on him. "I have nothing now, Mysto," Jack cried. "The love of my life is dead—dead!"
Mysto reached over and put a comforting hand on the horse's shoulder, pulling him in for a hug.

"Yes, Jack, she is," he said quietly. "And nobody can ever replace her." Mysto felt his voice strained, thinking about his own lost loved ones. "But you have me, and we have the work."
Jack looked up, his eyes swollen and red.
"We have a lot of work to do," Mysto reminded him. "All of these predators must be hunted down and dealt with. Maybe not quite as harshly as you dealt with Laxus, but each must be made to suffer."
The horse looked straight ahead, his head still on Mysto's lap, and nodded. "My life is a hollow shell," he said. "Nothing can fill it now but the work." He sighed. "Is Mr. Stevenson still in the other room?"
Mysto nodded. "Yes, Jack. And he is still awaiting his punishment."

With Laxus locked in the back seat and too beaten-up to try much of an escape, Mysto led Jack back inside and opened the closet once more.

"Third time's a charm, Mr. Stevenson!" Mysto said as Jack hauled him up and ripped the duct tape off his muzzle.

"I am innocent!" the fox cried as soon as he could speak. "You must let me go! Those younglings wanted me to touch them!"
"Jack," Mysto said, "don't be fooled; his situation is far different from yours. Observe." 
He flipped off the lights and started a projector playing footage from a surveillance camera at the park a few blocks away. In it, you could clearly see a young fur on his back, trying to get away but being held fast by the fox and penetrated. The video had no sound, but it was obvious that the young fur was crying.
"How do you explain that?" Mysto demanded.

"No, you've got it all wrong!" the fox protested. "It's just a—a game we play!"
"And do the furs you play games with always go and tell the police after you play games with them?" Mysto asked. "You're a five-time offender!"
The fox swallowed hard and looked at Jack for sympathy. He found none.

"No, Mr. Stevenson," Mysto said, "I believe you want to think you're in the right, but Jack here is going to give you a chance to experience for yourself just how that youngling felt when you forced yourself on him. He nodded to Jack, and the horse pinned the fox down on the couch in much the same position as the fox had pinned the youngling.
"Oh, wait, Jack, I forgot," Mysto said, handing him a pill. "Take this, please."
Jack frowned. "What's it do?" he asked.

Mysto smiled sadistically. "It'll make your cock size relative to his asshole a little more like his size to that of a youngling." 

Jack raised his eyebrows and grinned, popping the pill into his mouth and swallowing.

Almost instantly, his cock began to become erect, and as it did, it grew and grew, doubling in size and girth.

"Man! Where has this been all my life!" Jack crowed. "I could please a whale!"
Mysto grinned and shook his head. "No whales, I'm afraid, but you do have someone to fuck."
"Right," Jack said, returning his attention to the fox.

Mr. Stevenson's eyes went wide as Jack aimed his cock over the fox's tail.

"No, please!" the fox cried. "I'll do anything!"
"Anything?" Mysto asked, his eyes lighting up. 
He motioned for Jack to pause. The horse's 8x-sized cock pressed firmly against the fox's anus.
"Anything!" the fox screamed as Jack shoved forward.
"Good," Mysto replied simply. He addressed Jack. "Proceed."
"What?!" the fox asked. Jack surged forward and pressed hard against the fox's ass. 
"It won't fit—AUGH!" The fox screamed Jack forced himself into him. 
The horse fucked him a few more times, came, and pulled out, letting the fox's ass gape and leak his cum and blood afterwards.

"You said you would do anything," Mysto replied with a cold smile. "I'm taking you up on that. The first thing you are doing to do—and just did—is suffer the penalty for your actions."
The fox looked up weakly.

"The next thing you're going to do is be the first inductee into my army of slaves," Mysto grinned. "Congratulations, Number One."
Jack frowned. "I thought I was Number One?"
Mysto shook his head and chuckled. "No, Jack, you are no mindless slave! No pet names for you; you are Jack, my paladin of righteous reckoning."
The dragon cocked his head and gave a faint smile. "In fact," he said, his voice suddenly sounding tender and breathy, "I could use a bit of righteous reckoning myself." He stepped up to Jack and rubbed the horse's nipple through his shirt. "Mmm, such big muscles. Take this," he said, handing Jack another pill.
"Uh, Mysto?" Jack asked, feeling a little awkward but taking the pill anyway.
"Mm? Oh, yes," the dragon said. "Knock him out, will you?"
Jack shrugged and slammed his palms against the side of the fox's head, knocking him out instantly. He felt a tingling in his cock and looked down to see that it had shrunk to normal size and retreated to its sheath.
"Jack, you must know that I appreciate your strength now," the dragon said as he undid his belt.

Jack frowned. "Well, I had a hunch…" he said. He wasn't sure where this was going.

"I want you to take your clothes off, Jack," Mysto said, undoing his shirt and letting his wings stretch. "I want you to flex for me."
In the back of his mind, Jack wondered whether this was some kind of weird punishment, but he did as told, doffing his clothes next to Mysto's and standing naked before the naked dragon.

"Flex for me, Jack," Mysto breathed. "Let me see all of your muscles." 

He stroked his sheath a few times, and his cock emerged, ridges and all. He began to play with it as Jack curled his bicep and made a fist. His arm was easily 25" around, and Mysto shuddered in delight as he saw it flexed in all its glory.

Jack adjusted his stance, curving his arms as if hugging a tree but aiming his fists downward. He flexed his pecs and abs, and each individual muscle bulged with its own silvery outline from the light reflecting off his black coat.
"Fuck, Jack!" Mysto gasped, stroking himself harder. "Let me see your ass!"
The horse turned and flexed his glutes and calves. His entire body was hard and tight, and the exercise had made his already shapely ass even more shapely—but with the strength to practically pinch someone's head off if he wanted to. Yet as Jack moved his tail aside to let Mysto see his donut-hole, the dragon leaned back in his chair and beckoned.

"Take me, Jack," the dragon gasped. "You've finally earned it: the right to use my hole when I give you permission."
Jack swallowed. "Mysto, you're like a master to me," he said uneasily. "Are you sure this is what you want?"
Mysto stroked the side of his face. "Where's that self-assuredness I taught you?" he asked, smiling faintly. "Yes, Jack; I want you to fuck me. I want you to take control and use my ass."
Jack cocked an eyebrow and shrugged. In a fluid motion, he flipped Mysto over onto his stomach and quickly pressed his cock up against the dragon's tailhole.
"Fuck!" the two chorused, Mysto in surprise over the effortlessness with which Jack flipped him over, and Jack from the intense warmth radiating from the dragon's vent.

Grasping his mentor by the shoulders, Jack pushed himself inside. He wasn't aiming to hurt Mysto, but the intense warmth around his cock incited him to drive deeply into the dragon's innards. Dragon and horse gasped as Jack rubbed Mysto's prostate, and Jack reached around to stroke his mentor's cock affectionately.
"Oh, Jack!" Mysto cried. He felt his balls grow heavy and contract, felt the hint of pressure at the base of his cock, and felt Jack's cock set it loose on its next pass over his prostate. With a groan and a buck against the horse's thighs, Mysto fired his load onto the sofa below him, painting it and Jack's hand in dragon essence.

Jack wasn't far behind. The contractions of the dragon's orgasm sent him over the edge, and he whinnied and shot into his mentor. The two collapsed on the couch. Neither one had had a pleasant sexual experience in a long time, and it was almost therapeutic for them.

But with one slave still in the car and another only feet away, duty called, and Mysto and Jack roused themselves, got the place cleaned up, and took Number One to the car.
"You go ahead and take them down, Jack," Mysto said. "I'll start dinner."
"Um, Mysto? Where do I put them?" Jack asked.

"Oh! I haven't shown you, yet, have I?" Mysto asked, grinning. "Well, come with me."
The dragon led the way as Jack effortlessly carried one fur on each of his shoulders like a couple of sacks of horse feed. They went down the hall to the staircase and down into the dungeon. The place still gave Jack chills; he'd lost a lot of blood here. But instead of proceeding forward into the dungeon, Mysto turned and went back behind the staircase and swung open a heavy metal door.
Jack reeled slightly. The décor was the same as the dungeon: high-mounted wall sconces on slate-gray cinderblock walls, but this place looked far better-suited to training and raising an army. To their left was a bunk room full of steel bunk beds complete with chains to restrain the inmates. They went in, and Jack casually tossed Number One into the bunk marked "1". He went to put Laxus into the #2 bunk, but Mysto shook his head. "Oh, no, Jack; he's your personal slave. I have a special place for him!"
Jack frowned, shrugged, and followed the dragon out as they continued up the wide hallway.
On the right was a communal shower of sorts, although Jack very much doubted they'd be allowed to bathe very often. Still, it had drains in the floor and might be useful.

Past the bunkroom was another room with a strange tube-looking thing protruding from a metal dispenser. 

"Mess hall," Mysto explained.
Jack stared in confusion as they walked by.

The hallway opened into a huge auditorium. The ceiling must have been 50 feet above them, and Jack stared in awe. There was no way they'd walked 50 feet down those stairs, was there? Row after row of stone seats formed a square around the center, the elevation of each row rising slightly as they got further from the center.
They continued along a narrow bridge onto the square platform in the middle. Jack could see chains and manacles firmly attached to the floor in case they needed to hold unwilling participants still for demonstrations. Additional chains hung from above, enabling him to restrain the slaves in any number of different ways. The walkway to the platform continued past it, past the furthest row of seating on the far wall, and dead-ended into a little alcove. It was to this alcove that they went.
"Welcome to your new home," Mysto said as Jack took in the surroundings. His bed was large and comfortable-looking, and from it, he could see into the auditorium. A little cell sat inset into the wall beside his bed. It had many different openings that could be opened from the outside, but once inside, the prisoner was completely at the mercy of his keeper. Mysto opened the door, and Jack dumped Laxus into it unceremoniously. The cell was barely big enough for him to lie on his back on the cold stone floor, and if he stood, he would have to crouch.
Mysto slammed the door closed and latched it.

"What's this?" Jack asked, reaching for a valve knob not unlike one you'd connect a garden hose to.

"Turn it and see," Mysto grinned wickedly.

Jack turned the knob, and drips began to fall from the ceiling of the cell, landing on Laxus. Jack kept turning, and the drips turned into a slow, steady stream that wandered randomly around the cell, getting every part of it wet at some point or other.

"Oh, that's just too perfect!" Jack gushed. "I'd hug you, if you'd let me!"
"Go right ahead," Mysto grinned, and the horse swept him up into a huge hug. "I love it!" he beamed.

"Just be careful you don't make him sick," Mysto warned. "Remember to keep him alive, healthy, and miserable at all times."
Jack nodded.
With the slaves now off his shoulders, Jack followed Mysto back to the mess hall. Jack cocked his head. "What's with this dispenser?" he asked.

"I'm glad you asked, Jack," Mysto replied, stepping behind the dispenser, swinging open a heavy door, and pointing into a tiny room. The ceiling was so low that you would have to walk on hands and knees to get into it, and it was barely large enough for a fur to squeeze into. When the door closed, it would almost certainly press against one side of the fur inside, with the far wall pressing against his other side. But what caught Jack's attention was a very large tube coming from the floor.

"Step inside, Jack," Mysto said. His voice wasn't cruel, but it was firm.

Jack frowned thoughtfully, but the tone of Mysto's voice didn't leave room for argument. He got on his hands and knees and stepped in, squeezing himself up against the far wall.

"This is how we feed everybody," Mysto explained as he latched manacles around Jack's wrists and ankles. With the horse immobilized, he stepped back as Jack looked up at him curiously.

"How…?" the horse asked.

"Oh, right, I forgot the most important parts!"
Mysto reached down and put the tube on Jack's cock. Suddenly it dawned on him: it was a milking machine.

"And we'll just slide this into position," Mysto said with a grunt as he reached behind Jack, flipped a lever on the wall, and a spring-loaded butt plug buried itself in his ass.

The horse gasped and his eyes went wide as he shuddered a bit.

"Thought you'd like that," Mysto said with a wink. "Now, the design is very simple. When your troops suck on this tube"—he put his mouth on the tube and began sucking—"the feeder gets stimulated to produce."
Jack shuddered and bucked against the restraints as a jolt of electricity shot through his ass, instantly making him hard. The milking machine turned on and began sliding forward and backwards down the entire length of his cock while the electrical stimulation continued in his ass. After only seconds, he whinnied and shot a load down the tube. It appeared a split-second later in Mysto's hand; he'd taken his mouth off the dispenser and put his hand out to catch it. Jack sighed and shuddered in ecstasy. Mysto held his hand out for Jack to lick his own cum off of it.
"You feed your feeder through this chute here," Mysto said, moving a metal grate to expose a hay bale. "Just keep the feeder fed, and the feeder can feed everybody else.

"But whom do I make the feeder?" the horse asked.

"That's up to you," Mysto replied.

"Seems like it'd be a good way to reward a fur," Jack mused.

Mysto smiled wickedly. "You think so?" he asked. 

He attached a squeeze bulb to the feeding tube and began pumping it, drawing a steady suction on the tube. Jack immediately began bucking again as the machine milked another load from him. It fell onto Mysto's hand, and he again held it out for Jack to lick, but the machine kept pumping. Jack winced as his over-stimulated cock continued to be milked for yet another round. Despite having not gotten off but a few times in the last several months, Jack already felt far more drained than he ever had before—drained enough, in fact, that his balls ached with the continued stimulation.
Yet Mysto kept the machine running. "Does it still seem like a reward?" the dragon asked wickedly.

"N—no, Mysto," Jack whimpered. "Please—turn it off!" 

The dragon shook his head. "But Jack! You've only dispensed enough for maybe one fur to eat! Imagine the life of a feeder once we're a thousand strong!"
Mysto's point was well-taken. The life of a feeder would be a miserable experience.

"If I can offer a suggestion…" Mysto said, finally releasing the squeeze bulb and letting Jack breathe.

"A suggestion?" Jack asked once he'd caught his breath. "You own this place!"
Mysto chuckled. "Yes, I do, but I'm making you master of the subterranean domain," he said, "and I will defer to your judgment down here. Upstairs, though," he said, pointing upwards, "I'm still in charge."
Jack nodded.

"But as I was saying, I'd suggest we use Douglas as the first feeder," Mysto said. "That bull has been short-changing perpetrators of their proper justice for decades, and your friend—"
"He's not my friend," Jack growled.

Mysto chuckled. "—has shown that he clearly has no problems putting away innocent furs."
Jack slowly smiled, imagining the pain the bull would feel after his balls were drained over and over again. And Jack would personally see to it that his troops were left hungry all the time.

"I agree," he said finally. "You are right, as usual."
Mysto clapped his hands. "I'm so glad you agree! Now, let's go catch us a bull." 

He turned Jack loose, and the two turned to leave. 

Jack hesitated. "What do I do with the troops?" he asked.

"Let's get Douglas, and then I'll show you what to do with Number One. Laxus…is yours; do whatever you want with him." He pursed his lips. "But first, dinner; I'm starving!"
"I'm just glad you're not milking me for dinner," Jack replied ruefully. 
They started up the stairs, and Mysto chuckled suddenly.

"What's so funny?" Jack asked.

"I was just thinking that if we already have a Number One, what does that make Douglas?"
Jack grinned. "A big, stinky Number Two."
With dinner finished, it was time to talk strategy.
"I haven't gone into too much detail on this so far because we haven't been ready," Mysto said, sitting at the table across from Jack. "But now that you've completed your training, it's time for us to begin our real work."
"Punish the predators," Jack said, nodding.

"Yes, yes indeed!" Mysto agreed. "But there's far more to it than just fucking them raw. We must convert them to our cause so that we can expand our reach. It will take many furs to help us overthrow the system!"
Jack smiled as Mysto talked. He liked the way the dragon became animated when he talked about his plans. And certainly Mysto had it all figured out; he'd done wonders with Jack over just a few short months. Jack was convinced that Mysto could achieve his goals in as little as a year.

"—and then I will hypnotize them. Jack, are you listening?" Mysto asked, frowning at him curiously.

"Oh, sorry, Mysto. I was…daydreaming," Jack admitted.

"Daydreaming? Whatever about?" the dragon demanded.

Jack blushed. "Oh, um, just, you know…after we've overthrown the system, what will you do then?" he asked.

Mysto frowned. "I don't know," he said finally. "I have to admit, I hadn't thought that far."
Jack gasped. "Really? I thought you had everything figured out!"
"Ha, ha, ha," Mysto replied, shaking his head.

"No, I'm serious," Jack said, leaning forward earnestly. "I mean, I thought you had this grand plan and everything. You certainly had one for me…"
Mysto nodded. "I do have a grand plan," he said, "as I have been describing while you've been daydreaming." He raised an eyebrow. "But the plan stops when the system is overthrown and we've imposed a sense of goodness back into it. After that, who knows? Maybe I'll just enjoy the fruits of my labor as the system forces sexual predators to pay for their crimes."
"Oh," Jack said, a tad crestfallen.

Mysto cocked his head. "Is something on your mind, Jack?" he asked.

Jack shook his head. "It's nothing," he said, smiling. "Please continue."
Mysto looked askance at him but repeated himself nevertheless.

"I understand that Douglas is having marital problems. You will pose as a client of mine who was successfully converted," Mysto said, "and you will convince him to come in for therapy."
"And then I clobber him?" Jack asked hopefully.

Mysto shook his head. "No," he said. "Then I hypnotize him and convince him to come here on his own. We can't be seen dragging a judge into the car!"
"So at what point does he start feeding the army?" Jack asked pointedly. "If we leave him in the cell, he'll be missed at work, and if we turn him loose, there'll be nobody to act as feeder."
"Leave that to me," Mysto replied. "I have it all planned out."
Jack nodded.
"All right, I'm off to bed," Mysto said. "You should be, too; you have to look your best tomorrow, and don't forget to work out!" He squeezed the horse's pecs and sighed wistfully. "Don't be up all night playing with your new slave!"
"Yes, sir," Jack replied, chuckling wryly and shaking his head.

"Good night, Jack," Mysto said, standing. "I am very proud of you." He clicked off the lights and disappeared.

Jack sat a moment later at the table and then stood and went down the hallway towards what would become his new home.
He felt the chill as he descended into the dungeon. The door locked behind him, and he pondered whether Mysto truly trusted him yet or not.

He checked in to see whether #1 was awake or not; he wasn't. The fox was still out cold from the blow to the head earlier. Jack double-checked his chain to make sure he was still locked in position and continued to his own room.

Laxus, however, was wide awake. Even before Jack got to the auditorium, he could hear the horse wailing. He grinned sadistically.

Jack's hooves clicked on the rock floor.

"W—who's there?" Laxus gasped, suddenly falling silent.

"Your worst nightmare," Jack replied icily.

"Oh, no…Shit, please, no…" Laxus whimpered.

"Yes," Jack replied. "Yes, oh, yes!" 

His form appeared as he stepped into the alcove, silhouetted by the dim orange sconces. The dim light made him look positively satanic.

The white horse shrank back in his cell. Jack saw with satisfaction that the dripping water had done its work: the pretty-boy horse shivered almost uncontrollably.

Too easy.

Jack unlocked the cage and with lightning-fast speed grabbed the horse by the forelock and dragged him out. Yet he didn't take him to bed—oh, no—he had better plans for him.

With Laxus kicking and screaming behind him, Jack dragged him out to the platform and quickly secured his arms above his head and locked his ankles into the manacles. The black horse looked out from the podium and realized that one day, all of the seats would be filled, and he'd have a show to put on.

But tonight, though, this was intimate, a chance to really hurt the fucker who had made his own life so miserable.
He turned and faced Laxus. The horse stood before him naked and shivering with cold and fear.

Jack shook his head. "You've taken my world from me," he said, putting his hand on the horse's shoulder and looking him in the eye.

Suddenly resolved not to go down without a fight, Laxus spat in his eye. "Fine world you had if it can be taken down by one neighbor!"
Jack turned his head and closed his eye, slowly wiping the spit off his face. He smiled. 

"Good. It's going to be so much easier to break you when you fight back."
He wound up and punched Laxus in the face so hard that it flung his body backwards and knocked him out instantly.

Jack sighed. "Damn it!"
He slapped the horse across the face a few times, trying to get him to wake up. Finally the white horse blinked stupidly, saw where he was, and recoiled as much as he could.

"Ah, good; I was afraid I was going to have to wait until tomorrow." He shook his head. "Lesson learned, though: no more punching you in the face; you go out like a light."
He reached forward and grabbed the horse's balls. "First things first," he growled, "You won't need your cock down here."
Laxus gasped, afraid Jack would cut it off, but a loud click told him otherwise.

"I've worn this the last few months," Jack said. "I filled it out nicely; let's see how you do." 

He stepped back and surveyed the cock cage on the white horse's pink cock. He cocked his head. "Not bad," he said, "for a foal."
Laxus's mouth opened in protest, but Jack reached forward and grabbed his muzzle and held it shut.

"You call that thing a prick?" he asked, scoffing derisively. "That wouldn't satisfy a rat. And you thought you could satisfy Ebony with it?" He shook his head. "No, let me show you what a real cock looks like!"
He stepped back, stroked himself a couple of times, and held his cock out next to Laxus's caged cock.

"Even hard, you don't even press up against the end!" Jack laughed. "Look at this!" His own cock was more than double the length of the white horse's and half again wider.

"Pitiful," Jack spat, shaking his head. "No, you won't need that here," he said again. "We'll get the real males to do the fucking if it ever comes to that. Now, your balls, on the other hand," he said, reaching down below the captive horse to take a handful of equine testes, "those I'll have plenty of use for!" He squeezed them hard, making Laxus cry out in pain.

"Oh, yes," Jack grinned, squeezing even harder and gritting his teeth in rage, "I'll have plenty use for those!" In one fell swoop, he let go of Laxus's balls, cocked back, and punched them as hard as he could.

The white horse vomited off the edge of the platform. Jack frowned and looked closely at Laxus's scrotum. He was slightly disappointed to see them both intact, but he figured that meant more for later.

"Now, since you so desperately wanted to fill my wife with your inferior cum," Jack spat, "let me at least ensure that you are filled with superior stallion cum!"
He stepped up behind Laxus. The horse was still reeling from the trauma to his balls and didn't even have the energy to clamp his tail down. Jack easily shoved himself inside and thrust over and over again until he came. He pulled out roughly, dragging his cum with him.

"Oh, you're too loose to hold it in?" Jack jeered. "Well, then let's fill you up again and make sure you do hold it in this time!"
He left Laxus where he was and strode off to the dungeon, where he knew Mysto kept his toys. They're my toys now, he grinned.

He grabbed a few things, and on his way back, he spied the cat-of-nine-tails. Images flashed in his head of how he had been brutally whipped. He was almost certain his blood still adorned some of the tails.

"Passed to the next generation," he whispered, taking it down off its peg and carrying it reverently out to the platform.

"Now, while I would love to just leave my cock in you all the time," Jack said, "I regrettably have other things I have to do."
He stroked himself hard again and positioned himself behind the smaller horse, fucked him until he pumped him full again, and then quickly shoved a horse-dick-sized dildo up his ass, locking it into place with straps tied around the white horse's legs.

"Now you'll keep it in," Jack grinned wickedly.

"Next, I'm going to introduce you to what will be your primary role as my slave." He undid the smaller horse's hands and quickly manacled them on the ground, effectively forcing him onto all fours.

"Open your mouth," Jack ordered.

Laxus shook his head and clamped his mouth closed.

"Your funeral," Jack replied simply. 

He swung the cat-of-nine and caught the white horse across the back. Laxus gasped and tried to scream, but before he could, Jack had his fingers pressed against the horse's cheeks, forcing them between his teeth and effectively forcing him to keep his mouth open.

"Would have been easier if you'd just obeyed," Jack said dismissively. With Laxus's mouth now open, Jack shoved a long metal cage down his throat. Laxus heaved as the cage caught his gag reflex, but nothing happened; he was already empty. Jack quickly clipped a halter onto Laxus's mouth and secured the cage to the halter, locking everything together with a padlock.

"Now that you're a little more compliant," Jack teased his helpless victim, "open wide." He paused for effect and chuckled. "Oh, you already did? Such a good slave!" he mocked. Then he shoved his dick into the cage and began pissing. Laxus coughed and gagged.

"Better swallow, or you'll drown," Jack warned, standing taller and tipping the horse's head up to prevent him from letting it drool out of him. Laxus retched, but soon the level of piss in his mouth began to lower as he swallowed glug after glug of the black horse's piss.

Only once Jack was certain Laxus's mouth was empty did he pull his cock out and let him rest.

"There, there," he said, patting Laxus's shoulder as the white horse sobbed, unable to close his mouth. "It'll get easier; one day you'll get numb to my torments!"
He laughed and released Laxus's manacles, hauled him over his shoulder, and tossed him into his tiny cell next to Jack's bed.

"Not a peep," Jack warned, "or I will pull out your voice box."
"Good morning, Snookums," Jack said, rolling over on his bed to look at his captive. The poor horse had hardly moved since Jack tossed him into his cell the night before.
"On your feet," Jack said sternly, "or I'll make you wish you had never been born."
Wincing, Laxus rolled over and stood on wobbly legs, leaning against the cage.

"Such a good boy," Jack smiled. "Now, I'm going to open this door," he said, pointing to a small door at crotch level, "and you're going to put your muzzle through it. It's time for my morning piss."
The smaller horse made some whimpering noises.

"Come, come, now," Jack said. "This is all you're getting today, so you'd better enjoy it!"
He opened the door, and Laxus hesitantly brought his head close. Jack opened another door, reached through, grabbed him, and slammed his face through the opening.

"See? That didn't have to be hard," Jack told him, inserting his cock into the miserable horse's mouth and letting his stream begin to flow. "Fuck," he said, tossing his head back in bliss, "your mouth feels good to piss in, even with the cage." He cocked his head. "I wonder if you'll ever be good enough to earn the privilege of sucking my cock without it? Ahh," he sighed as he finished. He lightly shoved Laxus back into the cell and closed the doors. Then he strode out of the room, saying, "Behave yourself while I'm gone," over his shoulder.

He walked across the platform and stopped by the bunk room. Mr. Stevenson was awake and terrified.

"Ah, good, you're awake," Jack smiled. He shook his head, "but I have other things to do right now. I'll have to feed you later."
With that, he went upstairs.

"Good morning, Mysto," Jack said pleasantly. "How was your night?"
"My, aren't you in high spirits!" Mysto replied, grinning. "Did you have some good therapy last night?"
Jack grinned. "Oh, yes." He sighed. "He's no Ebony, but—"
"Don't dwell on that," Mysto warned him. "She is gone, and you cannot get her back. It's far better to just move on."
Tears welled up in the horse's eyes, and Mysto put the food he was carrying down and hugged him.

"I know it hurts," he said softly, "and it will continue to hurt." He swallowed hard. "But it gets better…in time."
Jack nodded, wiped his eyes, and gave a half-smile.

Mysto served their breakfast.

"You've lost someone, too, haven't you?" Jack asked quietly as they ate.

Mysto stopped with his fork halfway to his mouth and sighed. "Yes," he said.

Jack looked at him carefully. "Want to talk about it?" he asked.

Mysto shook his head. "It just stirs up sad memories," he replied.

Jack nodded. He wondered how long Mysto had been harboring a grudge.
"But today, we take a step forward!" Mysto said, raising his orange juice glass. Jack toasted him, and they drank to their plans for the day.

"All right, I need to go," Mysto said. "Do an abbreviated workout today, four hours tops, and then get to the courthouse."
"Yes, sir," Jack replied as Mysto left.

His workout was twice as intense as usual, and he came out feeling pumped and ready for action. 

It was a quick jog over to the courthouse from Mysto's house, especially in the shape Jack was in. The thought crossed his mind that he'd be leaving the slaves downstairs without food or water, but he figured a little suffering would be good for them today; goodness knew their lives were never going to get much easier.

He ascended the stairs to the courthouse and asked for the judge.

"He's in his chambers," he was told, and the assistant showed him in.

Frank Douglas was an impressive-looking fur with a huge spread of horns adorning his very thick bovine head. He sat at his desk reading over cases when Jack walked in.

"A Mr. Doe to see you," his assistant said, showing in the horse.

The judge took off his reading glasses and squinted at Jack. "What is this regarding?" he asked.

"Your marital relations," Jack replied simply.

"Excuse me?" the bull's deep voice rumbled.

"You may not remember me, Your Honor, but I'm Jack Doe. You sentenced me to sixty sessions with Dr. Mysto."
The bull cocked an eyebrow, his pulse quickening slightly. "Yes, Mr. Doe. What can I do for you?"
"Oh, nothing, Your Honor. I came to say I've been rehabilitated, and I have you to thank." Jack bowed slightly. "But it has come to my attention that you may be having marital problems, and as thanks for my own rehabilitation, I wanted to recommend that you perhaps see Dr. Mysto yourself. He is an excellent therapist, and"—he smiled ruefully—"if he can cure me, perhaps he can help you, too."
The judge sat with his mouth agape. "Young man," he blustered, "my personal life is none of your business; how did you come across this information?"
Jack shrugged. "It's true, isn't it, Your Honor?" he asked. "You and the missus aren't seeing eye-to-eye, are you? It's perfectly normal for males and females to see things differently." He put his hands up conciliatorily. "I'm not here to pry or anything, and as you said, it is none of my business, but I figured that since you'd made such an impact on my life, perhaps I could make a suggestion that might impact yours. That's all, Your Honor."
With that, he smiled, bowed again, and turned and left.

His sensitive ears heard the judge asking his assistant for Dr. Mysto just before the door closed.

*************

"We got him," Mysto said that evening, grinning wickedly. "The appointment is scheduled for tomorrow."
"So what happens now?" Jack asked.

"Be sure you feed the slaves. I'm sorry, Jack, but you're the only one getting fed right now, so you'll have to nurse them yourself," Mysto said apologetically. "But we should have a suitable feeder soon."
"What do I do about water?" Jack asked. "They've been without today."
"Drink extra and then let them drink from the tap," Mysto suggested. "Let them learn that they'll only get any kind of life-sustenance from the tip of a cock.

Jack grinned and nodded.

The next day was tense for Jack. He did an extended workout to make up for the day before, but he had to admit, he was distracted. He pissed down both slaves' mouths and fed them. Number One was remarkably compliant; Jack didn't even have to worry about him biting him. His own slave, however, was more of a handful. Jack caught him trying to get his gag out and bound his hands behind his back. But still no word from Mysto. Feeling too distracted to do justice to tormenting the slaves, Jack went back up and began another workout.
"It will be time to start any minute," Mysto said as Jack was halfway through another set.

"You're back!" Jack said excitedly, hoisting the heavily laden bar back onto its rack.

"Yes, and it is nearly time," Mysto replied. "We must move quickly. I need you to come with me and then drive his car. It needs to go off a bridge here." He pointed to a map on his tablet. "We will pick you up afterwards."
Jack frowned. "Go off a bridge?"
"Yes," Mysto replied. "No questions for right now; I'll explain once we have him in custody."
Jack nodded. "Suit and tie?"
Mysto shrugged. "No sense standing on ceremony," he replied. "You might have a bit of a trek to get to us from dropping the car in the lake, so dress casually—and dark."
Jack nodded. "I'll get showered."
Mysto shook his head. "No time. Just dress as you are; there'll be time for showers later."
"All right," Jack replied. He toweled off and quickly donned some black sweat-clothes.

Mysto frowned and shook his head. "No, go naked," he said. "You're darker than those." 

Jack raised his eyebrows. "Naked? What if I'm seen?"
Mysto chuckled. "Just don't be seen, and there won't be any problems," he replied.

Jack swallowed and took the sweat-clothes off. "Yes, sir." I hope he knows what he's doing.
The two quickly got into Mysto's car, and Mysto drove them out to a remote spot. There was nobody around, and it was dark already. They sat idling with the lights off.

"He actually agreed to meet you here?" Jack asked dubiously.

Mysto chuckled. "He 'agreed' to many more things than that. When I hypnotized him, his instructions were to write a note to work stating that he was taking an extended leave of absence and a note to his wife telling her he was going to get help for their marriage. Then he was to drive out here and meet us. It will be days before anybody expects to see him again, and when they find his car in the lake, they'll assume he either had an accident or offed himself."
"But all the way out here?" Jack asked. "Why would he be out here in the first place?"
"The letter he wrote to his wife mentioned that he'd be heading east to a nature camp," Mysto replied, "that by becoming one with nature, he'd be able to help his marriage." The dragon scoffed. "These idiots will believe anything."
Their conversation was abruptly interrupted by lights on the road.
"Get out," Mysto said to Jack. "As soon as he leaves the car, take it and go. We'll follow."
"Yes, sir."
Jack got out the passenger side and hid behind the car, out of sight. Mysto flashed his lights, and the car came to a stop facing them. The driver door opened, and the bull stepped out and walked to the passenger door.

"In the back," Mysto told him. The bull grunted, closed the door, and got in the back, where he could sit in the middle and not have to crane his neck to keep his horns off the ceiling.

"You should take off your shirt," Mysto suggested as Jack turned the judge's car around and began high-tailing it towards the drop-in point. 

Looking in the rear-view mirror, Mysto could see the bull doing exactly as told. Perfect. It's all going according to plan.

A few miles later, the judge's car veered off the road and crashed into the lake. It was underwater in seconds, and then its headlights went out.

Mysto waited with his parking lights on a half-mile away. Ten minutes later, he began to worry whether Jack had made it out all right or not.

Abruptly the passenger door opened, and a soggy Jack slipped into the passenger seat.

"Going swimming?" Mysto asked wryly, concealing his relief.

"Technical difficulties getting out of the car," Jack replied.

"No matter," Mysto replied. "You're here now."
They drove back to Mysto's house, parked in the garage, and escorted the judge in.

"Take off your pants," Mysto told the judge, and he compliantly did as told.

"It'll be just this way, Your Honor," Jack grinned, leading him downstairs. "What do you think, Mysto? Let him sleep in the bunk or put him straight to work?"
Mysto chuckled. "I have shown him the path to his salvation through hypnosis," he replied. "Your job is to show him what damnation looks like. I'll leave that up to you."
"But Mysto, I don't know what you want for your army," Jack protested.

"Leave that to me," the dragon replied. "Like Jesus descended into Hell to negotiate with the Devil, so, too, shall I save my followers from your torments."
"How blasphemous," Jack said wryly.

"It works, though, doesn't it?" Mysto asked, grinning.

Jack snorted. "Yeah, I guess it does," he admitted with a chuckle.

They reached the bottom of the stairs, and Mysto stopped. "I will go no further for now," he said. "I leave him in your care. When you have him situated, snap your fingers, and he will come to. He'll be mad as hell, so make sure you've got him adequately restrained. Good luck!"
With that, Mysto disappeared back upstairs, leaving Jack frowning.

"What to do with you?" Jack asked the still-hypnotized bull. He figured the bull would have considerable strength, and his horns made him dangerous. Jack grinned wickedly. "We'll see about that," he said, looking the bull's horns over. "They wouldn't fit in the feeding stall anyway."
He led the bull out to the platform and chained him up, arms in the air, feet manacled to the floor. For good measure, he added extra chains around the bull's horns so that he couldn't move his head too quickly.

"Wakey, wakey, you sick fucker," Jack growled as he snapped his fingers.

The bull blinked and tried to turn his head. "Wh—what's happening?" he asked, immediately panicked.

"Karma," Jack said, standing behind the bull where he couldn't see him. "You took away the most important thing to me while you sat in your ivory tower. You claimed you were appalled." Jack snorted. "Well, you'll be particularly appalled by what I've become since then."
Jack stepped forward, naked, to where the judge could see him.

"What is the meaning of this?!" the bull cried. "Put some clothes on, and release me at once! Do you know who I am?"
"You might check your own clothes before you tell me to put some on," Jack said icily, gesturing towards the bull's own naked body. "How's that saying go, 'remove the plank from your own eye before pointing out the speck in someone else's?'" He laughed cruelly. "Well, Your Honor, my karma is about to run over your dogma, and you are about to get your comeuppance."
"My comeuppance? What do you mean?" the bull asked, fighting hard against the restraints.

"Oh, where to start?" Jack asked exasperatedly. "I'll tell you what, since you want to play dumb, I'm going to treat you like the stupid cow you are. I'm going to ask you to confess one of your sins, and every time you say, 'I don't know' when I know of at least one indiscretion you've committed and haven't confessed, I'm going to hit your balls—those big, lovely balls—with this cattle prod."
He ran current through the prod, and a nasty electric arc fired between the electrodes, hissing and crackling. "Ready?"
"I'll have you executed!" the bull cried. "You cannot do this! The police will come—"
"The police won't come looking for days, Your Honor; you told everybody you were going to seek therapy for your marriage."
Jack got right in his face and whispered, "and then your car drove off a bridge. It's a shame you were drinking and driving, Your Honor. The passenger seat was filled with open liquor bottles." He smirked. "No, Your Honor—or should I call you by your new name: Number Two?—the police will not arrive nearly in time for you to confess your sins. But don't worry; I am the judge, jury, and executioner here." He chuckled, thinking of what Mysto had said. "I'm your own personal Satan."
He turned and took a few steps for effect. "Now, let's begin. Tell me one thing that you did as a judge that harmed someone else."
"I never—" the judge began.

Jack jabbed the cattle prod into the bull's balls, eliciting a bellow so loud that it reverberated in the auditorium.

"I warned ya," Jack said with a wink as the bull's chest sagged. "Tell the truth, Number Two, and at least the interrogation will be easier." He snickered. "The punishment is going to suck whether you talk or not!"
"I—" the bull gasped. "I sent you to therapy." His breathing was very hard. "Is that what you wanted to hear?"
"Bingo!" Jack replied. "That's one. And for that, your sentence shall be…" he went over to a makeshift rack he'd set up on the platform and selected among the instruments. "Cat-of-nine-tails." He plucked the cruel device from the rack and turned to face the bull.

"Any words before I deliver your sentence?"
"The police will come. They will find you, and—"
"Boring!" Jack interrupted him. "Know what I didn't hear in all of that? An apology." He shook his head. "Such a pity; you took a bribe from a low-life like Laxus to ruin my life and then don't even have the courtesy to admit you were wrong. And you say I was bad!"
He wound up and cracked the tails across the bull's back, drawing blood. The bull's back arched as he bellowed out mournfully.

"Say you're sorry," Jack whispered in his ear. "It's good to be penitent; it's cathartic."
The bull said nothing.

"No? Okay."
He slashed the tails across the bull's back again, making bleeding X's in the bull's thick hide.

"Sorry, yet?" Jack asked. Still the bull said nothing.

"Tough customer," Jack said. "All right."
The cat-of-nine-tails flashed and slashed, hacking and cutting into the bull's back again and again. The bull screamed continuously at the onslaught.

Jack finished, sweating, and wiped his forehead with the back of his arm. The tails of the cat-of-nine-tails were streaked red.

"Sorry, yet?" Jack asked.

"Yes," the bull sobbed. "Yes, I'm sorry! Please, don't hit me again."
"Aww," Jack said, kneeling and looking into the bull's eyes. "I want to believe you," he said, pouting, "but I think you're just trying to save your own skin." 

He stood and coiled up to crack the tails over the bull again. The bull flinched and tensed.

"But since you asked nicely, I won't hit you again…for that crime," Jack said, patting the bull's face roughly.

"Now, your next sin: go."
"I—I…" the bull trailed off.

"What was that? I didn't catch a confession in there," Jack prodded.

"I—" the bull stuttered.

Jack shook his head. "Cat got your tongue?" He laughed. "No, cat's got your back—all over. I would not want to be you when I chain you to your bed tonight!" He cocked his head. "No, I need a confession in the next three seconds, or I'm going to have to apply shock therapy to your balls again."
"No!" the bull cried.

"Oh, so you can talk!" Jack said. "Two seconds."
"I—I—" the bull began to hyperventilate and sweat beaded on his forehead.

"One second."
"I—"
The cattle prod came down on the bull's balls, and the bull sagged against his restraints, vomiting onto the floor.
"Wow, that must really smart," Jack said coolly. "Any confessions, or are you still too dumb to speak?"
"I—" the bull panted. "I—"
"All right, I get it; you, you, you! Give me something else! If you say 'I' one more time, I'm gonna prod you again just for the irritation of it!" Jack cried in exasperation.

"I reduced sentences for sex offenders," the bull finally managed.

"All right! Now we're getting somewhere! How many?"
The bull panted, exhausted from pain. "I—don't know," he said. "Fifty, a hundred."
"By my counts, it was three hundred and twenty-four," Jack said. "Let's not underestimate, shall we? Your sentence for that is mostly symbolic, but of course it will hurt." Jack grabbed a saw and advanced on the bull. "You swore to use your horns to protect the innocent and punish the guilty, but instead you have done the opposite. You do not deserve these horns, and I will now relieve you of them."
"No! Not my horns!" the bull cried, trying to thrash, but the chains held his head still enough for Jack to get started.

Only two or three strokes of the saw in, and Number Two began bleeding.

"No! No! NNN—MOOOOOOO!" the bull cried. And still Jack sawed, covering himself and the bull in blood.

The hacking and sawing continued for what seemed like ages, the bull's lowing protest rising in pitch by the second, until at last with a crack, the bull's left horn hung in the air, suspended by the chain that held it. Jack ran a torch over the cut-off nub to cauterize it, eliciting yet another bellow of pain from the bull.

Jack had to admit, he felt nauseous. The bull was terrible, and he knew that as much blood as the bull lost, it wasn't life-threatening but still, despite Mysto's training, his cruelty still had limits. Yet as he thought about how callously the bull had allowed Ebony to be taken, how Number Two himself had signed the restraining order preventing the two from being together, Jack suddenly didn't feel so bad anymore.

"One down, one to go," he growled.

"No," Number Two whimpered. "Please, no…"
"Should have thought of that before you started letting the guilty go free and punishing the innocent!" Jack roared. "You made me cruel, now suffer the consequences!"
The bull moaned in pain for what seemed like an hour, but at last, his right horn, too, came off with a crack, and the dehorned bull sagged against his restraints; he had passed out.

Jack sighed heavily and shuddered, swallowing to keep down his nausea. Then he hoisted the bull down and dragged him to the feeding pen, hooked him up, tossed some hay in the feeder and filled his water tube, and left him there to wake on his own.

After all that, Jack needed a shower. He rinsed off in the communal shower—why not, he figured—and then went upstairs.
His face said it all, and Mysto sighed.

"It got to you, didn't it?" the dragon said knowingly. Jack nodded.

"What do you need?" Mysto asked.

"A reminder," Jack replied. "I know you said you wouldn't go back to the dungeon, but…"
Mysto nodded. "It's hard at first," he said, standing, "but it gets easier. Just let the righteous fury take hold of you and use its strength."
The two went down the stairs, and Jack retrieved the cat-of-nine-tails, still dripping with the bull's blood.

"Geez, Jack!" Mysto gasped, looking at the horse, aghast.

Jack nodded. "The hardest part was cutting his horns off, though."
Mysto shook his head. " If you had the resolve to persevere through that, you don't need a reminder," he said. "You need a hug."
Tears welled up in Jack's eyes. He felt he should be punished for his failure to let reason control his emotions, but here was his mentor—again—showing him mercy when he didn't deserve it. He accepted the hug and buried his face in Mysto's shoulder, crying softly.

"Dante says that Satan was himself tortured in Hell," Mysto mused, stroking Jack's shoulders. "It seems that you, too, are to feel some effects of the torture you inflict."
The horse nodded and wiped his eyes. "Mysto, can I—can we…do what we did the other day?" he asked. "I need some relief from cruelty."
Mysto shook his head. "I'm sorry, Jack, but this is a time of transition for all of you—all of us—and we cannot go around using crutches to lessen the blow." He put his hand on Jack's shoulder. "No, you must go back to your slave and seek what comfort from him you can." He shrugged. "Nothing says everything you do to him must be terrible; he is your slave to do whatever with you want. If you need loving sex, make love to him. That's what he's there for. Your greatest source of sadness must become your greatest source of relief."
Jack swallowed and nodded, disappointed, but his mentor was—as always—right. Jack thanked him, and Mysto went back upstairs.

Jack's hooves clopped on the floor as he went back to his alcove. He glanced in on the way and saw Number One staring at him in terror from his bunk.
"Do not cross me," Jack warned as he continued past.

He made it to the platform and sighed; there was blood everywhere. He shook his head. "Not tonight," he said and continued walking, leaving the blood to seep into the stone as a permanent warning to all who entered.

"Come, slave," Jack said, turning on the light. Laxus curled up into a ball at the far corner of his cell, shivering in terror.

Jack sighed. "Come, slave," he ordered, pointing. "I have had a rough night, and unless you want me to unleash my wrath on you, I'd suggest you get your ass over here!"
The white horse could barely walk, he was shaking so badly. He'd heard Number Two's cries of agony and knew Jack was in a terrible mood.

"Bend over and put your ass against this door," Jack ordered.

Laxus closed his eyes and tried to steady his breathing as he did as told.

Jack opened the little door and felt the smaller stud's ass presented for him. The black horse's eyes half-closed in pleasure as he pressed gently into his slave.

Laxus gasped and moaned in surprise and pleasure as Jack's cock gently rubbed his prostate. Ever since he'd arrived, he'd received nothing but pain and misery from his captor, but this was different. It felt even…good. He relaxed and let himself be taken by the bigger horse. He could feel his cock throbbing in the cage, fully erect but not touching the end.
The white horse's eyes bulged as Jack's hand reached around and grazed the tip of his prick. He immediately shot all over the cage, and his ass clamped down on Jack's, setting the bigger horse off inside of him. Jack rested a moment and then pulled out unceremoniously and closed the door. Laxus curled up in his cell feeling bewildered as Jack turned off the lights and went to sleep.

Jack awoke feeling better. Frankly, he was curious to see how Number Two would respond to being milked. Too, a gnawing sense of responsibility had been eating at his mind the last couple of days, but without a good way to feed Number One and his slave, he'd kind of stuck it on the back burner. He was, therefore, excited to try out the new feeder, and he rolled out of bed with a bit more pep in his step than usual.

"Up, slave," he said.
Laxus blinked sleepily. His mind had been full the night before, and even by the standards of being a full-time sex slave sleeping in a cold cell with water dripping from the ceiling, he hadn't slept well.
"Put your feet up here," Jack said, gesturing to the space right next to the door. "And if you kick me, I'll let you starve."
He knelt down and opened the door right next to the ground, reached in and shackled his slave's ankles together with a short chain, and then closed the door. "Turn around, and back your wrists up to the door," he said, gesturing.

The white horse frowned curiously but did as told. Jack handcuffed his wrists behind him and opened the door, spinning the horse back around. He frowned. "Oh, that," he said, shaking his head. 

He reached up and unlocked the clips holding the mouth cage in place. Laxus winced as he pulled the cage out; the smaller horse had developed sores at the corners of his mouth where he couldn't close it.

"Hmm," Jack mused, pulling his slave out of the cage by the shoulder. "Walk forward," he said.

Laxus began hobbling forward, severely limited by the shackles. It took forever just to make it out of the alcove.

As soon as he saw the platform—and its fresh coat of blood from the night before—he panicked and began trying to turn around. "No, no!" he cried hoarsely.

Jack grabbed him by the back of the neck and squeezed to keep him pointed forward. "March forward," he said. "Do not make me repeat myself again."
When Laxus hesitated, Jack kneed him hard in the back. With his legs and hands shackled, the horse couldn't catch his balance or stop his fall, and he landed on his face. Jack hauled him up, and his face bled.

"Why are you so cruel to me?" he cried.

"You took the one I loved the most," Jack replied, "and with that, you took the last of my decency. Count yourself lucky I'm letting you walk instead of having you dragged by your testicles." He stood the horse up and pointed him the right way again. "March!" he ordered.

Laxus trembled, his legs wobbling more and more the closer they got to the platform. He could see the bull's horns still hanging from the chains and caked with drying blood, like terrifying, ghoulish specters. He saw the table of implements Jack had set up, the cat-of-nine-tails back in its place, now dyed red with blood stains. He saw the cattle prod.
"No! Please!" he begged, turning around and prostrating himself before Jack. "Please! Please don't hurt me!"
"Up," Jack replied, his jaw set firmly.

"Please!" the white horse begged. In his terror, he lost control of his bladder and urinated on the platform.

A grin crept across Jack's face. "Ohh, I like that!" he said, hauling the white horse up by the neck and once again spinning him around and pointing him the right way. "MARCH!" he ordered.

The intensity of the black horse's voice spooked the white horse, and he began his forward march once again. They reached the platform, and the white horse stopped, looking beaten.

"Keep going!" Jack barked, grabbing the cattle prod and zapping the horse in the butt. "Geez, you're terrible with directions!"
The white horse jumped and yelped and blindly began waddling forward. Once the initial shock wore off, he blinked, bewildered, and as he reached the other side of the platform, he breathed a sigh of relief. Jack smirked behind him; he knew exactly what the white horse thought, and it pleased him to be able to torment him without even having to lay a finger on him.

"Stop," Jack ordered when they reached the mess hall. "On your knees."
Laxus had a difficult time getting to his knees with his legs bound so closely together, but after some doing, he figured it out. Jack attached a chain between the handcuffs and the shackles. "Stay put," he ordered, and then he strode off to deal with Number One.

"On your feet," Jack ordered. The fox looked at him hungrily. "I know, I know," Jack said, a hint of apology in his voice. "Let's go get breakfast." 

He shackled and handcuffed the fox and then let the chain go that secured him to the bed. Hoisting him up, he set the fox on a course for the mess hall, too.

At last, the two slaves waited at the mess hall together.

"Number One, Cunt. Cunt, Number One," Jack introduced them, releasing the chain that kept his slave on his knees and hauling him to his feet.
"Now, mealtime is simple," Jack said, standing in front of them. "You come to this straw, and you suck it until it gives you a mouthful. Then you hobble your way over to the end of the line. You'll keep doing this until you're full. Do not attempt to take more than one turn, or you'll find yourself feeding the others!"
"Feeding?" Number One asked nervously.

"Oh, yes," Jack replied, a sadistic sneer on his face, "Gentlemen," he said, opening the door to the feed stall, "I present to you your feeder, Number Two."
Number One and Cunt gasped and recoiled. Number Two's head was covered in dried blood, and his eyes were puffy from crying all night.

"Number Two, get ready," Jack said with a cruel smile. "I hope you've been eating your hay and drinking up; these two haven't eaten in two days."
"You're not gonna kill him?!" Number One cried.

Jack chuckled. "Of course not," he growled, facing the bull. "Death is fleeting; his punishment needs to last longer." He turned and clapped his hands together. "Now, who's hungry?"
The two slaves looked uneasily at each other.

"Come now, don't be shy!" Jack taunted. "Number One," he said, beckoning. "Cunt here has had a bit of my cum to eat, but you've been down here with nothing." He tilted his head towards the feeding tube. "Get this started."
Number One shook his head hesitantly, looking nervously at the bull in the feed stall. 

Jack cocked his head. "Are you disobeying me?" he asked.

Number One's eyes darted from Jack to the bull and back again.

Jack shrugged. "All right," he said. "If you don't want to eat, maybe we'll let you go a few more days without food and see how you feel then." He turned to his slave. "How about you?" he asked. "I know I haven't fed you much cum; you must be hungry."
As if in response, Laxus's stomach growled, and the white horse blushed and bit his lip in embarrassment.

Jack raised his eyebrows and grinned. "We have a winner!" he chuckled, picking his slave up by the shoulders and putting him right next to the straw.

"Now," he said, addressing them both, "before you take your first meal of the day, let us give thanks. Bow your heads, everyone."
Laxus obediently bowed, but Number One hesitated.

"I said, BOW!" Jack bellowed, his hand flashing out to force the fox's head down to his chest. He let the fox's head go, and the fox kept it there.

"Now," Jack said, smiling faintly and standing between them, "Praise be to Mysto, who in his grace has given you this feeder to nourish you!" He held his hands up as if addressing some kind of holy being. He looked out over his tiny congregation. "And when I say that, you say, 'Praise be to Mysto.'"
The slaves were silent.

Jack reached down between both their legs, grasped their balls, and began squeezing.

"I can't hear your praise of your provider," Jack growled.

The slaves began to whimper, and Jack squeezed harder.

"Praise be to Mysto," the horse prompted again.

"Praise be to Mysto!" the slaves chorused.

Jack released their balls and shook his head. "Was that really so difficult?" he asked. "Before you take each draw from the straw, you say those words. Every time," he emphasized. He gestured to Laxus. "Cunt, demonstrate."
The white horse looked apologetically at Number Two and murmured, "Praise be to Mysto." He brought his lips to the straw and began to suck.

Number Two began shuddering and gasping, and the white horse recoiled in a panic. Jack forced his lips back over the straw. "Number Two is working very hard to give you your meal," he snarled. "Don't you dare waste it!"
With a groan, Number Two's enormous balls contracted, and Laxus suddenly coughed as the bull's semen shot down his throat. Number Two panted and looked relieved.

"Very good, Cunt," Jack said, patting his slave's ass. "Now move along to the back of the line."
The white horse frowned in confusion; he was the only one in line. Jack gave Number One an expectant look. "Well?" he asked.

The fox's stomach growled, too, and he sighed. "If that's all it is…" he said. He trudged his way over and put his lips on the straw.

"Uh! Tut!" Jack barked. "Forgetting something?"
"Oh, uh, praise be to Mysto," the fox said nervously. He glanced at Number Two, and sucked on the straw.

With another groan and a shudder, Number Two shot out another bolus of semen for Number One.

"Very good," Jack said, patting Number One's ass, too. "Back of the line."
"Praise be to Mysto," Laxus breathed, sucking in another load from Number Two.

"Praise be to Mysto," Number One said, following soon after.

Number Two's groaning became louder, and the pitch of his voice grew higher as the continued drain on his cock made his massive balls ache. But with just those two tiny mouthfuls of cum, the slaves were now even hungrier than they had been before. At first they watched Number Two as they sucked his essence from him, but as his cries grew shriller and shriller, they squeezed their eyes closed, uttered praise to Mysto, and sucked desperately for sustenance.

When at last they finished, Jack slammed the door to the feed room closed and held his finger up. "I want you both to remember the sacrifice that your feeder makes to feed you all. Unless you want to be next, I suggest you do exactly as you're told—when you're told—without hesitation. Do I make myself clear? Say, 'Yes, Master!'"
"Yes, Master!" the slaves chorused.

"Good. The better you behave, the better life will be for you," Jack told them. "Do as I say, and your treatment will only consist of occasional punishments for my amusement." His face flashed with anger. "Step out of line, and I will rip you a new asshole and fuck you in it! Now get back to your quarters and wait for me to chain you up!"
The slaves quickly began hobbling their respective directions. Jack watched them go, nodding to himself. Not bad for their first day all together.
With much less distance to go, Number One made it to his bunk first. Jack chained his leg to the bed and then released his other chains.
"Bend over," he told the slave. 

The fox paled.

"Don't disobey me," Jack warned.

Number One put his hands on the hard metal bed and leaned over. Jack quickly fucked him and left him there with his ass gaping, drooling horse cum.

"Good boy," the horse said, roughly patting the fox's head. He turned to leave.

"What was that for?" the fox whined.

Jack turned and smiled. "Because this is Hell, I am the Devil, and I do with you what I please, when I please, for whatever reason I please, and it pleased me to use your tight vulpine ass just now. The sooner you accept your fate as my plaything, the sooner you adapt, the sooner you will be of greater use to me and to Mysto, your savior."
"Mysto's running this whole thing! How can he possibly be my savior?!" Number One asked incredulously.

Jack stepped forward, grabbed the fox by the balls, and pulled him to the ground by them. "Because only he can save you from me," he growled.

Grabbing a chain no more than three inches long, he fastened one end to the chain that held the fox's ankle captive and the other he attached to a cuff around the fox's balls. He locked both ends with a padlock. The fox groaned in pain as his leg tried to pull itself away, putting tension on his balls that made them ache.

"You can spend the rest of the day like that," Jack said grimly, "while you contemplate just how great Mysto's deliverance of you from this place will be."
He left the fox on the floor; let him figure out how to get into bed with one leg tied to his balls.

The horse then caught up with his slave, who had made it across the platform and was still hobbling his way back to his cell.

"I'm bored," Jack said, picking him up and carrying him under his arm the rest of the way. 

He put him down just outside his cell and sat on the bed, looking thoughtfully at him.
Laxus's eyes darted from Jack to his cell. Did the horse want him to go in on his own? The look on the bigger horse's face looked like he was trying to figure out what to do with him.

The white horse got an idea, and he quickly dropped to his knees.

"Master?" he asked plaintively, bowing his head.

Jack frowned and cocked his head. "What is it, Cunt?" he asked.

The white horse swallowed nervously. "M—Master, if it pleases you, your slave—your worthless cunt—would like to pleasure you."
Jack sat back and regarded his slave with a combination of curiosity, distrust, and a hint of admiration at the white horse's audacity. "And why, pray tell, would you want to do that?" he asked suspiciously.

"Your voice carries, Master," Laxus replied. "Your slave heard what you said to Number One, that the sooner we accept our place, the sooner we'll be of greater use. Your slave wants to be of use, Master." The white horse's eyes searched Jack's face for approval.

"You just want me not to torment you today," the black horse replied, shaking his head. "No, you have not earned the privilege to pleasure me whenever you choose. Your suffering will remain my pleasure. He stood and pointed to the ground. "And right now, I desire for you to suffer. On your hands and knees, slave. Perhaps if you do everything I tell you and eagerly receive the misery I mete to you, perhaps you may someday earn my trust."
Laxus's expression changed from supplicating to furious as he got down on his hands and knees on the hard stone floor. "You won't get away with this!" he snarled.

"Hold that thought," Jack said as he punched his fist into the horse's ass.

Laxus's back arched, his eyes bulged, and his mouth twisted in agony. Jack yanked his arm out and punched him again. Tears formed in the horse's eyes, but no sound could come out. Again and again, Jack punched the horse's ass until it was too loose to resist anymore and it gaped wide enough for Jack's fist to go in unhindered.

The black horse sat back on the bed next to Laxus's head, his elbows resting on his knees. "You were saying?" he asked.

Laxus couldn't say anything; he fell over, passed out from pain.

Jack shook his head. "I have got to read him better," he muttered, tossing the slave into his cell, locking the door, and turning up the flow of the dripping water. 
Ugh, after all this, I need to work out! Jack mused. He walked quickly through his dungeon—and he truly saw it as his dungeon now—glanced at Number One, still writhing on the floor, and trotted up the stairs.
"Long morning?" Mysto asked, looking up from his coffee.

"Had to feed the slaves," Jack replied, sitting down to his usual breakfast of orange juice, eggs, and oats.

"How are they doing?" the dragon asked, putting down his tablet.

"They're adjusting," Jack replied. "The cunt thought he could outsmart me with flattery, and Number One hasn't quite grasped the concept of your nearly-divine benevolence, yet."
Mysto chuckled. "They'll learn—with you as their teacher, I'm sure they'll learn quickly!" He frowned. "How is Number Two?"
Jack gave an icy smile. "He got to suffer his first meal of the day," he said. "The others took some coaxing, but their growling stomachs finally won out over their concern for their fellow slaves. Soon I'll have them all pitted against each other with only you to look to for any kind of reprieve from their misery."
The horse swallowed the last of his oats. "If you'll excuse me, sir, after a morning like this one, I need to work out and clear my head."
"Be strong," Mysto replied, picking up his tablet as the horse left.

Twenty-eight, twenty-nine, thirty! Jack nickered in satisfaction and put the bar back down on the rack.
"A thousand?!"
Jack's head snapped over to see Mysto in the doorway. He stood quickly. "Oh, hi, sir," he said, frowning. "Is something wrong?"
The dragon's nostrils flared, catching the scent of Jack's sweat. He shook his head.

"No, Jack, nothing at all." 
Jack recognized that voice.

Mysto moved up close to him and ran his claw over the horse's naked chest. "Well, maybe one thing," he said, reconsidering.

"What's the matter?" Jack asked. "Am I to be punished?"
"Of course not!" Mysto laughed. "While most of the time I think I might not have broken you down enough, it's times like this that make me think maybe I broke you down too much!" He shook his head and pressed in close to the horse, reaching down to grasp his virile balls. "No, the only thing wrong is that you're keeping that sweat and your cock all to yourself. Your slaves get more of it than I do!"
"I thought you didn't like the smell of my sweat?" the horse asked, frowning. "You told me to wash the stink of my mediocrity off."
Mysto laughed. "Jack," he said, putting his hands on the horse's shoulders, "look at yourself! There is nothing mediocre about you now!" He inhaled deeply, his eyes half-closing. "No, now all I smell is the musk of a winner." He lay on his back across the bench. "Take me, Jack."
"Mysto," Jack said hesitantly, "wouldn't it be more appropriate for you to fuck me? It seems terribly out-of-line for me to fuck my superior."
The dragon looked up and shook his head. "It's not about superior or inferior, Jack," he said. "It's about control. I know it makes you uncomfortable to fuck me. That's half the fun," he said with a grin. "But it feels good to me to be taken by such a strong, masculine stud, especially when I am the reason for your being strong and masculine." His eyes narrowed, and he stroked his chin. "In fact," he said, "I am going to pull rank on you and give you an order that you're not going to like."
Jack swallowed nervously.

Mysto gave a wicked grin. "You're going to order your cunt to fuck you," he said, "until you cum."
Jack's jaw dropped.

"And you're going to do it with everybody watching," Mysto added, his grin getting broader. "You're going to have him fuck you on the platform while Numbers One and Two watch."
Jack's face registered nausea.

"There's a lesson here, Jack," Mysto told him, raising an eyebrow. "If you don't want to lose control of your dungeon, you must take control and remain in control the entire time he's fucking you. Don't act like some pussy getting fucked. Do I act like a pussy when you fuck me? Fuck no! Feel free to take notes," the dragon chuckled. "Now, I said, 'fuck me'!"
The horse had trouble getting hard, thinking about what he had to do, but Mysto's forceful order and Jack's admiration of him helped overcome the horse's difficulties. He lined himself up with Mysto's vent and pressed against his mentor. He sighed and leaned forward, poking himself into the dragon. Mysto sighed in pleasure and rocked his hips forward.
Jack began to stroke in and out of the dragon.

"Slow down," Mysto said, his voice firm but hinting at titillation. "This is about me, not you."
Jack exhaled slowly and inched out of his mentor, paused, and then began inching his way back in.

"Good, stud," Mysto said, his eyes closed as he savored the feeling of the horse's cock inside of him. "Now service my cock while you continue."
The horse leaned forward and nuzzled Mysto's crotch. His breath on the dragon's sex quickly coaxed it out, and Jack quickly sealed his lips over it to let it grow into his mouth. He could taste his master's musk as his cock inched into him, and it made his mouth water, lubricating itself for his master's pleasure.

"Such a good mouth," Mysto breathed. "Now work my prostate while you suck me off."
Jack angled his hips to point his cock at his mentor's prostate and slowly stroked forward, pressing against the walnut-shaped lump in his master's ass.

Mysto sighed in pleasure, his back arching and his legs spreading reflexively. "Yes, Jack, yes."
Encouraged by his master's pleased sounds, Jack began to stroke faster.

"Slowly, Jack," Mysto said, cracking one of his red eyes open. A faint smile crossed his lips. "You're forbidden to cum."
Jack opened his mouth to protest but sighed and closed it. He of all furs knew that it was not his place to question his master's wishes. Sucking the dragon's cock even harder, he slowed down to better please his mentor.

"That's right, Jack," Mysto breathed. "You may be Master down below, but up here, I'm God."
The horse smirked. "You are down there, too, Mysto," he replied around the dragon's cock.

Mysto opened his eyes. "Oh?" he asked.

"I have them saying, 'Praise be to Mysto' before they can eat," Jack grinned, stroking forward to deliberately and sensuously rub Mysto's prostate.

The dragon groaned and shuddered in pleasure. "To borrow your words," he sighed, "'how blasphemous.'"
Jack chuckled and pulled back to pleasure his master some more. "Yeah, well, maybe I liked the idea of you getting all Biblical."
The thought sent Mysto over the edge, and he groaned, flooding Jack's mouth with his cum. Jack drank it down greedily but winced as the dragon's ass clamped hard around his cock, threatening to send him over the edge any second.

Mysto finished and sighed contentedly. "You may pull out now," he said.

Jack's eyes crossed slightly as he pulled out of the tight hole, his cock throbbing with frustrated desire.

"That's a good look for you," Mysto teased, reaching up.

Jack held his hand out and helped Mysto to his feet.
"Go get fucked," Mysto said with a wink.

Jack's cock immediately shrank.

"It's not so bad," Mysto chuckled. "It'll be a good learning experience for you."
Jack nodded and went back downstairs, glancing at the time before he descended—Mysto had reinstalled his clocks once Jack was trained—it was about time to feed the slaves again anyway.

He went to the bunk room and released the chain attaching Number One to the bed, but he left the other chain in place. "Stay here until I whistle one time," Jack ordered, "Then go to the mess hall. Understand?"
"Yes, Master," Number One whimpered.

"Good." 

Jack released the short chain, and the fox's leg shot away from his body as he clutched his aching balls. Jack frowned, then went back to the dungeon to grab a smaller cock cage. This he quickly fastened to the fox, who looked up at him in protest.

"What, you think you deserve to get off?" Jack scoffed. He shook his head. "No, you'll get off when I fucking tell you to get off. Stay put."
He strode across the platform and then stopped, remembering what he was about to have to do. He untied the bull's horns and let them fall down into the pit between the platform and the audience. There was a quiet crack of horns splintering into pieces many feet below. Satisfied, he nodded and strode to his alcove, grabbing something off the table as he went.

"Up, slave," he ordered, opening the door and pointing to the floor at his feet.

The white horse groaned and crawled out of the cell.

"Since you're so trustworthy these days," Jack muttered, "let's make sure you don't go anywhere fast."
He seized Laxus's balls, pulled them backwards between his legs and through a loop of rope that he tied tightly to the horse's tail. The result made Laxus stay doubled over and walk on all fours; standing up would tighten the noose around his balls and cut off the circulation to them completely.
"Stay here until I whistle one time," Jack ordered, and then strode off to the platform. 

Jack picked up a whistle off the table and blew it hard, emitting a long, shrill whistle.

Number One appeared first, unhindered and walking mostly naturally towards the mess hall. Laxus, on the other hand, took much longer, crawling painfully on his hands and knees across the rough, hard floor.

"Wait for everybody to arrive and for us to say grace," Jack barked at Number One. 

The pittance of cum the fox had had that morning had not lasted. He was dreading hurting Number Two, and he desperately just wanted to get it over with. The gnawing pain of hunger combined with the gnawing pain of nerves, and it made him impatient. He tried to be compassionate toward Cunt—what a terrible name!—but he found it hard to be compassionate to others when he himself was suffering. 

At long last, Laxus arrived at the mess hall.

"Finally!" Number One muttered.

"Hey, I don't see your balls tied to your tail!" Laxus protested, scoffing.

Perfect, Jack thought with a satisfied smile as he stepped over to the dispenser.
"Bow your heads," Jack said, eyeing them both. "From now on, I expect you to do it on your own; if I have to tell you, it will be with pain."
The two slaves quickly bowed their heads.

"Praise be to Mysto, who in his grace has given you this feeder to nourish you!" Jack said, holding his hands up.

"Praise be to Mysto," the slaves chorused half-heartedly.

Better than nothing, Jack mused. "Dig in," he said, standing aside.

Number One quickly brought his face to the tube. "Praise be to Mysto," he said, mouthed, "I'm sorry, Number Two," and began sucking.

A muffled grunt came from behind the door to the feed stall, and Number One's head jerked back as he swallowed his first bite. He stepped aside to give Cunt a turn.

The white horse crawled his way up to the tube but was far too low for it. Jack grinned evilly as the horse winced in pain and walked his hands up the back wall of the dispenser, painfully bringing his lips to the tube and sucking. 

As soon as the cum hit his lips, Jack picked him up by the wrists, stretching his body out straight.

"Ahh!" the white horse screamed as his balls were pulled back forcefully.

"Ungrateful wretch!" Jack roared, throwing him to the ground, where he quickly rolled into the fetal position to relieve the intense pain on his balls. "How dare you take sustenance without giving thanks for it?!" 

He stormed off to his alcove, grabbed the mouth cage, and stormed back.

"Let this teach you to be grateful!" He pinched Laxus's cheeks, forcing his mouth open, and shoved the cage down his throat, locking it in place. Then he shoved his cock into the hapless horse's mouth and pissed until he could piss no more, holding the horse's head up to make him swallow it.
"Number One, get over here!" he roared.

The fox trembled but came over quickly.

"Put your dick in his mouth," the horse ordered, shoving Laxus down so the fox could mount his face.

"Now piss in his mouth," Jack commanded.

"N—I—I don't need to," the fox stammered.

Jack picked up the cattle prod and brandished it at the fox. "You sure you don't need to?" he growled, advancing. "I will shock the ever-loving piss out of you if you're lying to me."
And it was a lie; the fox had been holding it for two days, desperately trying not to piss in his bed. Truthfully, his bladder ached with under-hydrated piss. He felt the Cunt sobbing under him, but his warm mouth was so much better than pissing the bed…

Jack pressed the button on the cattle prod, and its electrodes snapped and crackled. The fear alone was enough to make the fox lose control. It started as a trickle, but once he broke the seal, he lost all control and flooded the horse's mouth with the most vile-tasting piss. Jack quickly picked the fox's butt and Laxus's mouth up to make sure the horse had to swallow it all.

When he finally finished, Number One sagged onto Cunt's back.
"You lied to me," Jack said. 

Before the fox could react, he drove the electrodes into the fox's balls, eliciting a yelp and a howl of pain.

"Do not fucking lie to me!" Jack said icily. "Lunchtime is over," he said, throwing open the door to the feed stall.

"Number Two," he barked, "and Number One," he added over his shoulder, "when I whistle twice, both of you get your asses out to the auditorium. Cunt, you get to the platform and wait for me."
He pulled the tube off Number Two's prick and the electrode out of his ass and released his manacles.

As soon as his hands and feet were free, the bull tried to charge, but Jack grabbed him by the neck and flipped him over onto his back.

"Congratulations," the horse sneered, "you've just earned yourself extra punishment…as soon as I'm done." 

The bull closed his eyes and sighed, beaten. Jack whistled twice, and the slaves got to their places as quickly as they could.

Jack strode out to the platform and quickly chained Laxus's hands above his head. He addressed the audience. "Cunt here said earlier that he wanted to pleasure me, but when I told him to wait, he snarled and acted all manner of disrespectful." His voice turned cold. "I ask you, is that acceptable?"
Numbers One and Two exchanged glances and shook their heads. While they wanted to support the white horse, they feared the black horse's retribution for misbehavior.

"That's right!" Jack bellowed. "Let's get some boos out there!"
"Boo," Number One said flatly.

"Is that the best you can do?" Jack snarled, picking up the cat-of-nine-tails and advancing to the edge of the platform.

Number Two shook with fear at seeing the dreaded instrument. "Noo—moo—I mean, boo!" he cried.

Jack smiled wickedly. "Better," he said," thumping the cat against his palm, "but you can do better." He stepped over the pit and into the audience, brandishing the cat.

Now both slaves were on their feet, booing for all they were worth.

"That's better," Jack growled, returning to the platform and putting the cat back on the table. He turned to face Laxus from the side, his profile to the audience. "Well now's your chance," he said loudly enough for everyone to hear. 

He forced a twisted smile. "You're going to fuck me until I cum," he said, careful not to let his voice waver.

All the slaves' jaws dropped.

"Huh, wh—what?" Laxus asked, disbelieving.

"Yes," Jack said, "I'm going to ride your dick until I cum."
A sadistic smile slowly crept across Laxus's face. "Big, bad Master needs some horsey cock, is that it?" he asked—what was Jack gonna do? Hurt him some more?—"Gonna take it like Ebony should have, huh?" The very idea of it got him hard.

Now Jack's forced smile became genuine; he'd just had an idea. "Yes," he said, grinning ear-to-ear. Laxus's grin faltered: he knew that look.
Before the white stud's cock could shrink, Jack had a rope tied tightly around it to keep it hard.

"We'll just let that stay like that while I go get something," the horse grinned. He glared at the audience. "Everybody stay put."
He disappeared into the dungeon and returned promptly with a thick, blue rubber sheath. This he pulled over Laxus's caged cock and then ran his fingers over the smooth surface.

"Can you feel that?" Jack asked.

"What?" Laxus asked.

"Exactly," Jack grinned. Laxus frowned. Suddenly the realization hit him, and he groaned.

"Yes," Jack chuckled gleefully, "You're going to fuck me just the way I tell you, and you're not going to feel a damn thing! I am going to use your body to do the only thing you ever cared about—I will wear you out—but you're not going to get the tiniest hint of stimulation from it. Such a fitting punishment for such an ungrateful slave!" Jack shook his head. "By the time I'm done with you and finally let your cock out of here, you'll be grateful just to feel the air on your caged cock again!"
With that, he threw the white horse's gloved cock to the ground and picked up an electrode from the table with a remote control. Laxus winced as Jack shoved it up his ass and locked it in place.

I hate bottoming for anyone but Mysto, but I have to admit, this is kinda hot, Jack thought to himself as he grabbed a bottle from the table and generously lubed his asshole.

"Now," he said to Laxus, "You do exactly as I tell you, or I will press this button, and you will learn a new definition of pain and suffering when that electrode shocks the shit out of you!"
Laxus grunted in frustration; he had been looking forward to shoving himself up the cocky and overbearing horse's ass, but he knew Jack wasn't one to threaten idly.
But as the black horse's tail listed out of the way in front of him and he gave the order to fuck him, Laxus couldn't resist the temptation. He reared back and shoved forward as hard as he could.

Jack took a step forward and pressed the button. Laxus's entire body writhed in indescribable pain. He felt like his teeth would pop from his mouth, his muscles would break his bones, and his cock would explode into a million pieces. The shock lasted only a second, but he was so terrified afterwards that he dared not step out of line again.

Again Jack presented his ass, and this time, Laxus gently poked his gloved cock into his tormentor, his enemy. And when commanded to do so, he began docilely using his own cock—his cock—to pleasure his master while he himself received not even the faintest hint of stimulation; the sheath was so thick, he couldn't even feel pressure from the horse's ass on him. He hesitantly looked out at the other slaves and realized with burning shame that he had been objectified to nothing more than a living dildo, just as Jack had said he would be. Yet he dared not disobey. His legs began to burn. His arms hurt from being held above him for so long—how long had it been?—and yet Jack still had not cum and still ordered him to keep going.
"And you claimed you could do better than I could," Jack spat, stepping forward and pulling himself off the horse's sheathed cock. "You don't know the first thing about pleasuring anyone! I pleasured you better last night!" He scoffed. "But with such a tiny prick as you have, who can really blame you?"
Laxus started to object, but Jack quickly held his own cock against his sheathed cock to remind him just how terribly inadequate he was.
"You're pathetic as a lover and pathetic as a slave," Jack snarled. "The only thing you will ever be good for is taking my piss and my cum. But for now," he grumbled, "you'll have to do." 

He reached up and released the white horse's hands from the chains above, and Laxus fell to the ground. Jack quickly followed, driving his ass down around the sheathed cock and quickly doing squats to rub his ass around it, driving it against his prostate.
Ugh, this is the least-satisfying sex I've ever had! Jack sighed and played with himself until he finally got off, shooting across the room to hit Number One in the chest.

"That's a freebie," Jack called, standing up and slurping the cock out of his ass. Finally!
"Get back to your cells," he snapped at Numbers One and Two before forcibly pulling the sheath off of Laxus and tossing it aside.

While the fox practically tripped over himself getting back to his bunk, the bull remained where he was. Having just had bad sex and put it on display for the slaves, Jack was in no mood for the bull's sullenness. He picked him up and carried him to the feed stall, locked him in, shoved the probe up his ass and the tube on his dick, and slammed the door.

"Number One," he bellowed, "Get in here!"
The fox came running in.

"Suck that fifty times," Jack ordered. "And praise Mysto for each one!"
Number One's jaw dropped.

"Now!" Jack barked.

"Praise be to Mysto!" the fox quickly said and sucked the straw.

Jack returned to the platform and hauled Laxus off, tossing him in his cell and slamming the door closed. "Your performance was pathetic!" he said, scowling and shaking his head. He was so angry, he punched the door and grimaced as it refused to give. "I'll deal with you later."
He stormed back to the mess hall. "What number is that?" he asked over the hoarse mooing of Number Two.

"Thirty-six. Praise be to Mysto! Thirty-seven," the fox replied.

"Hurry up," Jack growled.

The fox finally finished and sat back, burping.

"Get to your bed," Jack said, gesturing with his head.

The fox's stomach was practically distended as he made his way back to his bed. Jack chained his ankle, and he flopped on his back.

Jack frowned thoughtfully. "I've been pleased with your performance today," he said. "Keep up the good work, and you'll be rewarded."
"Th—thank you, Master," the fox said, smiling faintly to himself.

Jack stormed back upstairs.

"Mysto, the sl—" Jack stopped abruptly. Officers Otis and Branson sat on the couch in the living room with notepads, talking to Mysto.

"Jack, we have company," Mysto said calmly, gesturing to the seat across from him.
The officers turned and stared in surprise at the naked horse.

"Don't worry about that," Mysto said pleasantly to them. "Jack is my slave, and I forbid him to wear clothes when inside. You may remember him from the Doe case where he was accused of raping his wife. You'll find that he's quite rehabilitated."
Jack held back a derisive snort and did his best to be civil, sitting down on the chair with his legs splayed out, clearly showing off his package.

"These fine gentlemen were just asking about Judge Douglas," Mysto said, not a hint of concern in his voice.

"He went missing yesterday. His wife said he went to cure some marital problems, but he never returned home. He left a letter at the courthouse saying he was taking an extended leave of absence, but he hasn't taken a day off in ten years. The last place on his agenda was to come see you at your office, Dr. Mysto. We were wondering if you'd seen him or if he'd hinted about anything," Otis said. The beefy gray wolf looked at the doctor probingly.

Meanwhile, Branson, a black-and-tan German shepherd, peered at Jack, trying to place him. "I remember the name Doe," he said, "but that was a scrawny horse." He squinted, trying to resolve the two. Finally he shook his head and turned to Mysto.

The dragon made a subtle gesture to Jack, and the horse stood. "Can I get you some water or anything?" he asked, heading towards the kitchen. 

"No, thank you," Otis replied. Branson shook his head.

Jack shrugged and continued into the kitchen, took down a glass, filled it, and put it down on the counter.

"Yes, Judge Douglas did come to my office for therapy," Mysto replied. "Without breaking doctor-patient privilege, I can say that he was having marital problems."
"Did you suggest any therapy camps or anything?" Branson asked.

"To my knowledge, such a thing does not exist," Mysto replied. He frowned. "You know, some of my clients feel deeply relaxed when they see me, and they tend to want to stay where they are and never leave."
He glanced at the cops. Both their eyes had glazed over. He let a hint of a cruel smile show at the corners of his lips.

Jack had meanwhile walked silently up behind the cops. In a quick motion, he knocked their heads together, knocking them both out cold.

"What'd you do that for?" Mysto protested.

Jack frowned. "I thought you wanted me to knock them out!" he replied.

"No, I wanted you to go get me the thing from the dungeon."

Jack's eyes went wide as he realized what Mysto meant, and then he gave a cruel grin. "That'll be fun!" he snickered.

Mysto shook his head, disappointed and pouting. "I had just put them under hypnosis! I was going to have so much fun with them… Ah, well," he chuckled, "it'll make getting it onto them easier."
The horse raced down the stairs and rummaged through the equipment closet in the dungeon. Finally finding what he wanted, he trotted back up the stairs two at a time and offered the item to Mysto.

"Well, what are you waiting for?" the dragon asked, "Put it on them!"
Jack carefully opened one of the hoods on the device and slipped it over Otis's muzzle, making sure to seal it tightly all around the wolf's head. Then he pulled the other hood over Branson's head. He fastened both in the back to make sure they stayed on. Then he unreeled the hoses from the hoods and reverently brought the cock-hood over to Mysto.
"Erm," he said, glancing at Mysto's still-clothed lower torso.

"Not just yet," Mysto said. "If we start now, they'll be fully hypnotized before they wake up, and I want to savor watching them succumb." He pursed his lips. "Do tie their arms and legs, though, Jack; I want to be sure that they can't escape when they struggle."
Jack grabbed a piece of rope and quickly immobilized the two cops' wrists and ankles.

"Better take their weapons, too," Mysto said thoughtfully. "Wouldn't want them accidentally going off."
Jack grinned and relieved the sleeping officers of their weapons, carefully placing them far out of reach. When he returned, he gave Mysto puppy-dog eyes.

"What?" Mysto asked, grinning.

Jack pouted.

Mysto cocked his head to the side. "Do you want a sniff?" he asked.

Jack's face lit up.

Mysto rolled his eyes and chuckled. "All right, fine," he said, gesturing to his crotch.

Jack eagerly pulled his master's pants down, tossed them aside, and brought his nostrils close to his master's cock.

"Ready?" Mysto asked.

Jack nodded eagerly.

Mysto closed his eyes and grunted slightly, and suddenly Jack's nose was filled with an acrid but overpoweringly attractive scent. He shuddered as he inhaled deeply, feeling instantly very relaxed, very suggestible, and surprisingly horny.

"That's enough!" Mysto warned. "I need you sober for this; you definitely don't want to be doing what I'm going to make them do."
Jack sighed and went back to his seat across from Mysto. Nothing to do now but wait for the cops to stir. Fortunately, they didn't have to wait long.

Branson came to first, grimacing through his mask and blinking his eyes. Bleariness turned to confusion, which quickly turned to panic as the German shepherd tried to reach for his gun but found his arms were attached to his ankles by a long length of rope. He let out a muffled cry, which woke Otis, and soon both cops were squirming on the sofa, neither of them making any headway.

"Now that you're awake," Mysto said, gesturing with his head to Jack, who quickly stepped over and aligned the cock-hood to Mysto's crotch, "I'm sure you've got questions."
The two cops stopped and stared at him.

"You two are crooked cops," Mysto said, "and I count it as a sign from above that I am doing the right work because it was you two who came to my door." He smiled. "Yes, Judge Douglas is here; you'll see him soon enough. But first, I would like you both to suffer a little bit." He gestured to the cock-hood. "Over the years, I have trained myself to emit a hypnotic musk from my cock. The effect is ten times stronger than the best hypnotic therapy, especially when inhaled in concentrated doses, as the two of you are about to do. The hoods you're wearing are connected to the cock-hood by those tubes. Within a minute or two of Jack here applying the cock-hood to my crotch, you won't be able to escape its effects. That in itself is the least of your worries; the smell is not wholly pleasant, but it's not terrible, either." He leaned forward for emphasis. "No, the thing you should be worrying about is what I will make you do once you are under my control. He grinned and stroked his cock. "But that is for you to find out; I'll leave it to your imagination to figure out what horrible thing it could be. But here's a hint." He reached behind his chair and pulled out one of Judge Douglas's horns. 

How did he get that? Jack wondered. I thought that splintered!
The cops gasped, their eyes as wide as the port-holes through which they looked. Both began struggling furiously to escape.

"I love watching them fight it," Mysto said, grinning and nodding to Jack, who placed the cock-hood over Mysto's maleness and fastened the straps around his legs and waist to keep it in place. Once again he closed his eyes and grunted.
For a while, nothing happened, but slowly, Jack could see the color inside the cops' hoods tint to green. At the first whiff of the intoxicating odor, the cops began holding their breath.

"Ah, yes, the can-I-hold-my-breath-longer-than-he-can-sit-here-and-watch-me-hold-my-breath technique," Mysto grinned, bouncing once in his chair and clapping gleefully. 

Jack sat back in his seat, shaking his head and laughing. He could feel the tension increasing in the room as the two dogs' lungs began to burn with the need to breathe. Still they held their breath. Their faces turned reddish inside the green-tinted mask-windows.
And then they began to crack. It started as little escapes of air to try to blow off some of the carbon dioxide their bodies had created, little snerks squeezing through their noses. Then it was tiny sips of the musk-tainted air. But neither of them could hold their breaths forever.

Otis gave in first. He exhaled, ballooning his hood slightly—much to Mysto's delight and Jack's pride at having gotten it on so tightly—and then sucked in a huge gasp of Mysto's musk.

"Ooh, that will go straight to his head," Mysto grinned.

Branson wasn't far behind.

"And now the real fun begins," Mysto cackled. "Boys," he said, "you can hear me in there, and for just a minute or two, you'll be able to control your bodies enough to resist my demands. I'm going to plant the seed right now so that you know what you'll be doing when you finally give in. You're both going to take off your clothes, and then you are going to fuck each other until you knot. You'll be double-knotted, tied there by your own wantonness, and then I will order you suck the cocks of your new masters. Once we have climaxed inside of you, your knots go down, and your filthy seed pours out of your partner, I'm going to give you to Jack." He smiled sweetly. "Jack, as you may recall, was falsely accused of raping his wife. You both knew he was innocent, but thanks to a little side payment from Mr. Laxus—whom you'll likely meet, too—"
"He's the resident urinal," Jack interrupted, grinning with sadistic satisfaction, "and the fur formerly known as Judge Douglas will feed you your meals."
"—as I was saying," Mysto continued, giving Jack a dirty look, "You both looked the other way and arrested him anyway. You could say he's got a bone to pick with you, and I am handing you over to him."
"Once you're down there," Jack hissed, "I will demonstrate to you both how you, too, can take a horse's dick and be flogged at the same time!" He grinned. "But wait, there's more!"
"Hold that thought, Jack," Mysto said, rolling his eyes and shaking his head.
Jack gave a shit-eating grin and chuckled.

"Now, gentlemen," Mysto instructed, "begin trying to fight off my instructions. You both do want very much to take off your clothes, don't you?"
Snarls and growls came from the masks, and through the eye-ports, Jack could see the cops glaring defiantly at his master.

"How long do you think they'll take?" he asked.

Mysto pursed his lips. "Three minutes," he said.

"I'll take that bet," Jack said slyly. "I bet they last four. Winner fucks loser."
Mysto shook his head and chuckled. "Jack, Jack," he said. "If you wanted to fuck me, all you had to do was ask."
Jack blushed and grinned. "I didn't know if you'd go for it," he admitted.

"Only one way to find out. But you're on," he said, starting a stopwatch on his tablet.

"Fight it, boys," Mysto chuckled as the cops continued to struggle to get their wrists free.

Two minutes in, Branson's behavior began to change. He alternately struggled with his bonds and fumbled with the buttons on his shirt.

"I dunno, Jack," Mysto said, nodding his head towards the German shepherd, "it's not looking good."
"What do you mean?" Jack asked. "You act as if you thought I wanted to win!"
Soon Otis was fumbling with his buttons, too. The last time they strained at their bonds was exactly three minutes, thirty seconds after Mysto started the timer.

"Draw," he said. "Tough luck, Jack," he said with a wink, patting his slave on the shoulder. "Looks like you'll just have to ask for it the old-fashioned way."
The horse huffed. Standing, he went to the two cops and undid their restraints. As soon as their hands were free, they undid their shirts, threw them off, and began undoing their belts.

Soon two police uniforms lay in heaps on the couch, and the two canines began rolling on the floor, both their sheaths stirring as they began humping each other mindlessly. Jack reached down and positioned them so they could both get their cocks under each other’s tails, and with just a few thrusts, they were stuck.

Mysto snapped his fingers.

"Just look at you two," he laughed gleefully.

"Otis! What the fuck?!" Branson gasped.

"Branson?!" Otis swallowed hard to avoid throwing up.

Both began struggling to get clear of each other.

"Ow!" Branson cried, putting his paw on Otis's shoulder. "Stop, Otis! Stop!" he winced.

He didn't have to tell the wolf twice; Branson was particularly well-endowed for a German shepherd, and despite his knot being lodged deep inside of Otis's ass, it was still stretching his hole.

"Welcome to the rest of your miserable lives," Mysto said to them, leaning forward. "Your life will be nothing now but getting fucked and generally being made as miserable as Jack cares to."
"You fucking monster! Wait until we tell dispatch!" Branson barked, reaching for the radio.

"Oh, yes, dispatch," Mysto replied calmly. He snapped his fingers again. "Here's what you're going to tell them."
Branson told the dispatcher that everything was clear at the Mysto residence and that he and Otis were sick of the department and were quitting. When questioned, he assured her that yes, he was sure, and he even put Otis on, who also assured her that he, too, was very sure that he had no desire to be a cop anymore. When told they'd have to hand in their badges, guns, and bicycles, the two chorused, "Suck my dick!"
"Well done, boys," Mysto mocked them. "Now, speaking of sucking my dick, get to it. Jack, any preference?"
"I've always had a thing for German shepherds," Jack admitted.

"Suit yourself," Mysto replied. "Otis, right here, boy. Branson, go suck the stick!" 

Mysto and Jack knelt on the floor, spread far enough apart that the former cops between them had to stretch and strain their knots to service their masters. Both whimpered as each desperately tried to reach the cock he was supposed to be sucking and his partner tugged in the opposite direction.

"Such poetic justice," Jack murmured. "They worked together to corrupt the system, and now they're forced to work against each other."
Mysto blinked in surprise. "How deep of you, Jack!" he praised. "I was thinking the same thing. You will, I hope, continue this pattern in their punishments?"
"Of course!" the horse replied. "But first, I need a good dick-sucking. Ready?" he asked, putting his hands under Branson's armpits.

"Definitely," Mysto replied, doing the same to Otis.

Horse and dragon pulled on their respective canines, who howled in pain as their swollen knots were forcibly pulled from each other’s asses.

"Now suck my dick properly!" Jack ordered, shoving Branson's head all the way down his cock.

The hypnotized dog coughed and gagged while eagerly tonguing and lapping at the horse's prick. Otis did the same, and soon, horse and dragon shuddered in orgasm and filled their respective canines with their seed.

Jack sighed contentedly. "All right, got to get Numbers Three and Four downstairs."
"Which one's which?" Mysto asked.

"Three," Jack replied, pointing to Otis, "and Four," he said, patting Branson's head roughly.

"As soon as you've got them settled," Mysto replied, "there is the issue of the police bikes sitting in the driveway."
Jack nodded. "Come, boys," he said, and the two dog-furs followed him downstairs at his heels. 

He chained them to their beds next to Number One.

"Playmates," Jack said. "I have to go for a bit, but I'll feed you all when I get back." He smiled. "How would you like to lead the blessing this time, Number One?" he asked.
The fox's ears pricked up eagerly. "Oh, Master, I would like that very much," he said eagerly.

"Such a pious fox," Jack smiled, patting his head. "It's settled, then." He turned to leave and paused. "Continue to do well," he said, inclining his head towards Number Three, "and I might let you fuck him. He is pretty young-looking, after all."
He turned and left, went upstairs, and quickly pulled the police bikes into the garage. There, he dismantled them piece-by-piece with a cutting torch, sanded off the markings indicating they belonged to the city's finest, and threw the scraps in the recycling bin. For all anybody knew, they were decades-old, beaten-up bicycles that got purged during a cleaning spree.
"Praise be to Mysto, who in his grace has given us this feeder to nourish us!" Number One said, reverently holding his hands up in the air.
"Praise be to Mysto," Cunt echoed as Jack flipped Numbers Three and Four onto their backs and stood on their testicles until they, too, cried out praise of their one-day savior.

"Very good, Number One!" Jack said, praising the fox, who blushed. "You should all learn from Number One," the horse said. "Good behavior is rewarded. Bad behavior is punished."
He reached over and opened the door to the feed room. Number Two's eyes widened, and he gasped as he saw Numbers Three and Four.
"Told ya," Jack said with a wink. "Number Three," he said, addressing the wolf, "You are invited to receive your meal first today."
"I ate before I came here," Otis growled.

Jack shrugged, and Number One and Laxus shrank back. The horse glanced at them and grinned wickedly.

"Did you, now?" he asked, nodding. "All right, then. Number Two!" he bellowed, "You are relieved!"
With a deft flick of his wrist, he plucked Number Three up off the ground and held him one-handed over his head while he pulled the milker off the bull's cock and the stimulator from his ass and released his limbs.

Sensing a hope of escape, the bull rushed forward but quickly met Jack's hoof hard in the stomach, crumpling him to the ground just outside the cell.

"Bulls," Jack spat, man-handling Number Three and forcing his limbs into the manacles in the feeding room floor, "they're big, but they're about as sharp as bowling balls."
He shook his head as he attached the milker and pushed the stimulator up the wolf's ass.

"Good news, everyone," he said, turning and clapping his hands together, "your diet will now consist of wolf milk. I'm sure it will be a nice change from bull."
He glanced down at Number Two, still crumpled on the floor. "If you'd behaved yourself, I'd have let you have first dibs on the new feeder." He bent down and threw the bull over his shoulder. "But since you decided to try to press your luck, I'm gonna make you wait until Number Four has had a turn." 

He turned, the bull still on his shoulder, and motioned for Number Four to go to the dispenser. The German shepherd swallowed, eyeing the horse carefully. With his hands and ankles shackled the way they were—the way all new recruits were—he recognized that he had no way to fight the horse and decided to pick his battles.

"Number One, instruct him," Jack said, putting his free hand on his hip and watching the fox expectantly.

The fox swallowed and approached the German shepherd. "Before each swallow, you must say, 'Praise be to Mysto,'" he said, "and then you suck on the straw until your food comes out. Once you've had one swallow, you go to the end of the line." 

He glanced at Jack for approval. The horse nodded. Only then did the fox notice to whom he was talking. "O—Officer Branson?" he asked in disbelief.

Before the German shepherd could react, Jack back-handed the fox and sent him flying against the back wall ten feet away.

"That is Number Four," the horse said icily. "Forget your old names. You are now numbers and Cunt; if I ever hear any of you using anything but the names I myself gave you, I will punish all of you. Do I make myself clear?"
The fox groaned, and the other slaves glanced nervously at him. "Y—yes, Master," he said. "Very clear."
"I can't hear the rest of you!" Jack snapped.

"Yes, Master!" the rest echoed.

"Good. Number Four, eat up."
Number Four looked nervously at his former partner stuffed into the feed stall. He didn't know what was going to happen, but he had connected the dots between Number Three being the new feeder and what he was about to do. His partner swallowed and braced himself. Number Four brought his mouth to the dispenser.
"Remember to give thanks!" the fox blurted.

"P—Praise be to Mysto," the German shepherd said nervously, glancing at Jack, who nodded satisfaction.

Number Four put his lips on the dispenser and sucked.

Number Three gasped, his body writhing in ecstasy as the device up his butt stimulated his prostate, quickly making him hard, and the milker began sucking on his cock. A second later, Number Four coughed and swallowed.

"Don't spill any," Number One warned, giving Jack a nervous look.

The horse patted Number Four. "Good job. Now go to the end of the line. Number Two," he said, grinning wickedly, "Your turn."
The bull groaned. "How can you possibly expect me to do that to him when I know how it feels?" he asked weakly.

Jack cocked his head and smiled. "He's not your concern; I am. I don't care if you want to claim to feel compassion for him. You felt none for me. None of you did. It is righteous justice that I make you all hurt, fuck, and screw each other over." He squatted down to be eye-level with the bull. "I tell you what," he said, putting his hand on the bull's shoulder, his voice low. He glanced around and raised his voice, standing again. "I'll tell you all what: if I catch any of you trying to be merciful to another, I will ensure that both you and the fur you're pitying receive extra misery! You owe nothing to each other; you owe everything to me and to Mysto! And I will break you all of your need to be kind to one another." 

He looked at the bull. "So, what'll it be? Are you going to go drink from the tap, or am I going to punish you and Number Three and then still make you drink from the tap?"
Number Two let out a mournful cry and approached the dispenser. "I'm sorry!" he cried. "Praise be to Mysto!" He put his lips on the dispenser and sucked. The wolf shuddered and groaned, and his essence flowed through the milker and into the bull's mouth. The bull swallowed it and quickly moved away from the dispenser.

"And now everybody else," Jack ordered. Number One was next, followed by Cunt. These two had not eaten and took several turns. For the others, one was enough, and Jack let them go. As it was, groans of ecstasy soon turned to cries of misery as the wolf was stimulated over and over, far beyond the point of pain.
Jack whistled, and Number One and Cunt began making their way back to their beds. 

"Number One, lock yourself to your bed. Cunt, lock yourself in your cell," Jack barked. "Number Two, Number Four, come with me."
The bull's eyes widened as he saw where Jack was leading them, and he tried to turn away.

"Nope," Jack said, easily overtaking the bull and throwing him over his shoulder, punching him once in the stomach. "Listen up!" he called to everyone, "New rule: if any of you disobeys, I punish you all! Let this be your one warning. Number Two here just about got you all punished. I suggest you all take the opportunity to impress upon him the importance of doing as told."
With that, he hauled the bull to the platform and chained him up.

"Sheesh, I wasn't even going to torture you this time," Jack grumbled. "Number Four, get over here."
The German shepherd continued to hobble over, dreading what was about to happen.

"You know, Number Four," Jack said, "you're surprisingly well-behaved, especially for a newbie." 

He frowned thoughtfully, looking at Number Two. "Yet this one repeatedly disobeys even when he should know better. I was going to have him induct you into slavery, but I think I've changed my mind; your first task will be to teach him how to properly conduct himself as a slave."
He turned to the bull. "You hear that, Number Two? Number Four is a complete novice and is already higher in esteem than you are. And those ranked higher have perks."
"Number Four," Jack said, once again addressing the German shepherd, "I want you to fuck this bull like there's no tomorrow. I want you to knot him, and then I want you to pull your knot out and shove it in again."
The German shepherd's eyes went wide, and he stared at Jack in disbelief, shaking his head. "N—"
"Choose your next words very carefully," Jack warned. "You sound like you're trying to have mercy on him. You do remember what I just said, right?" His voice was grim, and his jaw was set.

Number Four deflated and hung his head. "Yes, Master," he murmured.

"Good!" Jack said, brightening. "Let's skip the ado and get you situated." He picked up the German shepherd and placed him right behind the bull. "Now get to it."
"I'm so sorry," Number Four whispered. He pressed his sheath against the bull's ass. The heat alone was enough to coax his member out, and he slid into Number Two. The bull's body tensed; he knew the worst was yet to come.

"I didn't say cuddle up to him; I said fuck him!" Jack barked, slapping the dog's ass. He yelped and thrust hard into the bull, who grunted in discomfort.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Jack ordered, setting a fast cadence with his voice.

Number Four began thrusting in time to Jack's words. His knot began to inflate, and each stroke was a little harder to push in. The bull grunted and tried to pull away, but the chains held him in place.

And then Number Four couldn't pull out again.

"Nobody told you to stop!" Jack bellowed.

"I can't get it out!" Number Four protested.

"It'll come out," Jack snarled, reaching between them to forcibly pull the dog out of the bull's ass. Dog and bull shrieked in pain.

With a sudden give and a bellow from Number Two, Number Four finally came out.

"My gosh," Jack breathed in awe. "That knot is huge!"
And it truly was; it had inflated to the size of a grapefruit inside of Number Two's hot ass. 

"No wonder you couldn't get out on your own!" the horse gushed. He shrugged. "Oh, well, back in you go."
"No!" Numbers Two and Four chorused.
"Yes!" Jack replied ecstatically. He grabbed the German shepherd and pressed him against the bull. With a hard shove in the small of the dog's back, Jack forced the two to couple again, stretching the bull's ass to accommodate the huge member.

"Fuck, that's hot!" Jack exclaimed. "I can't let you have all the fun, Number Four."
He stepped up behind the German shepherd, shoved his cock up the dog's ass, and began thrusting so hard that the dog's cock shoved its way deeper into the bull.
"Fuck, your ass feels good," Jack gasped in pleasure. "Better than the Cunt!" He climaxed into the canine for the second time that day, pressing his balls up against the dog's.

"So good!" He pulled out abruptly, sucking his seed out of the dog to drool on the floor and leaving his ass gaping.

"Now get to your bunks," he ordered, releasing the bull. "Number Two, you're above Number One." 

Beaten, Number Two didn't try to fight. He just waddled his way to the bunk-room. Jack chained him to the bed and made sure that Number One had in fact chained himself as ordered and then went to make sure the Cunt had done what he was supposed to. 

Number Four moved far more slowly, being chained as he was, but when he finally made it to the bunk room, Jack chained him to his bed and released the shackles on his ankles and handcuffs on his wrists.

"On your knees," he ordered.

The German shepherd hesitated. With his hands free, he might be able to overpower—

"On your knees!" Jack barked, grabbing the canine by the balls and pulling them forcefully to the floor.

Any thoughts of overpowering the horse evaporated in a cloud of pain.

"Number One, on your feet."
The fox swallowed hard; what had he done this time? But he dutifully stood beside his bed.
"Number Four, you suck Number One's cock until I get back. Number One, you are permitted to cum in his mouth; however, his orders are to keep sucking until I get back." He gave an evil smile. "If continued stimulation after you've cum would be miserable, then I suggest you not get off." His smile grew even more twisted. "Number Four, if he doesn't get off, I will make Number Two fuck you until he perforates your rectum. I had better hear him screaming in agony or gasping in ecstasy as he cums when I get back. Get busy."
Number Four glanced at Number One, who glanced back at him, both of them awkwardly. But Number One's training was beginning to set in, and he dutifully but gently pulled the dog's mouth to his crotch. Number Four hesitated but opened his mouth and began fellating the fox.

Jack turned and went to his alcove. He hadn't even made it to the platform when he heard the fox orgasm. I hope he's not multi-orgasmic, he thought wickedly to himself.
"What's up, Cunt?" Jack asked, striding into his alcove and sitting on his bed regarding his slave.

Laxus jumped and turned to face him.
"I feel like I haven't paid you enough attention lately," Jack said.

Laxus edged to the back of his stall.

"Aww, did I hurt your feelings calling you pathetic?" Jack asked the white horse. He cocked his head and frowned thoughtfully. "I think it's time I started making you useful to me," he mused. "No sense continuing to have to feed you if all you do is decorate that cell."
The black horse fell silent a long time, staring off into space and thinking through what he was planning to do. The white horse wasn't used to seeing him doing anything but tormenting someone.

"I am going to do a trust exercise with you," Jack said at last, looking over at his slave. "How would you like to be allowed out of that tiny cell?" he asked pointedly.

Laxus's eyes shifted nervously. What is he leading up to?
"It's a simple question," Jack prodded. "Would you like to be allowed out of your cell or not?"
"That depends," the white horse said hesitantly.

Jack chuckled. "Yes, I'm sure it does. On what?"
The white horse swallowed nervously. "On what the conditions of my release are."
Jack rolled his eyes. "I'm going to continue to torture you, beat you, rape you, and piss down your throat," he replied. "The difference is, when I'm not doing those things, you'll be somewhere besides stuck in that piss-filled cell."
Laxus pursed his lips. "But there's a catch," he said, "or you would have just done it instead of asking."
Jack raised an eyebrow. "Clever. Yes," he said. His tone grew serious. "I have to know I can trust you with your new privileges. I keep you locked up because I don't have to keep an eye on you when I know you're locked in a cell. If I let you loose, you might try to escape, might try to retaliate when I'm—" he stopped abruptly and smiled. "Can't have that," he said, raising an eyebrow.

Laxus frowned, unsure of what had gone through the horse's mind just then. He scoffed to himself. Of course he wanted to retaliate, but the black horse seemed nigh-invincible. Maybe if he were sleeping… Oh. 

"Yes, I saw that look," Jack said, nodding grimly. "The choice is yours; if you try to do anything stupid, I'll just punish you more." He chuckled. "The way Number One is coming along, I might be able to make him punish you while I'm busy. But if you behave," he said, regrouping, "you might start earning some privileges. Mysto gave you to me as my own personal slave, to do with as I pleased. Frankly, as we get more and more slaves, I'm going to have my hands full beating them all into submission, and I could use something a little more…pleasant. Make no mistake, there will still be beatings when I'm in a particularly bad mood, but having you there to nurse my cock while I'm beating someone would be nice."
He realized he was daydreaming and shook his head to clear it. His eyes focused sharply on Laxus. "So, Cunt, what do you say? Are you going to behave yourself and earn the privilege of being out of your cell, or are you going to be stupid and take advantage of my generosity?"
A glimmer of hope rippled over Laxus's face. He had all but decided it was a lost cause to fight his master anyway, and as the adage went, "If you can't beat 'em, join 'em." He nodded slowly and then eagerly. "Yes, Master, I'll be good!"
Jack nodded slowly. "All right," he said. "One false step, and—" he smiled. "I'll leave the rest to your imagination."
He stood and deliberately strode over to the cell, opened it, and returned to the bed. Laxus stepped tentatively out. He didn't even bother glancing at the door; there was no point, and he was going to try to be good.

"Good," Jack said. "Now, I want you to come kneel at my feet."
Laxus did as told, his head inches from Jack's crotch.

"Now I want you to nurse my cock," Jack said, letting himself peek out of his sheath for the white horse's benefit. "No teeth." He had to admit, he was nervous about letting the white horse mouth his dick without the cage, but they had to start somewhere.

Laxus noticed how tense his master was and smiled faintly to himself. Big chicken doesn't a taste of his own medicine. But now was his chance to begin lulling his master into a sense of security, and he gently leaned forward and took his master into his mouth, coaxing him further from his sheath.

Jack sighed in pleasure and leaned back, resting on his palms as his slave nuzzled his balls and nursed his cock.

"That feels nice," Jack said, feeling his cock pressing deeper into the horse's mouth. "Just keep doing that; no need to hurry."
A wail from Number One startled them both, Laxus so much so that Jack's cock fell out of his mouth. Jack chuckled and gently guided his slave's head back towards his cock.
"Sounds like he's not multi-orgasmic," Jack chuckled, ignoring the fox and allowing his slave to continue his ministrations.

"Your dick may be pretty lousy," Jack observed, "but your mouth is pretty skilled." He pushed his slave back until his cock fell free. "Turn around and present yourself," he said. "I want to talk to you while I test your ass's skills."
Laxus did as told, turning, spreading his legs, and lifting his tail off to the side. To his amazement, Jack actually spat on his cock to ease its entry before he pushed in.

"I was wrong," Jack sighed, closing his eyes as he pushed all the way in, "your ass is definitely better than Number Four's. I'm curious, though," he said, opening his eyes, "how you learned your oral skills. Aren't you straight?" He sat still on the bed and used his hands to push and pull Laxus's body, showing him how to please his master.

"I was," Laxus replied wryly, taking the hint and rocking forward and backward on his master's cock. "Until you and Mysto came along."
"Then why are you so good at sucking cock?" Jack asked.

"I know what used to feel good to me," Laxus replied, looking ruefully at his caged member.

Jack nodded. "Well, keep it up. I may soon have your mouth around my cock 24/7. For now, though,"—he stood and manhandled Laxus's body, pushing and pulling him off his cock until he came with a grunt of pleasure—"I need to go see what hell has befallen Number One. Come."
He strode out of the alcove, and Cunt quickly followed behind him, feeling a trickle of horse jism down his inner thigh.

They reached the bunkroom, and Jack raised his eyebrows in amusement. Number Four was standing on all fours, pinning Number One down and deep-throating his cock. The fox thrashed violently, trying to get away, but the German shepherd was much bigger and stronger.

"Such a good boy!" Jack praised him, patting his head. "All right, let him up."
Number Four pulled his mouth off of the fox's cock with an audible grunt and stood beside his bed.

"I'm glad I left enough slack in those chains to let you get to your neighbors!" Jack laughed. "Number Four, that was excellent! Number One, thank you for feeding Number Four." He turned and looked at the bull, trying to fake sleep in his bed.

"Number Two," the horse grinned wickedly, "it seems you've been left out in all of this. Number Four, you did an amazing job with Number One, but now I want to see how talented your paws are." He frowned, looking around. "Number Two, come lie in Number Three's bed."
The bull lay motionless.

"Number Two," Jack warned, "you're trying my patience."
The bull remained still.

Jack sighed, unchained the bull's ankle, picked him up out of his top bunk and tossed him into the lower bunk for Number Three.

"You really are a sullen one," Jack chided him, chaining all of his limbs to spread-eagle him tightly to the metal bedframe.

"Number Four, I want you to play with those big, beautiful bull balls until he cums. Then keep playing with them. No touching his dick, no using your mouth. Just let your paws do the work on his balls."
The German shepherd seemed almost eager to play with the former judge's balls and set to it with gusto.

"Number One," Jack said, his voice sing-song. "Turnabout is fair play, isn't it?"
The fox looked over nervously, but a sadistic smile crept across his face.

"Number Four really made you sensitive, didn't he?" Jack asked.

"Y—yes, Master, he did," the fox replied.

"Then I think it's time you returned the favor. While he works on Number Two, I want you to go suck his cock. Make sure he cums, now. You wouldn't want him to be the better cock-sucker and higher-ranked slave, now would you?"
The fox's eyes flashed at the thought that someone could usurp him as Jack's favorite. He quickly threw himself under the canine, reached up, and began licking the dog's sheath, coaxing his cock out.

"That should keep them busy," Jack chuckled. Turning, he was startled to see Cunt right behind him, looking almost wistful. The black horse smiled. "Aww, does Cunt want to play, too?" he asked.

The white horse actually blushed.

"Aww!" Jack teased. He glanced back at the action, then back at Cunt. "You'll have to accept having your ankle cuffed," he said.

Laxus looked at him hopefully.

Jack nodded. "Go chain yourself to Number Five's bed," he said.

The white horse did as told and looked up at him eagerly. Jack stepped up to him and reached down to his caged member. With a click, the cage came off, and Laxus gasped and looked at Jack in awe.

"For being a good cock-sucker, I'm going to reward you," Jack said, quietly enough that the others couldn't hear him.

"All four of them have open asses," Jack said. "Fill them all up."
Laxus gasped, his eyes wide with excitement. "Oh, thank you, Master!"
Jack nodded, and Laxus immediately went to Number One, hunched over him, and began pushing into the fox's hole.
Jack smiled, watching the slaves fucking in a small orgy. Poor Otis is missing out on all this, he mused. He shrugged—the wolf would get his eventually—and left to go upstairs.

He made it into the living room and sat on the couch. Mysto looked up and frowned.

"No slave torments?" he asked, surprised. 
Jack grinned. "I've got them tormenting each other," he replied.

"Don't give them too much slack too soon," Mysto warned. "They'll conspire against you."
A faint bellow from #2 made its way up the staircase.

"I'm slowly pitting them against each other," Jack replied with a wink. "They're all either vying for my favor or trying to outdo each other to avoid my wrath."
Mysto shook his head and grinned. "My little dictator," he chuckled.

"I learned it all from you," Jack replied, edging closer on the couch.

Mysto raised a knowing eyebrow. "Is there something you want?" he asked.

Jack swallowed. "M—master?" he asked.

Mysto gave him an expectant look.

Jack huffed; he hated asking for it, but he knew Mysto would make him. "Will you fuck me, please?" he finally asked.

The dragon cocked his head. "I thought I told you to have Laxus fuck you," he said.

Jack frowned. "He did," he said with a grimace. "It was the most unsatisfying sex I've ever had. The notion that he could ever please Ebony…" he trailed off, shaking his head.

Mysto laughed. "All right, all right," he said, shaking his head. "If it'll make you feel better…"
The horse's face lit up. "Oh, it would!" he replied eagerly.

"All right. Come on."
The dragon led him into the bedroom. Jack paused at the door; he'd never been in Mysto's room before. A king-sized bed sat in the center of the room with nightstands on either side. 
Mysto gestured to the bed, and Jack spread his legs and leaned over it. 
A touch on his shoulder made the horse look up. Mysto nodded his head up on the bed and led the way. Jack frowned. This isn't like Mysto… He reluctantly climbed up on the bed, got on all fours, and turned himself around to present for Mysto.
The dragon shook his head and patted the space next to him. Jack blinked, perplexed. Slowly he moved up to be next to Mysto, lying on his side and turning his back to his master to give him access.

Mysto tapped his shoulder, and Jack looked over his shoulder. Mysto gave him an expectant look, and Jack rolled over to face him.

"You are daft sometimes," Mysto teased him, running his claw along Jack's jawline.

The horse didn't know what to say, so he said nothing.

"Maybe I don't always want to fuck you like I own you," Mysto hinted.

Jack's eyes went wide, and his lips parted. "You mean…" He swallowed, trailing off.

"Why wouldn't I?" Mysto asked, cupping the horse's face. "You've achieved every goal I set for you. You've risen from disgusting mediocrity to splendid excellence. You've even begun convincing the slaves that I'm some kind of god; I didn't plant that idea in your head."
Jack felt butterflies in his stomach. It was hard for him to ask to be fucked by his idol, but even as strong as he was, he could not say what was on his mind just then. Instead he just smiled and nuzzled his master's hand.
"I think you know what I want," Mysto said softly.

Jack swallowed and nodded and then lay on his back. Mysto climbed on top of him and leaned forward. Their lips met, and both gasped; the tenderness, after all they had been through, was more intense than the cat-of-nine-tails, more poignant than all the hypnosis Mysto could muster. Arms wrapped around shoulders, lips found lips again and parted, tongues stroked each other with affection that words refused to speak, and cocks emerged from sheaths to greet each other affectionately.

Wrapped in Mysto's embrace and embracing back just as hard, Jack spread his legs and felt the dragon's sex graze his ass. He closed his eyes and hugged Mysto close as the dragon entered him tenderly, lovingly. Tears of joy fell down the horse's face, and he sobbed quietly into Mysto's shoulder as the dragon took him—not as a master takes his slave, but as a lover takes his equal. The horse lifted his legs and wrapped them around Mysto's back, letting him press deeper and deeper, until their balls met. 

And then Mysto was still, and it was Jack's turn. The horse slowly squeezed his PC muscle, gripping Mysto's cock with his ass. He bore down as if trying to push Mysto out, giving the effect of stroking from the tip of Mysto's penis down his shaft. Then he contracted again, effectively stroking Mysto from his shaft to the tip. This he did slowly, as if using his anal muscles to give Mysto a loving hand-job.
The intensity of the feeling got to them both quickly. Jack began to tremble, and Mysto began to gasp as their orgasms neared.

Mysto kissed Jack's lips tenderly. Their breath caught. The dragon took the horse's throbbing member in his hand.
He grazed the tip with his claw.

With a whimper and a moan, Jack fired all over their chests and chins. The contractions he had from orgasming sent Mysto over the edge, and he hugged Jack tightly as his balls emptied themselves.

Spent, they lay there dozing blissfully in the afterglow.

"All right, Jack," Mysto said, stretching and rolling off the horse, "I think you've probably left your slaves down there by themselves long enough, don't you?"
The horse sighed. Mysto was right, of course, but this was nice. Still, he was curious to see whether he was going to have to punish them all or not. He nodded and rolled over to get off the bed. "Thank you, Sir," he said, smiling as he turned to go.

"Things are about to get very hectic," Mysto replied. "You need to make sure your slaves are either devoted to you or terrified of you." He smiled sagely. "You are the Devil, Jack. The Devil must be beautiful to lure his victims and fearsome to keep them in line."
Jack nodded. "They're downstairs fucking this moment because I told them to," he replied. "Number One is coming around, and I think I can convince Number Four, as well. Number Three is in the feed stall, so not much to be said for him, yet. Number Two"—his lip turned up into a sneer—"refuses to come around."
"He is a bull, after all," Mysto replied. "They're known for being hard-headed. Besides, you've kept him in the feed stall most of the time. Give him a little one-on-one time—with an audience. I built that auditorium specifically for that purpose." Mysto's voice turned cold. "And if he still won't see reason, emasculate him."
Jack's jaw dropped. "Castrate him?"
"Publicly," Mysto replied firmly. "If he cannot be cured through conventional means, cut the problem off at the source. He won't be so stubborn once his body adapts to life as a less-than-male."
Jack shook his head sadly. "I hope it doesn't come to that," he said. "I like his balls."
"Then keep them," Mysto grinned, "but not on him."
Jack shuddered. Even for him, that was gross.

"It would be a powerful motivator," Mysto said, "both for him and for the others."
Jack nodded. "Let's see if it comes to that," he said.
Mysto nodded, and the horse left.

As he descended the stairs, he heard tired moaning. Rounding the corner into the bunkroom, he sighed and shook his head. There was cum everywhere; Number Four's ministrations clearly had worked well on Number Two; the bunk above him and the wall behind him were painted with bull semen. The bed under Number Two's ass was likewise soiled with Cunt's jizz where it leaked out of the bull's ass. Number One's stomach looked distended from eating so much of Number Four's cum, and it was covered in cum where Cunt's fucking him had made him cum on himself and the horse's fucking Number Four had dripped onto him, too. His ass also leaked out around Cunt's cock as the horse exhaustedly fucked him again. The energy level was low, but they were all still at least trying to follow his instructions.

Jack began a slow clap. "Bravo," he said, smiling. They all turned to look except Number Two, who sullenly continued to lie on the bed, staring at the bunk above him.
"I am very pleased with you all," Jack said once he had their attention. "Except for you, Number Two; I'll deal with you in a minute. I think the rest of you have earned a reward. How about you all go grab dinner, and then I'll treat you to a show."
"A show?" Number One asked.

"Yes, Number One," Jack said, glancing wickedly at Number Two. "A show."
The fox gulped.

"All right, get to it," Jack said, unlocking their chains. "Straight into the mess hall, line up, and wait for the blessing.

"Master?" Number Four asked.

"What is it, Number Four?" Jack replied.

"May I give the blessing?" the German shepherd asked.

Jack cocked his head, sizing him up. "Do you know it already?" he asked. "You've only had one meal."
"I learn fast," the former cop replied.

"Hmm," Jack replied thoughtfully. "All right, you may," he said, glancing knowingly at Number One, who closed his mouth and looked dirtily at Number Four. "However," he continued, holding up a finger, "I take the blessing very seriously; if you mess up, I will punish you. Are you ready to take that chance?"
The German shepherd nodded hesitantly. "I think so," he said.

Jack nodded. "All right, then."
Jack followed the group as they made their way to the mess hall, Number Two included. After so much exertion, they were all starving—except for Number One, who was still full from having sucked down so much of Number Four's salty jizz.

"Everybody must take at least one turn at the dispenser," Jack told him, "but you don't have to take any more if you don't want to."
The fox looked at him gratefully.

"All right, Number Four," Jack prompted, "begin."
"Praise be to Mysto," the German shepherd began, "who in his grace has given you—I mean us—this feeder to nourish us!" He held his hands up but glanced nervously at Jack. The horse frowned but nodded.

"Not bad," Jack replied. "But it wasn't perfect."
The dog's tail crept between his legs as Jack advanced.
"On your fours," the horse ordered.

"It was an honest mistake! I—" Number Four pleaded.

"He said, 'on your knees!'" Number One repeated harshly.

The German shepherd glared at the fox but did as told. Jack stroked his chin thoughtfully, and a smile crept across his face.

"Cunt," Jack barked, and the horse jumped. "Grab his balls and pull him to the floor."
The white horse scurried over and grabbed the canine's furry balls, yanked them downward, and pulled him to the floor.

"You spoke as if you were me," Jack said evenly. "But I assure you, you are not."
"I just made a mistake!" the dog cried, wincing at his balls being treated so roughly.

"And to remind you of that, Number One is going to fuck your ass while Number Three fucks your mouth."
The slaves all turned and looked at Jack.

"Yes," the horse said with a smile, "I told you I was going to punish you all if any of you screwed up. None of you even tried to convince him to wait; therefore, you are all culpable. As a result, you will go to bed without dinner tonight, unless one of you is willing to volunteer to feed your fellow slaves."
Seeing the slaves all averting their eyes, Jack shrugged. "Looks like none of you will volunteer, so you may all go hungry."
"Number Four should do it, since he screwed up!" Number One said.

"Why don't you do it?" Number Four spat. "You've been sucking down my cum all day!"
"I was doing as told! You didn't have to volunteer to screw up the prayer!"
"It was just a dumb mistake! It was minor, and Master's blowing it all out of proportion!"
"How dare you insult Master?!"
"Oh, what are you, his blind follower now? He's a criminal, and he'll get arrested as soon as they find out Otis and I didn't quit."
In a smooth motion that was so fast that nobody saw it coming, Jack picked up the German shepherd and threw him across the room. He slammed into the wall and crumpled on the floor of the auditorium.

"What did I say about using old names?" the horse growled.
"Now you've done it!" Number One yelled across the room. "Now you've fucking done it!" He turned to Jack. "Master, please—we didn't know he would say that! Please don't hold all of us accountable for his transgressions!"
"I didn't stutter when I told you the rules," Jack replied firmly. "You all will be punished." He frowned thoughtfully. "Unless…"
The fox's ears pricked up. "Unless, Master? Unless what?"
"Unless you all punish him for his transgressions," Jack replied with a smirk. "All four of you, including Number Three."
He flung open the door to the feed stall, unhooked the wolf, and put him down next to the others. "This is a learning opportunity," he said, addressing them all and making sure his voice was loud enough that Number Four could hear him. " You know that I can and will punish every one of you brutally for not one, now, but two violations, both of them severe. However, it is my goal to make you self-governing, to ensure that you deal with dissent as swiftly and mercilessly as I would. So I offer you a choice." He looked from one slave to the next. "You can all punish him—every one of you—or I will punish all of you."
Number One opened his mouth to speak, but Jack held up a finger.

"Make no mistake," Jack warned, "if you tell me you're all going to punish him and then any of you does not, I will add that to the list of transgressions, and you will all be punished for three." He smiled coolly. "Your choice is simple: you all savagely punish Number Four to my satisfaction, or I punish you all to my own satisfaction." He held his hands out. "Gentlemen, what will it be?"
The slaves all talked amongst themselves. Number One's position was obvious; Number Two was sullen and said nothing. Number Three was, as Number Four's former partner, completely against the idea, and Cunt just looked at Jack to see what he wanted him to say.

"It requires a unanimous verdict," Jack said to Number One. "It looks like you're not going to win this one."
"Come on, guys!" Number One cried. "Do you really want him to beat us and rape us all, or worse? Okay, maybe Number Four's first transgression was minor, the second one he knew not to say! Are you all going to accept punishment for his being an idiot?"
Cunt began to nod. "Yeah, fuck him!"
"Don't you see what he's doing?" Number Three protested. "He's trying to pit us against each other! If we unite, we can beat him!"
Number Two, who had remained silent so far, snorted. The others fell silent and looked at him. "You cannot beat him," he said, shaking his head. "He's stronger than any of you—all of you combined, and he has no soul." He looked Jack straight in the eye. "I will not become you," he said, turning his back on the others. "They may decide to punish Officer Benson, but I will not. My name is Judge Frank Douglas, and I will not be made to compromise my integrity. Do your worst."
"You fucking idiot! You've doomed us all!" Number One wailed, prostrating himself on the ground and clutching Jack's calf. "Please, Master, please don't punish us for that! We cannot stop him!"
"Silence, Number One!" Jack bellowed. 

The fox sat back, trembling, as the horse's eyes narrowed, regarding the bull. He sighed. 

"So be it."
He grabbed the bull by the neck. The bull offered no resistance as he carried him to the platform. 

"Get into your seats," Jack ordered.

Number One and Cunt went straight to their seats while Number Three went to Number Four.

"Can you walk?" he asked.

"I think so," came the grateful reply. 

They limped their way to their seats and sat down.

"Number Two," Jack said once he had the bull immobilized, "you have remained dour and unwilling to convert ever since you got here."
"I will never convert," the bull replied flatly.
"Oh, yes, your integrity," Jack spat. "Like how you kept letting serial rapists get a slap on the wrist or how you condemned innocent furs to lives of sex offenders when they had done nothing wrong."
The bull said nothing.

"Oh, right," Jack said, adopting a mock-serious tone. "You meant your financial integrity. I wonder, if I offered you a thousand dollars, would you cut your balls off?"
The bull glared at him but said nothing.

"Well, it's too bad I'm not offering you a thousand dollars," Jack said, his voice becoming a growl, "but I assure you that unless you shape up right now, I will emasculate you here in front of everybody."
The audience gasped.

"We can't let him do that!" Number Three hissed to Number Four.

The German shepherd shook his head but winced as he tried to move. He looked at the wolf helplessly.

"Looks like I'll have to handle this myself," the wolf said, rising.

"Ah, Number Three," Jack said, seeing the wolf on his feet. "Good. Yes, come here."
The wolf hesitated.

"Come, come!" Jack said, beckoning impatiently.

The wolf advanced onto the platform.

"Since you are determined to save Number Two from being castrated," Jack said, picking up the cat-of-nine-tails, "I will spare him only if you agree to take his place."
The wolf blanched and took a step back.

"I didn't think so," Jack replied icily. He grabbed the wolf by the neck, threw him to the ground, and brought the cat tails across his back.

The wolf cried out and collapsed to the ground in pain.

"Do not attempt to interfere with me unless you are up to the task!" Jack roared, whipping him again and again.

When all that came out of the wolf was a whimper, Jack quit hitting him and put the cat on the table. "Cunt! Come put him back in his seat!"
The horse swallowed nauseously but quickly made his way to the platform, picked up the wolf in his arms, and put him in his seat, where Number Four looked at him, aghast. Cunt's white coat was stained with blood as he went back to his own seat.

"As for you," Jack growled, glaring at the bull, "you told me to do my worst, and so I will." He turned to the audience. "Let this be a lesson to you all: I am Satan himself, and I will beat you. Do as I tell you, or suffer at my hand!"
He turned back to Number Two. "I've thought about the best way to do it," he said, rubbing the bull's balls to draw his attention to them. "I could use a rubber band,"—he wrapped his hand around the base of the bull's scrotum and squeezed hard, eliciting a grimace—"or I could just cut them off." He ran his fingernail along the base of the bull's scrotum.
Number Two began to sweat, his heart pounding, and fear showing in his eyes. Yet he remained silent.

"I decided on the latter," Jack continued, turning and taking a knife off the table. "While part of me would love to watch your balls slowly wither over the next few weeks, I have more important things to do." He advanced with the knife and held it out for the bull to see.

"Eh, pretty dull," he said, feeling the edge. "You'll probably feel the incision." He smiled. "But you will definitely feel it when I pull your balls out through the hole and tug until they break free of you. And then you'll feel it as your body slowly gets used to the lack of testosterone. You'll become a good steer, won't you? You'll lack passion and sex drive, but you'll do as you're told. I might just make you the cum dumpster for the slaves who earn a break."
He squatted next to the bull, running the back of the knife along the bull's balls. The bull winced and squeezed his eyes closed. His whole body tensed.

"That was just a test," Jack grinned. 

The bull peeked his eyes open and relaxed just in time for Jack to do it again.

"Oh, this is fun!" the horse grinned wickedly.

Number Two gasped in exhaustion and began to whimper.

"Aww," Jack pouted, "have I struck a nerve?" He stood and looked the bull in the eyes. "Does the bull want to stay a bull after all?"
Sweat dripped down the bull's forehead, and he held his breath. His eyes begged Jack not to do it, but he said nothing.

Jack shrugged. "No last words, I guess," he said. He bent down again and brought the knife to the bull's scrotum.

The bull winced as he felt the knife press into his sack.
"Wait!" he cried.

Jack withdrew the knife, letting a few drops of blood fall as he stood. "Yes?" He looked at the bull expectantly.

The bull's chest heaved, and his pulse pounded in his ears. He closed his eyes, and tears flowed down his cheeks as he bit his lip.

"Well?" Jack demanded.

"I—" the bull began.

Jack sighed and crossed his arms, putting his weight on one of his hips. He said nothing but continued to fix the bull with an expectant look.

"I can't do it," the bull said at last, his shoulders sagging and his head dropping. "I can't take your worst."
Jack reached down and patted the bull's left testicle roughly with his hand. "Too attached to these?" he asked, almost kindly.

The bull nodded, ashamed. 

"This isn't over, you know," Jack said quietly, putting his hands on the bull's shoulders. "There is still punishment owed to you." He sighed and pursed his lips, his voice turning stern. "Now, I don't want to repeat this little exercise. Look at me."
The bull glanced up, his eyes wet, and looked Jack in the eye.

"If I spare you your balls, you are going to be on your best behavior every day—every second—or I will take your balls right then and there. Make no mistake: your balls may be attached to you, but they are mine now, and you had better make sure that I find them more valuable attached to you than sitting on my shelf as a trophy. Do I make myself abundantly clear?"
The bull swallowed hard. "Yes, sir."
"Good. From now on, you will outdo even Number One in passionate devotion to me and to Mysto. Do you understand?"
Number Two nodded.

"Good. Then I have another punishment to inflict, and you will be the one to inflict it," Jack said, his eyes cold. He didn't even smile. "I'm going to unchain you, and you are going to prostrate yourself beside me."
He reached up and undid the chains holding the bull's wrists and then bent down to release his ankles. No sooner was the bull free than he did as told, prostrating himself on the ground and tentatively reaching up to take hold of Jack's hand. "Thank you, Master," he said, sobbing into his hand.
"Enough," Jack said, taking his hand back. "I said, 'prostrate', not grovel."
"Number Two has recanted," Jack boomed to the audience, "and in my mercy, I have chosen to allow him to hold onto my balls. Yes, what used to be his balls belong to me now, but I have chosen to leave them attached to his body. He has sworn to serve me passionately and faithfully." His voice turned chilly again. "And as proof of his devotion, he is now going to administer the punishment that I have determined suitable for Number Four. As for the rest of you," he snapped, "you still have a choice: either punish Number Four as he deserves to be punished—all of you—or you will each face the punishment he receives. Cunt, bring Number Four to me."
The blood-stained horse rose, picked up the bruised German shepherd, and took him to the platform. Jack quickly secured the canine to the floor on all fours.

"For his crimes, Number Four shall suffer the bull ball torture."
"No!" the German shepherd cried. "Please don't castrate me!"
"Oh, no," Jack growled, "not that bull ball torture."
He reached down and tied a rope around the canine's balls and then attached them tightly to a ring in the floor behind him. Number four had to rock back on his hips to avoid the tension on his balls from the rope.

"How many have ever seen a bull mate?" Jack asked, holding up his hand. "Nobody? Well, you're all about to see it now."
"Oh, no…" Number Two whispered, paling.

Jack's ear swiveled backwards. "Oh, yes!" he said, turning and beaming at the bull. "Your first task—which you will perform passionately, right?—is to punish the heretic with every bit of religious fervor his crime deserves!" He gestured toward the captive German shepherd. "Number Two, take your place."
The bull exhaled and stepped up behind Number Four.

"Now, Number Four," Jack said, "you are sentenced to one bull orgasm. After that, you will be given the opportunity to recant, to apologize for using unauthorized appellations and for messing up the blessing. If you recant, you will then serve as feeder. If not, you will continue to receive bull orgasms until you do, and then you will serve as feeder. All the rest of you," he said over his shoulder, "you're next."
"I will punish him!" Number One cried.

"Yeah!" Cunt chimed in.

Number Three remained silent.

"Damn it, Number Three!" Number One yelled, slapping the wolf across his lacerated back.

"Ahh!" the wolf cried out.

"Damn it, it's him or us!" Cunt yelled, doing the same.

"Fuck!" the wolf yelled.

"Punish him!" Number One screamed, hitting him again.

"Punish him!" Cunt cried.

"Fuck! Okay! Please stop!" the wolf cried.

Jack laughed wickedly. "Excellent." He cocked his head. "Number Three, thank you for volunteering. You first."
Fox and white horse glared at the wolf as he hesitated. Both began to snarl and cocked up to hit him again.

"Fine!" the wolf limped forward to the platform. 

Jack quickly strapped a ring gag on Number Four.
"Got to protect your cock," he explained to Number Three. "Now, go stick your dick in his mouth and shove it in far enough that he can't breathe. He's going to get to experience his first bull ball torture without the benefit of taking deep breaths."
Number Three swallowed and looked helplessly at his former partner. He wanted to tell him he was sorry, but with Jack within earshot, he dared not. He stepped up to the German shepherd's face and pushed his cock inside. He felt himself slide past the metal ring and sighed and closed his eyes as he felt the dog's warm mouth all around him. He struggled to remind himself that this was his partner, that he shouldn't be getting turned on by this, but as his dick went deeper and felt more of his partner's mouth on it, he couldn't help his arousal. He felt himself beginning to swell.

Oh, shit!

And then he was knotted. His partner gasped and strained against his restraints, panic registering on his face as the wolf's member cut off his windpipe.

"Oh, too perfect!" Jack gloated. "You can breathe again after the first orgasm. Number Two, begin."
The bull hesitated, looking nervously at the slowly suffocating slave.

"Don't waste too much time, now, Number Two," Jack warned, "or you might let him suffocate!"
The bull stepped forward and could feel the dog's heat around his prick.

No, no, no! he willed himself, but his prick had a hair-trigger to heat. Instinctively, he pushed forward, and the dog's ass went around the tip of his prick.

Like a primer starting a gun, that little heat overwhelmed Number Two's senses, and the bull leapt forward like a tightly-wound spring, all thousand pounds of him slamming into the canine's ass at once. The feeling on his cock made him instantly orgasm, and he quickly retracted and took a step back, slightly dizzy.

But the force of the bull had slammed the canine forward, yanking his balls with him until the rope caught them. The force of the rope pulling sharply back on his balls yanked his sheath back so far that his cock became fully visible for a second before his body rocked backwards again. But the pain in his testes was blinding; he saw stars and screamed, barely getting any air past his partner's cock deep in his throat. That was the last of the air in his lungs. Things began to go black.

"Lick his dick!" Jack urged. "Get Number Three off so he can deflate!"
The instructions were hazy, but Number Four heard something about licking. There was something big in his mouth that made his tongue hard to move, but he dutifully licked it the best he could. Lick, lick, lick, as darkness closed in over him.

He felt something suddenly shoot down his throat, and the thing in this mouth yanked itself back as Jack forcibly dragged Number Three off of him. He gasped, filling his lungs. His head pounded with the most horrendous headache, but as soon as he began to be able to see again, he was overcome with the most terrible pain in his balls. It hurt so badly that he threw up and leaned back, trying to ease the pain, yet it would not subside.

"Are you ready to recant?" Jack asked.

The canine nodded, trying unsuccessfully to move into fetal position.

"Say it," Jack said lowly. "Say, Praise be to Mysto!"
"Praise…be to…Mysto," Number Four gasped.

"Thank you, Master, for showing me the error of my ways!"
"Thank…you, Master…for"—the dog panted in pain and exertion—"showing me the error…of my ways."
"Are you ever going to use any name other than slave numbers and Cunt to describe your fellow slaves again?"
The German shepherd shook his head violently. "No, Master! I swear! Never!" he panted.

"Good." Jack turned to Cunt. "Your turn to punish him. Number One, get up here to help."
"But I—" Number Four protested.

"You will be glad to receive punishment deemed fit by Mysto and your Master," Jack interrupted him as Cunt and Number One arrived.

"Number One, hold him forward. Make him tug on those balls."
The fox grinned sadistically and pulled hard on the weakened German shepherd, eliciting a continuous whine.

"Cunt," Jack said with a tight smile, "I want you to kick him in the balls."
"What?!" Number Four cried, looking back in panic as Number One struggled to keep him still.

"As hard as you can."
Cunt looked green, and he looked pleadingly at his Master for some degree of reprieve.
"It's you or him," Jack replied. "You can do as told, or I can kick you in the balls and then punish you all for your disobedience.

"After the way you laid into me, don't you dare pussy out now!" Number Three growled.

Ooh! And it's your former partner who's about to get kicked in the balls! Jack gloated to himself. "That's the spirit, Number Three!"
It wouldn't do to sit and think about it. Cunt stood behind Number Four, out of view, gritted his teeth, let out a shout, and kicked the dog in the balls as hard as he could.

The dog slammed forward, his balls stretched so hard that they were visibly longer than they had been before. He howled in pain before passing out.

Jack shook his head. "Always passing out. That won't do." He took some smelling salts from the table and put them under the dog's nose. He awoke with a start and immediately began whining uncontrollably.

"Get back to your bunks," Jack ordered the slaves.

Numbers Two and Three and Cunt quickly got out of there as fast as they could. Number One hesitated. "M–Master?" he asked.

"What?" Jack asked flatly.

"Well, I wanted to punish him, too…" the fox pleaded.

Jack smiled coolly. "Oh, right. Hmm." He cocked his head. "You can suck him off."
"Huh?" the fox asked, disbelieving.

"Trust me, getting off right now will be the worst experience for him," Jack replied.

The fox grinned wickedly and got under the dog. As soon as his mouth was wrapped around Number Four's cock, Jack reached down and grabbed the fox by the balls, squeezing them hard. The fox cried out in pain.

"Don't you dare stop punishing him," Jack said icily. "You wanted so badly to punish him, after all."
"I can't—I can't—" the fox gasped.

"I will tell you what punishment to administer, and when I tell you to go to your bunk, that's exactly what I mean!" the horse bellowed, squeezing even harder. "Now you suck that cock until it spits in your mouth. Then you thank Number Four for giving you a reason for me to let you go, and get your ass to your bunk!"
Whimpering, the fox began to lick and suck the dog's cock, desperate for him to get off quickly so he could be released from Jack's iron fist.
The dog whined all the harder as he felt his body try to contract his already aching balls. But the fox was relentless, sucking his cock with desperate need for relief, and it didn't take long before the dog's knot filled the fox's mouth, tying them together.
Jack released the fox's balls and Number Four.

"Now get to your bunk," he barked and then watched as the two of them dragged each other—one by the mouth, one by the cock—back to the bunk room.

Jack followed them in and locked everybody except Number Four up. As soon as the German shepherd deflated, Jack grabbed him, took him to the feed stall, and hooked him up, slamming the door behind him.

"Go to sleep!" Jack ordered before going back to his alcove.
"Cunt, come nurse my cock," Jack said, lying on the bed. The horse quickly did as told, curling up beside him on the bed and nursing his cock as Jack rubbed his temples. "You slaves will be the death of me," he said. "Believe it or not, I don't actually like punishing you all the time. Sometimes, I even like rewarding you."
He reached down, stuck his finger in the white horse's ass, and began rubbing his prostate. The horse gasped and moaned around his cock until seminal fluid drooled out of him.

"Good boy," Jack said, wiping his finger on his slave's buttock. "Now get in your cell."
As Laxus stepped off the bed, Jack stroked his cock twice, aimed, and shot all over him, then locked his cell and went upstairs.

"Jaaack, have you milked your slave lately?" Mysto asked as Jack walked in.

"Yes, Mysto, just now," Jack replied, frowning. "Why?"
"It's important to keep his sexual health up," Mysto replied, "Always take good care of your slaves so they can remain healthy."
"Yes, Master," Jack replied.

"How did training Number Two go?"
"He…came around, last second," Jack replied wryly.
"Good. I trust you have his utmost devotion now? " Mysto asked.

The horse nodded. "I made him do a bull ball torture to Number Four."
Mysto grinned wickedly. "Excellent! I'm sure he hated to do that to one of his cronies."
"He did. I saw him crying in his bunk before I came up."
Mysto stroked his chin thoughtfully. "You know, we can use his species' particular…quirks…to our advantage." He looked at Jack. "Bring him to me tomorrow. It's time we started building the army."
Jack raised his eyebrows. "What did you have in mind?"
"Just leave it to me, inquisitive horse," Mysto said, patting his head. "But when I'm through with him, you'll have a new weapon in your arsenal."
Jack grinned. "I'm excited already!"
"Good. Then come make love to me and show me how much you appreciate my help," Mysto said, leading the way to the bedroom.
Jack's heart skipped a beat, and he practically skipped off after his master.

Mysto lay on his back, his wings spread wide over the whole bed. Jack swallowed hard with anticipation and crawled on top of his master. Careful not to lean on his master’s wings, the horse reached up to tenderly caress his master’s lips. Dragon and horse’s sheaths twitched, but that wasn’t important just yet.
Mysto gazed into his slave’s eyes, which looked back at him filled with adoration, respect, and love. Jack looked into his master’s eyes, which reflected the same. After as much cruelty as he had meted, the tenderness was too much for Jack. He closed his eyes as tears fell to land on Mysto’s chest.
"I—I’m sorry," he said, wiping his eyes and trying to laugh it off.
Mysto pulled his slave to his chest and stroked his shoulder. "It’s hard to be a hard-ass all the time, isn’t it?" he asked.
Jack nodded. "I’m a lover, not a fighter," he murmured. "Don’t get me wrong; I really appreciate you making me strong enough to exact vengeance on those worthless excuses for life, but"—he sighed—"yeah, it is hard." He shook his head. "And it still won’t bring Ebony back."
Mysto hugged him with both arms, wrapping his wings protectively around his slave. "No, it won’t," he said sadly.
Jack looked up and saw that his master’s eyes were wet. He swallowed. "Who did you lose?" he asked hesitantly.
Mysto looked at him and started to shake his head, but—No, it would feel better to share. He took a deep breath and let it out slowly.
"Alyssa," he said softly, the word seeming to cut through his chest at its utterance. He squeezed his eyes closed, a lump forming in his throat too big to speak.
Jack hugged his master and kissed his cheek tenderly. "Who was she?" he asked, gently encouraging his master.
"My daughter," Mysto replied. A heaving sob wracked his body as he hugged Jack tightly to him. Though his eyes were closed, tears flowed steadily down his cheeks, streaking them with glistening lines of deeply repressed sorrow.
Jack held his master, riding out the strongest wave of emotion he’d ever felt his master express. This went on for some minutes until Mysto let out a heavy sigh and recomposed himself.
"What...happened to her?" the horse asked gently.
"She was raped," Mysto replied, his voice flat. "She died of her injuries."
"Oh!" Jack gasped. "No..."
"I was at work," Mysto continued, his voice sounding almost dazed, as if after all this time, he still didn’t believe what had happened. "My husband called me."
"Your husband?" Jack asked, startled.
Mysto grew silent. Abruptly he cried out, "Oh, Andrew, it wasn’t your fault!" Another sob wracked his body, and Jack held him closely.
"He took her to school just like he always did. There was a...a stranger on the playground at recess. She knew better—I don’t know what he said to make her forget all of the warnings we’d both given her—but he lured her away."
He paused, trying to regain his composure.
"She didn’t show up when Andrew went to pick her up. The school thought he’d come to get her early and had forgotten to sign her out. That had happened a couple of times." He swallowed hard. "By the time we called the police, it was already too late. They found her body in a culvert"—he slammed the bed with his fist—"WITH THAT FUCKER’S FLUIDS DRIPPING OUT OF EVERY HOLE!"
In a burst of fury, the dragon threw Jack to the floor and began savagely hitting the shocked horse over and over again until he lacked the energy to hit him even once more. He collapsed in a sobbing heap.
Jack knelt on the floor, wrapped his arms around his master, and held the sobbing dragon to his chest.
"Shh," he said, rocking gently. "It’s okay; I’m here." 
Mysto sobbed in reply as Jack continued to hold and rock him.
"I was the stronger of the two of us," the dragon said at last, his voice numb. "Andrew blamed himself. If only he had always remembered to check her out when he took her for her appointments, the school would have known something was up right away!" Mysto’s chest heaved. "He couldn’t take the guilt. I found him hanging from the rafters in the living room. He left a note with only two words in it: ‘I’m sorry.’"
This doesn’t feel better; this HURTS! The dragon hugged Jack, desperate to get some relief from these feelings that made his whole body ache with suffocating sadness.
"Oh, Master," Jack whispered, "I’m so...so sorry." I’ve been blinded by my own hurt; I had never conceived of how badly he must be hurting, too. "What did you do?" he asked, hoping to get Mysto’s mind off the awful tragedy.
"I was a structural engineer and an architect," Mysto replied, "and I buried myself in my work for a while. I designed the civic center while grieving the loss of my family."
"That was you?" Jack asked. "It’s beautiful!"
Mysto gave a half-smile. "Thank you," he said. "It was—in my own way—a monument to them. I gave up all of my pay for the project to have the dedication to them inscribed on the cornerstone." He shook his head. "But after that, my heart wasn’t in it anymore. I couldn’t overcome how wrong it was. I wanted revenge, but I was too late."
Jack looked at him questioningly.
The dragon sighed. "When he was found guilty, the fucker hanged himself in his cell. He took my daughter, my husband, and my right to avenge myself on him!" 
His fists and jaw clenched, and fire burned in his red eyes. He took a few deep breaths and forced himself to relax.
"When I found out he’d offed himself, I was overcome with the most overwhelming anger. I let it consume my grief because it didn’t hurt as badly to be angry as it did to grieve. I started my final design and built it myself: your dungeon."
Jack swallowed, counting backwards in his head. "The civic center was finished fifteen years ago," he said.
"Yes," Mysto nodded icily, "I’ve been planning this for that long." 
His features softened as he looked at his slave watching him with worry and genuine concern. He gave a faint smile and squeezed Jack’s bicep affectionately and sighed. 
"I began studying psychology; I wanted to get into the head of people like the creep who stole my life, to understand what made them tick. I got my degree, got my therapy certification, and began seeing them and hearing it straight from their own mouths." 
His sneer returned. 
"But the more of them I saw, the more I realized I hated them. It no longer mattered to me what the reason was, and so many of them professed that they were innocent or just doing what their victims wanted, even when their victims were shown to be desperately trying to escape and in pain while they abused them."
"I remember Number One’s video," Jack replied.
Mysto nodded. "He was caught red-handed and recorded. I’m not so lucky with most of them." He shook his head. "And those assholes in the judiciary and police force started turning a blind eye to it." He scoffed, "I cannot believe that they would put money over an innocent and often defenseless fur’s life like that! They deserve to suffer just as much as the sexual fiends themselves!" Jack nodded, and the dragon smiled wanly. "And then there was you," he said. "I was ready to list you among all of those assholes until I realized that you were telling the truth. I found a bit of a kindred spirit, just a decade and a half behind. I’ve helped get you up to my level, and in some ways, you’ve surpassed me. I know the ache is still fresh for you where I’ve had 15 years to try to get used to it. And that’s where we’ll help each other. We’ve both been fucked over, and it’s time we fuck back—hard."
Now Jack’s jaw clenched, too, and he nodded determinedly. "They deserve every bit of suffering we can give them," he said, his desire to inflict pain suddenly replenished.
"Yes, they do," Mysto replied, standing, "but first, we deserve a bit of the love and affection we’ve been denied."
Jack smiled as he stood and hugged his master. The two went back to the bed, and again Jack leaned forward to caress his master’s lips with his own. Mysto kissed back passionately, squeezing Jack’s shoulders as the horse’s prick emerged and pressed against him. The dragon moved his hips slightly, and his slave's cock entered him. Both sighed in passionate bliss, allowing themselves to give in to their desperate need to feel close to someone else. And as Jack began to stroke into his master with even more love, admiration, and devotion than before, both felt hot, cathartic tears of joy stream down their faces that they could share this moment with a kindred spirit. When they climaxed, they did it together, dragon and horse, master and slave stepping together across the threshold into their afterglow.
Wow, shit, Jack thought as he went back downstairs. No wonder the guy hates these guys! The very idea of what had happened to Mysto's daughter made his blood boil, and he was sorely tempted to take it out on Number One. However, he had Cunt for that, and besides, he had to get Number Two delivered to Mysto.
At least I got a great night's sleep, he thought to himself, reminiscing on how the dragon felt curled up against him as they slept. He sighed wistfully as he reached the bottom of the stairs, wishing he was still at the top of them.

The show must go on. He shook his head and set his jaw.
He walked into his alcove.
"Time to get up, Cunt," he said, opening the cell door unceremoniously. He felt weird; part of him wanted to castrate his slave right then and there for taking Ebony away, but part of him wanted to cuddle up next to him to recreate the feeling he felt with Mysto. As soon as the Laxus walked out, however, Jack quickly decided neither was a suitable option.

"We're going to have to give you a bath," he muttered aloud, grimacing and shaking his head. "Come, Cunt. We need to get everybody fed."
The white horse—if he could be called white, as not a single hair was left that color after the blood, piss, and cum he'd been exposed to over the last few days—dutifully followed at Jack's heels.

"Rise and shine, slaves," Jack said, striding into the bunkroom and releasing the slaves one-by-one. "I don't want to have to punish you all today, so do as you're told. Number Two, lead the blessing today."
He whistled shrilly, making all the slaves jump before they quickly began moving towards the mess hall.
"Um, Master," Number Two said lowly to Jack. "Please don't punish the others, but—"
"But what, slave?" Jack asked testily.

"I—I don't know if I remember the blessing word-for-word, Master," the bull said awkwardly, sweat beading along his thick neck. "I had received your just punishment after Number Three was instated as feeder and did not hear the blessing." He swallowed several times, his mouth dry. "Please, punish me, not them!"
Jack frowned, looking at the bull thoughtfully for some time. Sweat continued to trickle down the bull's chest as his chest heaved in fear.

"Number Three!" Jack barked, and the wolf jumped. "Instruct Number Two on the correct blessing!"
The wolf began to sweat, too. "I—Master, I've only heard it once."
Jack put his hand on the bridge of his nose and squeezed. "All right," he said, sighing. "Cunt!"
"Praise be to Mysto, who in his grace has given us this feeder to nourish us!" the horse blurted.

Jack blinked in surprise. "Very good, Cunt," he said. He gave the others a hard look. "Did you get that?"
"Yes, Master!" the chorused.

"Good. Number One, eat up."
The fox hurriedly went to the dispenser, offered praise to Mysto, and sucked until Number Four screamed from inside the feed stall. Number One let go of the dispenser, his jaw slack as he glanced nervously from the door to Jack.

"Don't stop," Jack growled. "His punishment from yesterday continues. I'm sure his balls ache every time he gets off, and he deserves every bit of it."
The fox resumed—not without a sense of schadenfreude as his once-rival got punished once again—eliciting another scream and a tiny drop of cum on his tongue. He frowned disappointedly and started to suck again, but a glance at Jack quickly got him moving to the end of the line.

"Number Two," Jack prompted.

The bull dared not argue, and as much as he hated to inflict further pain on the German shepherd, he had his own testes to consider. He stepped up to the dispenser and started to put his lips on it.

"Praise—" Number One blurted.

The bull caught himself just in time. "Praise be to Mysto," he said and began sucking.

"Wow, that sounds really good when you say it," Jack said aloud, admiring the bull's deep voice.

Another agonized scream came from the feed stall, and Number Two winced as another insipid drop of canine spunk touched his tongue.

"Number Three," Jack barked. The wolf opened his mouth to protest but instead offered praise to Mysto and took his turn.

Cunt was last, but even as the dog's cum touched his tongue, his stomach growled.

"Another round, everyone!" Jack ordered. He smirked. "In a sense, you've all helped to punish Number Four after all."
One-by-one, they took their turns, and at last Jack opened the door to the feed stall. The German shepherd's balls were black and blue and hung several inches below him. His body was matted with sweat, and he sagged against his restraints.
Jack shook his head. "This won't do, Number Four," he said grimly. He reached in and took the dog out. "Number One," he said, gesturing his head.

"M—me, Master?" the fox protested. "But I've been good—"
"And you will be glad to nourish your fellow slaves," Jack interrupted him. "Get busy eating; they will be extra hungry at lunchtime.

The fox sulked but stepped of his own power into the feed stall, wincing as Jack shoved the stimulator up his ass and shuddering as the milker was fitted to him.

"These are just to help you hold still," Jack said, latching the manacles closed around the fox's limbs. "There's a good slave," he said, patting the fox on the head. "Be a good role model to the others in there." With that, he closed the door.

"The rest of you, get into the shower," Jack ordered. "You, too, Cunt," he said when the horse hesitated. "Especially you." The horse scurried off, and Jack followed behind them.

The room was large, with locker room-style column shower heads evenly spaced throughout the space.

"Get under a head," Jack ordered, and each of the slaves got under his own column. Jack shook his head. "No reason to be bashful," he snorted. "You've all shared fluids at this point; you might as well share a shower, too." The slaves quickly gathered around Number Four, and Jack turned on the cold water.

"I want you each to clean the fur to your left," Jack said. "If that fur is not clean, he will be punished, so make sure you get him very clean."
Not wanting to be the source of more misery for their fellow slaves, each fur reached for the one to his left, and in so doing, they ended up walking in a circle.
Jack sighed and rolled his eyes skyward. "Be still. Number Two, begin cleaning Number Three."
The bull quickly grabbed the wolf and started scrubbing his back. Matted blood from the lashes, cum, and piss stained the water from him orange. Both of them shivering, the bull continued scrubbing vigorously as the wolf winced and gasped in pain as Number Two's strong hands probed every sore and scabbed-over place.

"Are you finished?" Jack asked at length. 

The bull swallowed and nodded.

"Are you sure?" Jack asked. "If I stick my finger up his ass…"
"No!" Number Two cried. "No, I—I'm sorry, Master; I didn't understand that you meant inside, too. Please allow me to finish cleaning him properly."
Jack nodded, and Number Two gave Number Three an apologetic look as he shoved his hand up the wolf's ass and began scrubbing from the inside out. The wolf shuddered in a strange combination of ecstasy and pain as the bull used him as a sock puppet.

Grimacing with distaste, the bull rinsed off his arm and nodded. "Finished now, Master," he said.

"Did you clean his sheath?" Jack asked pointedly. "Or between his paw-pads?"
The bull paled. "N—no, Master."
"Are you trying to get him punished?"
The bull swallowed. "No, Master!"
"Then finish the job properly," Jack ordered, "and use your tongue."
Number Two flipped the wolf around and took his sheath into his mouth, quickly poking his tongue into it. The rough tongue made the wolf wince, but Number Two pinned him down. "It's for your own good!" he grunted as he licked and slurped the wolf's cock all over and pulled back the sheath to make sure it was good and clean. Finally, he rinsed it in the cold water, making the wolf gasp and shudder unhappily before he moved to his feet.
The wolf struggled hard as Number Two began to lick between his paw-pads. The bull's tongue made him giggle uncontrollably and then thrash violently. Number Two grabbed his foot in both hands and licked it thoroughly, running his tongue between each pair of toes as the wolf continued to writhe.

Who knew bathing could be so miserable? Jack grinned wickedly to himself.

Finally the bull was finished, and he let Number Three go, glancing nervously at Jack.

"Well?" the horse demanded.

The bull bit his lip. "Have I forgotten anything else, Master?" he asked nervously.

"Have you?" Jack asked pointedly.

The bull looked hard at the wolf and then licked inside his ears, making the wolf shudder in disgust.

"No, Master," Number Two said, grimacing, "I think I've gotten every part of him."
Jack nodded. "Good. Number Three, clean Number Four."
And so it went around the group. Matted, stinking fur became clean, bowels were forcibly cleaned out, and every square inch of the slaves' bodies was carefully cleaned by another. At last, they were ready for inspection. Jack lined them up facing him and walked down the line, looking them over like pieces of furniture undergoing quality inspection. All the while, he poked, prodded, raised arms, and demanded that legs and tails be spread. Then he made them turn around, and he did it all over again, being sure to shove his fist up each one of their asses.

"Satisfactory," he said, and the slaves let out a collective sigh of relief.

"Get to your bunkroom," Jack ordered. "Lick each other dry."
The slaves began to leave. "Number Two and Cunt, come with me," he said.
Locking Numbers Three and Four in their bunks so they could follow his instructions, Jack led the others to the stairs.

"Mysto has summoned you, Number Two," Jack said, his voice grave, "and I am delivering you to him. Cunt, you're coming to service me while I watch what Mysto has in store for him."
The bull's stomach turned, and it was with leaden hooves that he ascended the stairs ahead of Jack and behind Cunt.

"Ah, Jack," Mysto said, smiling. The horse did a double-take; his master wore white satin and seemed to glow with his own light. As he rose, he seemed to float over in an almost angelic manner.

My gosh, he's definitely taken the "holy savior" role to heart! 

"Jack, why do you cover yourself?" Mysto asked, frowning.

The horse swallowed. "I"—he glanced at his slaves—"I didn't want to be seen aroused by you, Master," he admitted. Cunt and Number Two exchanged glances. Although they kept their mouths still, Jack could tell from the looks in their eyes that they were laughing, and his face burned with embarrassment.

"Uncover yourself this instant!" Mysto ordered.

Jack did as told, putting his hands behind his back and exposing his throbbing cock.

"There is a lesson to be learned here," Mysto said gravely, addressing Jack.

The horse took a breath and let it out; he was not looking forward to being punished in front of his slaves.

"This," Mysto said, gesturing to Jack and addressing his slaves, "is the way a slave should greet his master. Look at how devoted he is to me! His body yearns for me to use him, begs to be one with mine!" He beamed and put his hands on Jack's shoulders. "You make me very happy, my slave," he said, smiling and kissing the horse's cheek. "However, I have other things to attend to. Number Two," he said, beckoning to the bull, who glanced nervously at Jack, "Come. We have work to do."
Jack nodded, and the bull dutifully followed the angelic dragon into the bedroom.

Just before he disappeared, Mysto said to Jack, "have Cunt take care of you, and then both of you come in here."
Jack nodded as Mysto closed the door, and gestured to his cock.

Cunt's face burned with embarrassment at having been indirectly ordered by a third party to blow his master, but he dutifully did as ordered, dropped to his knees, and began nursing the stallion's cock while Jack impatiently thrust into his mouth. It wasn't long before the stud emptied himself and ordered his slave to his feet. The two quickly went to the door and opened it quietly.

"Ah, Jack, you're just in time," Mysto said, sitting on the bed and looking intently at Number Two. 

The bull stood with his arms chained to the ceiling. His body appeared relaxed. His eyes were open but glazed over.
"You need to train your slave to get you off faster, though," the dragon added, giving a reproachful glance at Cunt.

Jack and his slave exchanged glances.

"Now's as good a time as any," Mysto said, returning his attention to the bull. "Jack, have your slave come and nurse Number Two."
"Get to it," Jack said, inclining his head.
The white horse quickly prostrated himself at the bull's feet and began sucking his cock. The bull sighed and gasped, his prick quickly filling the horse's mouth. His balls contracted.

"No, no, no!" Mysto cried, stopping the horse just as Number Two was about to cum. 

The bull moaned and whimpered as the horse's mouth was withdrawn.

"You need to stroke his entire length with your tongue, bobbing up and down and swirling!" Mysto ordered.

Cunt went to follow instructions, and Mysto smacked him on top of his head with his tablet. "Wait until he relaxes!"
The bull continued to whimper, but his cock slowly retreated back to its sheath.

"Begin!" Mysto ordered.

Cunt began again, being careful to stroke the bull's entire length and swirl his head around the bovine prick as he was told to do. Once again, the bull got within a hair trigger of orgasm, and Mysto began yelling.

"You dense slave!" Mysto cried. "Flick your tongue against the tip of his dick!" He shook his head. "Again!"
Cunt waited this time for the bull's erection to subside and then began again, this time bobbing his tongue up and down, swirling, and flicking his tongue against the bull's sensitive tip. Number Two got aroused far faster this time and nearly shot off before Mysto again began screaming.

"Tongue his balls!" the dragon ordered.

Again the horse tried, but was corrected with, "Hum on his dick!"
"Grasp the base of his cock! Deep-throat and swallow! Cover your teeth with your lips!" 

The critiques seemed endless. Every time, the bull was brought to near-orgasm, and every time he was denied it. Although Number Two's eyes were still glazed, his body was now tense, and he mooed almost constantly in frustrated lust.

Mysto snapped his fingers, and the bull blinked and looked around, huffing in exertion.

"How do you feel?" Mysto asked him.

The bull looked at Jack for permission. Jack nodded, and Number Two replied, "Horny, Master."
"Are you, now?" Mysto asked, smiling faintly. He gestured towards the bull with his head. "Jack, go unchain him."
Jack rose and quickly unchained Number Two's arms. The bull rubbed his wrists and looked awkwardly at the two Masters.

"Remember that feeling," Mysto ordered, snapping again.

Number Two blinked and looked disoriented a moment. Mysto went to a corner of the room, picked up a bucket, and tossed the contents on the bull.
The bull's eyes went wide, and he quickly held himself as the ice-water chilled him instantly.

"How do you feel now?" Mysto asked.

The bull's teeth chattered. "C—cold, Master," he replied, holding himself for warmth.

"I see," Mysto said with a smile. "But how do you feel during breeding season?" he asked.

The bull's eyes went wide and suddenly focused with laser-like intensity on Cunt. All of the pent-up lust and desperate need to get off suddenly rushed to the front of his mind. He forgot being cold; all that mattered was getting himself off. Without thinking, he charged the horse, who looked at him and then at Jack for help and then back—but too late. The bull grabbed him, threw him to the ground and rocketed himself up into the horse's ass, cumming instantly and dismounting as Cunt cried out in pain at being so violently and brutally stabbed by the sharp prick. But before he could react, the bull was on him again, launching his prick once more into the horse.

"Oh, my!" Jack gasped, watching as the bull raped his slave again and again.

"Wicked, isn't it?" Mysto beamed. "I'm rather proud of that one."
"Will he ever stop?" Jack asked, watching the bull go in for round six.

"Eventually he'll wear himself out," Mysto replied as the bull dismounted.

"Master! Help!" Cunt begged weakly as the bull plowed into him again.

"No," Jack replied. "This is your punishment for being a lousy cock-sucker. Hopefully this will encourage you to do better in the future!"
By the tenth time Number Two pulverized his ass, Cunt's screaming had died down to exhausted, strained whimpering. Number Two dismounted again, blinked, and fell over on his side, snoring.

"Be sure to use it regularly," Mysto instructed his slave. "The more he does it, the better his stamina will be." He raised his eyebrows appreciatively. "Ten times for his first go isn't too bad."
Jack smiled grimly. Mysto was right: he had a new weapon to use against large groups of disobedient slaves. "Thank you, Master," he said, kissing Mysto on the mouth. "I will make sure to use him again today before bedtime."
"Good," Mysto replied as the horse picked up the slaves, one on each shoulder. "And Jack," he added as the horse turned to leave, "today we get some new recruits."
The horse smiled wickedly. "I'll be ready," he said.

Jack quickly dropped Number Two off in his bed and chained him up before dropping Cunt in his cell and locking it closed. The poor horse's coat was mostly white, but around his backside was streaked with red and off-white. Both slaves immediately passed out while Numbers Three and Four looked at Number Two curiously.
"Don't worry," Jack said with a smile that sent chills down both their spines, "you'll find out soon enough. Get Cunt to tell you when he wakes up."
He checked the time and shook his head. "It's not time for lunch, yet, so I'm going to leave you all here. I have work to do. Be good."
He disappeared back upstairs, got an abbreviated workout in, and joined Mysto in the car.

"What do we have this time?" he asked the dragon.

"A couple of lions," Mysto replied, "twin brothers who like to double-team drunken bar flies."
Jack grinned.

"Be careful this time, Jack: they're both pretty strong, and they see me together."
"I like a challenge," the horse replied, flexing.

"How about let me actually hypnotize them this time?" Mysto said pointedly.

"Oh, right," the horse chuckled sheepishly, and Mysto patted his face. Jack frowned. "Then what do you need me for?" he asked.
Mysto chuckled. "Muscle. Somebody's got to haul their asses into the car."
They drove to the office, and Jack sat down, waiting on Mysto to show the clients in. Moments later, the door opened, and two lions entered ahead of Mysto, laughing like frat boys and high-fiving each other.

"This is Jack," Mysto said, introducing the horse.

The lions stopped abruptly, looking at him suspiciously. "What's he doing here?" one asked. 

"Jack is a fellow psychiatrist, here to ask you some questions, Richard," Mysto replied calmly. "Jack, this is Richard—"
"Just call him, 'Dick'," his brother replied, high-fiving him.

"—and this is his brother, William."
"Just call him, 'Willy'," Dick chimed in. 

Again, the brothers high-fived each other. Jack instantly hated them both.

"Please sit down," Mysto said, gesturing to the couch and taking a seat himself.
The two lions looked at each other, shrugged, and sat down. Jack leaned forward, looking very professional in his suit and tie.
"Now, I'd like to know why you're both here," he said, taking up his pen.

"This is off the record, right?" Willy asked.

"Of course," Mysto replied. "Jack is a pupil of mine"—it wasn't a complete lie—"and I'm having him perform some basic exercises."
The lions shrugged again. "The courts have no sense of humor," Dick said.

"Yeah," Willy chimed in. "We're just out getting some sweet pussy"—they high-fived—"and then the cops show up and haul us away."
"Dissembling is a way to tell half-truths while not admitting fault," Mysto explained to Jack.

"Hey, we're not dissembling!" Willy protested. "We told it like it was!"
"Your court case says that you used GHB on the fur who owned that 'pussy' after she told you both to, quote, 'fuck off,'" Mysto said, reading from his notes and looking at them expectantly.

"Hey, a few roofies never hurt anybody!" Dick said. "We just needed to help her get into the mood."
"Aww, yeah!" Willie laughed, high-fiving his brother. "And then she got Dick and Willy!"
Dick nodded. "Dick in her mouth and Willy in her pussy."
"And then there was the one who stumbled out of the bar and you two picked up in a cab, took her home, and fucked her while she was passed out on your couch before dumping her back outside the bar three hours later," Mysto said.

"Aww, snap," Dick said, looking at Willie. "Dry Bertha. Remember her?"
Willy grimaced in distaste. "Yeah, we had to spit in her so many times to get her wet enough to fuck her."
"And then you double-teamed her, both came inside of her, and dumped her," Mysto finished.

"Yeah, all that, too," Dick nodded.

"And do you feel any remorse over this?" Jack asked, careful to hide the fury that threatened to make him bash their skulls together.

The two looked at each other.

"Yeah," Dick said.

"We wish we hadn't gotten caught," Willy added.

They high-fived.

"Most of my clients claim they didn't do it or that they were just doing what the victim wanted," Mysto said, "but these two actually seem proud of their achievements. Is that right?"
"You bet! Man, we scored so much sweet pussy in the bars!" Willy exulted.

Mysto nodded and glanced at Jack, who nodded imperceptibly.

"I want to do an exercise with you two," Mysto said. "It works on some of my clients to help them relax, to be more open to suggestion."
The lions quit high-fiving and fixated on him. Their bodies became limp, and their eyes glazed over.

"Boy, is it hot in here?" Jack asked, motioning like he was going to take off his shirt. The lions looked at each other slowly, nodded, and took off their shirts.

Jack and Mysto exchanged glances and grinned.

"What is that you've been drinking, William?" Mysto asked. "Oh, I think you've roofied your own drink!"
"And Richard," Jack chimed in, "you've had about six too many! How can you possibly sit up like that?"
William's body immediately went completely limp, and his body slumped to the floor. Dick was suddenly having trouble keeping his eyes open and looked like the room was spinning.

Dragon and horse stood and advanced on the "intoxicated" felines.

Mysto bent down and unzipped William's jeans and slipped them off.

"Wha—what are you doing?" he asked, barely coherent.

"Getting some nice pussy," Mysto replied wryly.

"Ungh," William protested, weakly lifting his arms to protest.

"Now, now," Mysto said, throwing him on his belly over the futon.

"No…" the lion said dazedly.

Meanwhile, Jack had likewise relieved Dick of his pants as the lion continued to try to get the world to stop spinning.

"I am so drunk," he said, dropping to kneel on the ground while putting his hands on the couch for support.

"Yeah, and I'm gonna get some nice, drunk pussy," Jack replied, picking the lion up by the legs.

"Whoa, hey!" the lion cried drunkenly, but he needed his arms on the couch to avoid his face smashing into it. He tried ineffectually to look over his shoulder.

"Here's to getting some good pussy!" Mysto said, winking at Jack. The two high-fived, and plunged into their victims.

Screams erupted from the lions' mouths as their virgin asses were drilled by ribbed dragon and huge horse cocks. Mysto and Jack were relentless in being as rough as they could, deliberately missing a few times, stabbing roughly into the tender asses, and manhandling the lions' malehoods. The satisfaction of giving these two their comeuppance made it unfortunately easy to get off, though.
"Date swap!" Mysto cried, and they exchanged lions.

"Ooh, sloppy seconds feel great!" Jack exulted, feeling Mysto's cum running out of William's ass and lubricating his dick as he plowed into him.

"Oh, fuck, yeah!" Mysto replied as he squeezed a blob of Jack's cum out of Dick's ass.

The two high-fived again as they buried themselves in their respective lions and shot their second loads.

"Sweet satisfaction," Mysto said, dropping Dick and getting dressed.

"Yeah," Jack spat, zipping up his cum-stained slacks.

"A word about carrying them out," Mysto said. 

Jack stopped and looked at him. 

"We want them to have the full experience, so let's make sure you drag them out by their feet and roughly toss them into the back seat rather than your usual way of tossing them over your shoulder."
Jack shrugged and grinned. Taking one leg of each of the lions, he dragged them out the back door and straight into Mysto's car, tossing them in the back seat like bales of hay. The hypnotized lions groaned and whimpered as they landed on each other.

By the time Jack was finished, Mysto joined him outside, and they went home.

"I've had my fun with them," Mysto said as soon as they got back. "Go ahead and take them straight down for initiation. It'll be time for them to eat anyway. As soon as you've got them ready to go, snap your fingers to bring them out of it."
Jack nodded, tossed them over his shoulders, and carried them downstairs.

He got downstairs and stopped, forgetting them momentarily. Numbers Three and Four all lay on the ground, exhausted and gasping, and Number Two was out cold.

"What the hell?!" Jack bellowed.

"I'm sorry, Master!" Cunt called.

"Cunt, what the fuck happened?" Jack demanded, walking to his alcove.

"They asked about Number Two, Master, and I told them what Mysto said about…you know…the season."
"The season," Jack murmured to himself as he unlocked the cage. "Oh!" he said, getting it. He frowned suddenly. "You were able to trigger him?" he asked quizzically.

"I think so, Master," Cunt replied. He looked up at Jack and sighed. "I guess you're going to punish me, huh?" he asked.

Jack shook his head. "No. You were doing exactly what I hinted that you should do." 

He stroked his chin thoughtfully. "I'm curious why Mysto would let you trigger him, though."
Suddenly he glanced down at the white horse's throbbing prick and raised his eyebrows. "Happy to see me?" he chuckled.

"M—Mysto said that was the way a slave should greet his master," Cunt replied nervously.

For once, Jack smiled at his slave without any malice intended and patted him on the shoulder. "That's a good slave," he said. "But right now, we have work to do. Help me get these two restrained."
With the extra help, restraining the two lions was quick work.

"Up," Jack ordered the rest of the slaves. Number Two awoke and blinked groggily. Numbers Three and Four winced, their asses hurting from the brutal onslaught.

"I see you've experienced Number Two's new skill," Jack chuckled. "Don't piss me off, or I'll make him do it again! But enough about that. We have fresh meat. I'm sure I don't need to remind you all that any infraction they make will be held against you all," he warned. "You'd best make sure they don't fuck up."
With that, he snapped his fingers, and the two lions came to with a start.

"Whoa, shit!" William cried, seeing his naked body.

"What the fuck?!" Dick gasped, unable to move his hands more than a few inches.

"Welcome!" Jack boomed, smiling cruelly at them.
"Oh, fuck you, man!" Dick snarled, taking a step forward.

He landed flat on his face.

"Dumbass," Jack said, shaking his head and hauling the lion up easily by the shoulders.

"Now, let me introduce myself and those around you," the horse continued. "I am Master, and—"
"No, you are shithead!" William spat.

Before he could do anything, the slaves were all on him, beating him savagely.

"Enough!" Jack ordered, and the slaves immediately backed off.

"—And these are my slaves," Jack finished, smiling. "I would listen very carefully if I were you."
William winced as Jack hauled him to his feet again. Richard's eyes went wide, looking at how ferociously the slaves had beaten up his brother in just a few seconds. Both fell silent and listened to him. 
"You are slaves now." He looked at Richard. "You are Number Five." He looked at William. "And you are Number Six. If I ever hear any of you use any names other than what I just gave you, I will punish everybody in here." He lowered his voice to a growl. "The other slaves have experienced what it's like to endure my wrath. They do not wish to revisit it. Isn't that right?" he barked.

"Yes, Master!" the slaves chorused emphatically.

"You see? I am your personal Satan, and I will make your life living hell if you do not do exactly as I say. Do not fuck up. If the slaves fail to punish you, I will, and then I will punish them. They will punish you, and it will be brutal. Do I make myself clear?"
The lions looked at each other. "Yes, Master," they chorused.

"Good. Lunch-time."
Jack unlocked the other slaves, and they all stood and waited for his signal. He released the lions from their beds and blew the whistle. The slaves quickly made their way to the mess hall and waited impatiently for the newcomers.

"Come on, we haven't got all day!" Cunt cried.

"Hurry up!" Number Three echoed.

"The slaves are hungry since their last feeder," Jack began, giving Number Four a dirty look, "wasn't up to the task this morning. You're between them and the life-sustaining sustenance they need to survive."
At last the lions made it to the mess hall.

"Number Four, explain!" Jack ordered.

"We say the blessing first," the German shepherd gasped; his testes still hurt, and his ass was still raw. "After that—"
"Say the blessing," Jack demanded.

Number four closed his eyes and took a deep breath.

"What's with him?" Number Six asked.

"He got it wrong last time," Jack replied, "and then he saw fit to insult me. You have done one of those things already and have been punished for it by the other slaves. It was witnessing his punishment that drove them to beat you so savagely." His face contorted into a twisted smile. "Just imagine what horrors I will inflict on you. You'd best pay attention and make sure you get every word right. Isn't that right, Number Four?"
The German shepherd swallowed and nodded.

"Proceed," Jack ordered.

"Praise be to Mysto, who in his grace has given us this feeder to nourish us!" Number Four managed, holding his hands up.

"Praise be to Mysto!" the others chorused.

"Very good," Jack said, looking hard at Numbers Five and Six. "Well?" he demanded.

The two exchanged glances. "Praise be to Mysto," they said.

"You're learning!" Jack said, condescendingly patting their heads. "And now, line up for lunch."
"Praise be to Mysto!" Number Two rumbled.

A gasp came from the feed stall as Number One experienced his first time as feeder.

"Praise be to Mysto!" Number Three said, sucking the straw and being rewarded with a mouthful of fox cum.

"Praise be to Mysto!" Number Four said with an icy smile. He slurped down the fox's cum with satisfaction.

"Praise be to Mysto!" Cunt said, taking his mouthful.

"You're up," Jack prompted Number Five.

"What is that?" the lion asked, grimacing.

"I'm glad you asked!" Jack grinned, opening the door to the feed stall. Number One was trembling and already looked exhausted. "Number One here is your feeder. You suck on the straw, and he gives you a mouthful."
"After you receive your mouthful, you go to the end of the line," Cunt chimed in.

"I'm not eating that!" Number Five protested.

The other slaves all gasped and looked at Jack, unsure whether to beat him or let Jack handle it.

"I was hoping you'd say that," Jack said with a tight smile. "Number One, you're relieved."
He released the fox, who stepped out on wobbly legs to join the others. Number Four looked disappointed.

"In you go," Jack said, picking the lion up, chains and all, and shoving him into the feed stall. In seconds, he had him locked in place and the stimulator and tube attached.

"What the fuck, man?!" Number Five protested. Jack ignored him.
"Unless you want me to let the slaves rough you up again before I make you take his place," Jack growled, "you had better offer praise to Mysto and suck on that straw."
"Dude, you're gonna make me eat my brother's jizz?" Number Six protested.

Jack backhanded him and sent him flying across the room. "You have no brother," he growled, retrieving the lion and shoving him to his knees in front of the dispenser. "Now offer praise to Mysto."
The lion grimaced and said nothing.

"Number Three, why don't you encourage him?" Jack suggested.

The wolf snarled and came up behind the lion, grabbed his balls, and began squeezing. The lion roared in pain, but his roar quickly became a whimper as the wolf continued to squeeze harder and harder.
Jack cocked his head. "It's just four words and a suck," he said evenly. "Repeat after me: 'praise be to Mysto.'"
The lion gritted his teeth, but he was no match for the wolf's steely grip. 

"Praise be to Mysto!" he cried. 

Number Three let him go, and he collapsed onto all fours, panting heavily.
"Was that so hard?" Jack asked mockingly. "Now put your lips on that straw and suck."
Fighting back tears, the lion leaned up and brought his mouth nearly to the straw. He glanced over at his brother, who looked back at him with a growing sense of helpless revulsion, shaking his head pleadingly.
"Suck it," Jack said, grinning wickedly.

The lion took some deep breaths and yelled, "No homo, bro!" then sucked the straw.

His brother gasped and shuddered. It happened so quickly; before Number Six could react, his brother's cum was in his mouth. He started to spit it out, but Jack was on him in a flash, holding his muzzle closed.
"Swallow it," the horse growled.

"Don't you dare waste it!" Number One yelled. "It's hard being a feeder!"
"Psh, like you'd have any idea," Number Two growled.

"Enough!" Jack barked. He returned his attention to Number Six. "What they said: do not waste the food that has been generously given to you thanks to Mysto's grace and the effort of your feeder."
Feeling nauseous, Number Six swallowed, and Number Five looked away in shame.

"All right, dig in!" Jack ordered as the rest began to take their next turns.

"Wow, lion tastes pretty good," Number One said. "Better than bull or wolf."
"Or fox," Number Two remarked.

"How can you say such things?" Number Six protested.

The others scoffed. "You'd better get used to it," Number Three said. "This is all they feed us."
"But that's my brother!" Number Six began.

The others were on him in a flash, and within seconds, they had him pinned down with his ass in the air.

"Cunt, do the honors?" Number One asked.

"Why me?" the horse replied.

"You're the biggest," Jack answered, "and he deserves punishment."
That made sense. Cunt stepped up behind the lion.

"Man, his hole is tiny!" the horse remarked.

"Just get on with it!" Number Two growled, "before Master punishes us all!"
"Okay, okay, yeah," Cunt said, swallowing. He tried to press in, but the lion's ass was too small.

"Oh, for fuck's sake!" Number Three barked. "Get down here, and I'll do it!"
Cunt did as told, pinning the lion's back right leg, and Number Three hunched himself over the lion's ass.

"It's just a quick, hard thrust," Number Three said.

Number Six saw stars as the dog's cock shoved into him and slammed into his inner sphincter.

"All the way," Jack said with grim satisfaction.

The dog pulled back and slammed again. Number Six's voice caught in his throat, but tears streamed down his face.

With another slam, Number Three was fully inside, and his knot quickly inflated.

"Let them go," Jack said sadistically. "He's not going anywhere now. Go back to your meal."
The others quickly lined up and continued sucking the other lion's essence from the straw.

"Number Three, your turn," Number Four called.

"I'm, uh…" Number Three said, looking at the lion stuck around his dick.

"Come on, Cunt," Number Four said.

"You do not order my slave around," Jack barked. 

Number Four recoiled. "Uh, yes, Master," he said. "Number Two?"
The bull shrugged and helped the German shepherd drag the knotted pair over to the dispenser so Number Three could take his turn. He sucked down his mouthful and then leaned over the lion 

"He tastes just like musky honey," he growled in his ear.

"Number Six, have another mouthful of 'musky honey'," Jack roared with laughter.

The lion squeezed his lips together and shook his head.

"Fuck you, asshole!" Cunt yelled, open-palm slapping the lion across the face and then following up with a back-hand.

The lion sobbed and brought his lips to the tube. Sudden searing pain in his balls made his eyes open wide.
"Praise Mysto," Number One growled.

"Praise be to Mysto!" Number Six cried, and Number One let him go. 

He swallowed, grossed out, and sucked the tube. His brother groaned in agony—this was his twelfth feeding—and delivered a feeble stream of cum down his throat. He coughed and felt nauseous, but he kept it down.
"Now get back to your beds," Jack ordered. "Number Five needs time to recoup. We'll have a special feeding today between now and dinnertime. Number Five, you'd better eat up."
He whistled, and the slaves returned to their places. Jack locked them all in, and when Number Six finally got into the room, Jack locked him in, too.

"Cunt, lie in Number Seven's bed," Jack ordered.

The horse looked at him quizzically but did as told. Jack locked him in place and turned to leave.

"Number Two," he said.

"Master?" the bull asked.

"I think it's breeding season," Jack replied as he left.

Cries of terror and pain echoed through the bunkroom as Jack went upstairs with a satisfied smirk.

"The slaves are beginning to self-enforce," Jack said as he walked into the living room.

Mysto looked up from his tablet. "Excellent," he said, smiling, "and just in time, too."
Jack frowned. "Oh?"
"It's time to accelerate, my faithful slave," Mysto said, putting his tablet down on the table next to him. "I wanted you to have the time to really grill these first few—especially those who harmed you personally—but now we've got to start aggressively expanding."
"What's the rush?" Jack asked curiously.

"I've been waiting fifteen years," Mysto said, his jaw set. "I'm tired of waiting."
Jack nodded understandingly, sitting next to his master and rubbing his shoulders.

The dragon leaned into his slave's rubbing. "Mmm, you're good at that," he murmured, closing his eyes. "Too," he said, his voice clearer, "the longer we wait, the more harm these ass-wipes do."
Jack said nothing, but he shared Mysto's sentiment. Without Ebony around to give his life purpose, this seemed like the next-best surrogate, and frankly, he was ready for all of his cruelty to finally amount to something.

"Kiss me, slave," Mysto said, and Jack did as told, leaning around to tenderly kiss his master's lips.

They opened their eyes and smiled.

"On your fours," Mysto said to Jack, and the horse's cock stirred in his sheath.

Jack dropped to his hands and knees and presented his ass to the dragon, still sitting on the couch. Mysto rose and pressed his sheath against the horse's ass and listing tail, sighing in pleasure at the heat he felt there.

His tip poked from its sheath, and the dragon used the oozing precum to lubricate his slave's entrance, eliciting a tail-twitching gasp from the horse. Satisfied, Mysto pressed himself in smoothly, letting each ridge of his cock stretch his slave's ass sensuously. Jack nickered involuntarily, his ass clamping down instinctively around his master's cock. Mysto exhaled slowly, savoring the moment and the closeness before pressing in all the way, until his testes rested against his slave's.

Suddenly lifting the horse's chest, Mysto flexed his cock inside his slave and bit down hard on his shoulder, growling primally. He began to thrust vigorously, holding his slave with both arms and teeth as Jack gasped and moaned at the intensity, his cock bobbing in front of him with each thrust from his master's sex.

"Don't cum," Mysto hissed around Jack's shoulder.
The dragon fucked harder and faster until with a snarl, he flooded his slave with his seed. Jack gritted his teeth, on the edge of orgasm but desperately trying to do as told.

Mysto pulled his slave close to him, keeping a firm grip on his shoulder, and hugged him tenderly. At last he released Jack's shoulder. Trickles of blood came from two holes on the front and two matching ones on the back.

"Such a good slave," he murmured, letting his cock fall from the horse's ass and slowly turning him to face him.

"I know I will never be Ebony," Mysto said, "and you will never be Andrew." Fingering one of the holes on Jack's upper pectoral, he brought his claw to his mouth to taste his slave's blood. "But with this bite, I claim you as my mate, for now and forever."
Tears welled up in Jack's eyes, and he swallowed hard to keep his composure. "Thank you, Master!" he cried, throwing his arms around the dragon and hugging him for all he was worth.

Mysto smiled and hugged his mate back, but after a moment, he touched his slave's shoulder and bade him to step back again.

Jack wiped his eyes and smiled, looking curiously at his mast—er, mate.

"This doesn't change much," Mysto said. "I am still your master, and you are still my slave. However, I—"
Jack pressed his lips to his master's mouth, silencing him.
"I don't care what you call it, as long as you're mine," Jack said, smiling and blushing as he pulled back.

The dragon smiled. "Jack," he said.

"Master?"
"Cum."
Jack gasped as his cock suddenly shot his load all over the dragon. His eyes went wide as his balls heaved, pumping out rope after rope while Jack continued to gasp, wide-eyed at how much spunk he was producing. He didn't know he was even capable of that!
At last, the shower of cum stopped, and Mysto grinned. "Good boy," he said. "Now come and lick me clean, and then we'll go get the next slave."
One tongue-bath later, Mysto's scales glistened with Jack's drying saliva, and Jack felt fuller than he ever had of his own cum.

"That was quite the orgasm you had," Mysto chuckled. "Ready to go get the next one?"
Jack hesitated. "I'd better go feed the slaves first," he said.

Mysto nodded. "Go ahead," he said, giving his slave a playful slap on the ass.
Jack trotted downstairs and chuckled to see all of the slaves asleep on the floor, covered in cum.

"Rise and shine!" Jack barked, whistling shrilly.

The slaves all jumped and got up.

"Time for your midday snack."
Jack turned them all loose and whistled again. The slaves made their way to the mess hall and waited for the blessing.

"Number Three," Jack prompted.

"Praise be to Mysto, who in his grace has given us this feeder to nourish us!" the wolf said, holding his hands up.

"Good," Jack said. "Eat up."
In no time at all, the feed stall began to groan as the slaves took their turns. The two mouthfuls from earlier hadn't been enough, and most went back for three or four rounds as Number Six spent himself completely, whimpering by the time it was all over.

"Back to your beds," Jack ordered.

He quickly locked them in place, locked Cunt in his cell, and went upstairs to get dressed. Moments later, he joined Mysto in the car.

"What is it this time?" Jack asked.

"A negger."
Jack blinked. "A what?"
"A fur who negs," Mysto explained, "He puts females down so they'll sleep with him."
"He kills them?!" Jack gasped.

Mysto shook his head. "No, he insults them, you know, says things like, 'aren't you a little overweight for that dress?'" 

"Ugh!" Jack said, grimacing. "That's awful!" He paused. "But it's not a crime…"
"No, but it is predatory," Mysto replied as he backed the car out.

"Good point."
"And your point is good, too: with it being legal, people think they should be able to get away with it. Not on my watch."
An hour later, they had the Number Seven—a weasel—in custody, and Jack escorted him downstairs and straight to the platform. The slaves closer to the doorway craned their necks to see what was going on; Jack said nothing to them.

"Time for a show!" the horse announced at length, unlocking the slaves and whistling shrilly. "Get to the auditorium and lock yourselves in place."
The slaves filed in and sat in their designated seats. A sudden commotion between Numbers Six and Four ensued, and Jack looked over to see the German shepherd with the lion's cock in his mouth, snarling.

"What is the meaning of this?" Jack demanded.
Number Four quickly got back to his spot and clicked the lock shut. "Number Six wouldn't lock himself in, Master," the German shepherd said, glaring at the lion, "but the situation has been handled."
Jack's jaw tightened as he turned to the lion. "Is this true?" he asked.

The lion's eyes flashed.

"Don't you fucking say it," Number Four growled, "or I will rip your intestines out fucking you limb-from-limb when we get back to our beds."
The fire in the lion's eyes faded, but his sneer didn't. "Yes, sir," he spat.

"I see," Jack replied, unlocking the lion and picking him up one-handed. "Since you can't follow simple instructions, I'm gonna let you act as feeder for a while. I'm sure your brother would be grateful for the break."
"No!" the lion cried.

Without ceremony, Jack opened the feed stall, exchanged lions, and carried Number Five back to the auditorium, locking him in place.

"Thank you for trying to take care of it, Number Four," Jack said, eliciting a scowl from Number Five, which in turn elicited a scowl from Number Three.

"Now, I direct your attention to the platform," Jack said, striding towards it where Number Seven stood restrained and glassy-eyed. "Wake up, Number Seven," he ordered, snapping his fingers.
The weasel gasped and looked around, blushing and trying to cover himself but suddenly realizing that he couldn't move his arms or legs. Embarrassment quickly gave way to panic as he looked for the speaker.

"Number Seven here likes to diss females so they'll fuck him," Jack said. "How sad is that?" he laughed. "Now, as we get more and more slaves, I want you all to take an active role in welcoming them to their new lives. Number Seven here will be easy; I just want you to do to him what he does to others. Find the most biting, hateful thing you can say to him and just shout it out.
"You suck!" Cunt called.

Jack laughed. "No, actually, Cunt, that's you," he said, turning him loose. "Go start sucking his dick," he ordered.

Cunt's face reddened and snickers escaped from the other slaves as he made his way to the platform and knelt at the weasel's feet.
"What the fuck?!" the weasel gasped. "No, I'm not gay!"
"That's not what I heard," Number Five jeered, immediately getting the idea. The other slaves laughed.

"Good one, Number Five," Jack said. "Glad I exchanged you and your brother; you'll be sucking down his cum here pretty soon."
"He sure liked yours!" Number Three piped up. Number Four grinned wickedly.

"Stick to Number Seven," Jack warned. "This is a learning experience."
"Wow, get a load of the dick on that guy!" Number One jeered.

"It's positively tiny," Number Two rumbled.

The weasel's face burned with embarrassment, and he writhed away from Cunt's expert ministrations, but the horse was determined, and the weasel could only move so much in the restraints.

"What a scrawny little wimp!" Number Four called. "Predator's afraid the prey will eat him!"
The slaves laughed as the weasel finally succumbed to Cunt's lips, his prick oozing precum and getting hard while he tried desperately to get away. His face burned brightly, and he began to feel tears coming to his eyes.

"Aww, guys, he's gonna cry!" Jack mocked. "If only he weren't such a crybaby, maybe people would actually want to fuck him!"
"Man, I wouldn't fuck that with Number Two's dick!" Number Five chimed in, eliciting a roar of laughter from the other slaves.
"Hey, buddy! Chicks dig guys with, you know, balls. Hey, Cunt, can you even see his balls?" Number One asked.
"Let's just say that as balls go, we all rank somewhere between this guy and Number Two," Cunt said wryly, a string of precum connecting his chin to the weasel's throbbing prick.

"Cunt, come here," Jack said, beckoning. "Continue," he said to the others.

"Damn, it's not that cold in here! Hey, can somebody find his dick so Cunt can suck it again?" Number Four barked.

Tears began to stream down the weasel's face. He didn't know where he was or why his body was on display, but he was humiliated, mortified, and also bewilderingly rock-hard, thanks to that white horse.

Jack meanwhile had whispered something to Cunt, who grinned and went quickly back to the platform to continue sucking off the weasel.

Jeer after jeer showered down upon the weasel, and he was powerless to drown them out. Meanwhile, the horse continued to mercilessly lick, suck, and tease his cock. No matter how badly the insults hurt him, his cock reacted to the sensual treatment. Even as tears flowed down his cheeks, he felt his balls contract.

"Now, Cunt!" Jack bellowed.

The horse stood up and stepped back the instant the weasel began to cum, looking at him derisively.

"You may call that cumming," Number Two spoke up, "but I have sweated more than that!"
"Ohh!" Number Six laughed. "Dude, I think I've sneezed more than that."
All the while, the weasel's orgasm flooded weakly from him, his cock bouncing up and down, but with the sudden lack of stimulation, he felt no satisfaction from it. He only felt more shame and helplessness. He began to sob, his body heaving with a mixture of broken orgasm and utter humiliation as his cock continued to weakly leak his fluids onto the platform.

"That was truly pathetic," Jack snorted. "Cunt!"
The white horse trotted over, and Jack handed him a key. "Unlock the other slaves and then give this back to me. There'll be hell to pay if there's any funny business," he warned the others.

"Go back to your room, guys; there's nothing to see here, nothing but a pathetic weakling who would be better off pissing than cumming," Jack said icily.

The slaves did as told, and Cunt gave Jack back his key. "Good boy," Jack said. "Want to fuck?"
The horse pursed his lips, sighed, and presented himself. Jack laughed.

"No, I meant, do you want to fuck him?" he asked, gesturing to the weasel.

Cunt's face lit up, but a smile crept across his face. "I dunno," he said loudly, "I'd hate to sink my dick to the level of that worthless piece of crap."
Jack winked, but his tone was stern. "Cunt, go fuck him. You're lower than dirt as it is, and your dick is far more worthless to me than mine."
Cunt sighed loudly but beamed. Careful to conceal his excitement as he turned back to the platform, he made his way behind the weasel. The weasel's head just drooped as the horse stepped up behind him.
"Fucking pathetic," Cunt spat, shoving himself into the weasel. "I can't believe I have to fuck this!"
Number Seven cried out as the horse prick shoved into him.

"Shut up, you fucking wimp!" Cunt yelled, boxing the weasel on the snout, "or I'll give you a reason to cry, you pathetic crybaby!"
He shoved in hard, trying to hide how good it felt to finally get to get off after a long time. He finished quickly, pulling out as sloppily as he could and going to his cell.

Number Seven was left there, covered in his own cum and leaking Cunt's from his ass.

"Negging sucks, doesn't it, Number Seven?" Jack asked.

The weasel nodded.

"Better get used to it," Jack said, "because you're now the lowest fur on the totem pole."
He pulled the weasel down and carried him to his bunk, chaining him up next to Number Five.

"Give him your worst," Jack ordered.

As he left, the other slaves pinned Number Seven down so they could take turns raping him.

The horse went to his alcove and found Cunt there in his cell.

"Come out, Cunt," Jack said, sitting on the bed and patting the spot next to him.

The white horse did as told and sat next to his master.

"You did very well today," Jack said. "I am considering making you the key-master."
"Really, Master?" the white horse asked eagerly.

Jack nodded. "It's a big responsibility, and I'm sure you know that you would barely survive the consequences if you fuck it up," he said, looking hard at his slave.

"But what if they overpower me and take the key?" he asked.

"That's a very real possibility," Jack warned, "but I've seen how they interact with you, and even the new ones seem to like you. And I will remind them that I will catch them if they try to do anything stupid."
Jack dangled the key out in front of the white horse, and Cunt watched it with a mixture of apprehension and responsibility. At last, he reached for it.

Jack took back the key and held out his finger. "Do not let it go to your head," he warned. "The others will turn on you, and if I find out you've been lording it over them, I will let them have their way with you while I watch."
He held the key out again, and Cunt swallowed, nodded, and took it in his hand.

"Keep it with you at all times," Jack said, relinquishing the key. "Do not take it off for any reason, and be ready to hand it over the second I tell you to."
"Yes, Master," Cunt replied. 

The key came with a wrist strap, and Cunt quickly fastened it like a bracelet.
Jack nodded and turned to go.

"Master?" Cunt asked.

"Hmm?" Jack asked, turning.

"Why me?"
"What do you mean?" the black horse asked, frowning.

"I just always thought it would be Number One."
Jack scoffed. "Number One is a spineless sycophant. The others do not look up to him; they look up to you."
With that, he left, leaving Cunt to stare at the key and wonder whether he'd made a good choice or not.

Jack left the alcove and went to check on Number Seven. As expected, the weasel was out cold, cum leaking from his ass and mouth and even his ears.
"All right, which one of you fucked him in the ear?" Jack asked, barely containing his laughter.

The slaves exchanged glances, and Number Six finally fessed up. "Wasn't worth doing him in the ass, so I did him in the ear instead," he admitted.

Jack chuckled and shook his head before standing over Number Seven and pissing on his head.

The weasel blinked, groaned, and then recoiled when he realized what was going on.

"Time for dinner," Jack said. "Cunt!" he called.

The white horse appeared promptly, doing his best to conceal the key he held in his hand.

"New rules, boys," Jack said. "Cunt is now your ticket to dinner; he has the key to release you. Don't get any bright ideas," he warned, smacking Number Six on the back of the head. "If I find out any of you has been up to anything…" he trailed off, leaving it to their imagination. The experienced slaves swallowed hard, but Number Seven gave a shrewd look.

"Try anything," Cunt growled, squatting next to him, "and I'll let you starve until you're begging Number Two to eat his shit."
That abruptly wiped the shrewd look off the weasel's face.

"All right, get to it!" Jack ordered, and Cunt quickly went from fur to fur, unlocking them. 

Jack whistled, and they all went to the mess hall. He wasn't worried about the weasel and let him go without the customary chains. He trusted now that his slaves had a handle on him.

"Who's going to give the blessing?" Number One asked hungrily.

"Cunt, decide," Jack said.

"Number Six," Cunt replied.

"Number Six hasn't heard the blessing, yet," Jack reminded him.

"Oh, um, Number Three, then."
"Pay close attention," Jack warned Numbers Six and Seven. "You will be expected to say it soon."
"And if you get it wrong, we will all beat the hell out of you," Number Three growled.

Numbers Six and Seven swallowed and looked at each other nervously.

"Praise be to Mysto, who in his grace has given us this feeder to nourish us!" the wolf said, reverently raising his hands.

"Praise be to Mysto," the rest echoed, and then the slaves took turns eating from the dispenser.

"Number Six, is there a problem?" Cunt demanded.

The lion swallowed nervously, hesitating at the dispenser. "It's my—"
"Don't say it," Number Two snapped. "That is Number Five, and his cum is just as good as anybody else's."
"I know, but—"
The bull grabbed the lion's balls and twisted them violently, eliciting a roar of pain.

"Do I make myself clear?" the bull growled.

"Very," the lion whimpered.

"Then take your turn and get out of the way; the rest of us are hungry, and we don't have the patience for you to have an attack of conscience!"
"You are all monsters!" the lion murmured. "Praise be to Mysto."
Number Two let it go as the lion swallowed his brother's cum. The bull smirked to himself. Douchebag.

"Wait!" Number One cried as Number Seven almost put his lips on the dispenser. "Always praise Mysto first!" he warned.
"Why?" Number Seven asked.

"Because Mysto has provided this feeder to nourish us," Number Four said.

"What feeder?"
Jack opened the door to the feed stall to reveal Number Five. The weasel's eyes went wide.

"Oh, shit! That's a—you mean you're drinking his cum?!"
"It's better than nothing," Number One said with a shrug.

"And that is not an option," Jack said, stepping forward. "Down here, you eat each other’s cum. That's all you get."
"And unless you want to become the feeder, you'd better get busy!" Cunt said.

"That's better than eating you guys' cum again!" Number Seven spat.

The slaves went silent and slowly looked at Jack.

"Alrighty!" Jack said brightly, plucking up the weasel and quickly exchanging him with Number Five.

"Looks like we've got weasel for dinner," Jack said, closing the door. "Eat up, boys!"
Minutes later, the weasel was moaning and gasping in agony.

"Still think it's better?" Jack called.

"No!" the weasel cried.

"Too bad!" Jack laughed. "Cunt, when they're finished, lock them up."
He left and made like he was going up the stairs but actually sat at the top of them, listening intently with his sensitive ears.
"Man, you've got the key?" Number Three asked.

"Should just leave us all unlocked, and when that asshole gets back, we'll—" Number Six growled.
"You'll what?" came Cunt's curt reply. "The guy's practically invincible. He could take any of us out without breaking a sweat."
"But he can't take out all of us," Number Six persisted.

"Bro, you'd better be careful," Number Five warned. "If he finds out you're saying stuff like that, some pretty nasty stuff could happen."
"Psh, what's he gonna do? He's one horse, and we're seven—eight if you count that weasel. I say we pretend to be asleep and then when he gets here—"
"There'll be none of that," Cunt said. "Get to your bunk, Number Six. You're done."
"All high and mighty now, aren't we, Mister Key-Bearer, huh? Fuck you."
Jack's ears pricked forward as he heard a commotion and the sound of fists flying.

"Number Two, take them to their bunks," Cunt's voice said frostily. "I think Jack's gonna have a heyday with a couple of lions."
Jack smiled to himself. They're doing exactly as I hoped. With that, he tiptoed the rest of the way upstairs, got dressed, and met Mysto in the car.

"Who's next?"
The dragon looked at him and laughed. "Jack, surely they taught you to count in school? Eight comes after seven!"
The horse rolled his eyes and laughed, kissing his mate as they backed out. He frowned as they turned and left the opposite way they normally went.

"Where are we going?" he asked.

"Number Eight has been truant, shall we say," Mysto said with an evil smirk, "and we're going to impress upon him the importance of staying in school."
"We're acting as truant officers now?" Jack asked, cocking his head. "That doesn't seem very sex predator-ish?"
Mysto rolled his eyes. "Okay, it was a bit of a stretch," he admitted. "But no, Number Eight has been missing his appointments, but fortunately, I know where he works. We're going to get him there."
"Kind of rough to pull a guy out of his day job and force him into slavery," Jack mused.

"You'll have far less pity for him when you see what he does for a living," Mysto replied.

The scenery got seedier and seedier as they entered the bad part of town.

"Shit, Master," Jack said nervously. "We could get shot out here."
"Yes, you'll want to be on your guard for that," Mysto replied, parking outside a nasty-looking hotel.

"He's a prostitute?" Jack asked. 

"Getting warmer," Mysto replied, getting out.
Jack followed suit, and the two stepped into the hotel. The two walked straight to a back office and paused just outside the doorway.

"Guards will be on either side of the door," he said. "Two quick punches, and we're in."
Jack's eyes widened, and he swallowed nervously. "I'm glad to be your slave, Master, but I didn't think taking a bullet was part of the job description!"
He took a breath and forced it out, and then in one fluid and forceful move, he kicked the door open. It swung to the right as Jack punched the guard on the left, knocking him out cold. The guard on the right groaned as the door slammed into him, and before he could recover, Jack shoved his fist through the glass to clock the guy in the face. The guards went down, leaving only a startled donkey in gaudy attire sitting behind a desk and gripping a terrified gazelle wearing very skimpy clothing.

The donkey did a double-take. "Dr. Mysto?" he asked, surprised but suddenly regaining his composure. He turned his attention to the gazelle but continued speaking to the dragon. "Just a moment while I deal with this hooker."
"That won't be necessary," Mysto said, stepping forward, but the donkey held up a finger, stopping him.

Jack looked in shock at his master, then looked at the donkey.

"Where's my money?" the donkey asked evenly.

"I don't know!" the gazelle cried.

"No?" The donkey cocked his fist back and clocked her across the face.

"Where's. My. Money?" he asked again.

"Daddy, I don't know!" the gazelle sobbed, holding her face. "The john gave it to me, then he hit me, and when I woke up, he and the money were gone!"
"That's a shame," the donkey said, gripping her wrist tightly and taking the cigar from his mouth. "I guess I'll have to take it out of your hide."
"That won't be necessary!" Mysto said, spreading his wings.

"Nah, nah," the donkey said, waving Mysto down like an annoying insect. "Let me take care of business, okay, Shrinkie?"
Jack's jaw tensed, and his fists clenched. He glanced at Mysto, who nodded.

"He said, 'that won't be necessary,'" he growled.

The horse was on the donkey in a flash and dug his fingers into the skin between the pimp's thumb and index finger, hitting the pressure point and quickly releasing the donkey's grasp on the gazelle.
"Run along, now, Miss," Jack said to her. "Might need to find yourself a new pimp after this."
The gazelle ran off, and Jack picked up the donkey's cigar, smiling wickedly. Putting him in a headlock with one arm, the horse stuck the cigar in his mouth and ripped the donkey's pants down with his other hand.

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?!" the donkey brayed, trying to kick him.

"You've been missing your appointments," Mysto said, stepping forward. "And that's something I cannot let you do."
"Fuck you, Shrinkie!" the donkey spat, clawing at Jack's arm, still locked tightly around his neck.

"Oh, no," Mysto replied, "fuck you."
Meanwhile, Jack reached down to stroke the donkey's cock.

"Hey, if you wanted to suck down a load, I've got plenty hookers for that," the donkey grumbled, still struggling against Jack's arm as his cock began to emerge.

"I'm sure you do," Jack said, "and I'm sure you treat them all with such respect and dignity. Their work is, after all, very emotionally exhausting, and I'm sure you are just so very kind to them."
The donkey looked at him like he was crazy but gasped in pleasure as his cock emerged from his sheath. "The fuck are you talking about?" he asked between gasps and sighs, "They're hookers. It's not like they're real people or anything."
Jack nodded. "Oh, I know," he said, grasping the donkey's cock with his fist to keep it from retracting. "People in your industry really only respond to one thing, and that's when you take it out of their hide."
"Yeah," the donkey said. He abruptly stopped struggling, frowning at why Jack was agreeing with him.

"I'm glad you agree," Jack said. With a smooth motion, he released the donkey's now-hard cock, took the cigar from his mouth, and ashed it on the tip of the donkey's prick.

The donkey screamed and kicked, putting a hole in the wall.

"You son-of-a-bitch! I'll fucking kill you!" the donkey yelled, holding his dick and blowing air on it.

"Nah, nah," Jack replied, mimicking the donkey's earlier expression.

Then he punched the donkey in the head, and the former pimp went out like a light.

"Ashing on his dick was a nice touch," Mysto said as they got in the car.
"Did you like that?" Jack asked, grinning. "I thought it was appropriate."
"Woe be unto him if he ends up the next feeder!" Mysto cackled.

Jack's eyes went wide. "Oh! That would be awful!" He sighed. "But I have two lions I have to discipline very harshly for trying to overthrow me."
"Overthrow you?!" Mysto asked, shocked.

Jack nodded. "I gave the keys to Cunt today and then waited at the top of the stairs to see what the mice would do when they thought the cat was away."
"I hope you're not putting too much faith in your slaves already, Jack," Mysto warned.

Jack looked at him and shrugged. "You put your faith in me," he replied.

"I also spent months breaking you down and building you back up," Mysto retorted, "not just a few days making you engage in sex play!"
Jack frowned. "Are you dissatisfied with the progress so far?" he asked.

"You're fine," Mysto said, shrugging, but his voice was surprisingly chilly.
Jack frowned, taken aback, and opened his mouth to protest. Instead, he sighed and leaned against the window. "I'd like to see you deal with eight of them at once," he muttered.

Mysto said nothing. Jack didn't know whether he didn't hear or was letting it go.

They got home, and Mysto parked. 

"Just get them trained," the dragon said. He pursed his lips and then said slowly, "It's probably better for you to sleep downstairs tonight."
"Yes, Master," Jack replied. 
Fine. I'll go fuck some more stuff up.
He hauled the donkey down the stairs.

"Master—" Cunt said, walking up to him.

"Not now," Jack replied.

"But Master!" Cunt protested.

"I said, not now!" Jack roared.

The white horse jumped out of his way as Jack strode to the platform and quickly chained the donkey up.

"Cunt, get all the slaves in here. No chains."
The white horse opened his mouth to protest again, but closed it and did as told.

"Hey, wake up!" Jack said, slapping the donkey's face roughly.

"Wha—" the donkey asked, blinking. Looking around, he struggled against his restraints. "The fuck! Get me out of here before I bust a cap in your ass!"
"Not likely," Jack snorted. "There'll be plenty busting in your ass, though, Number Eight."
"What did you call me?" the donkey demanded.

"Oh, didn't you know?" Jack asked. "Your name is Number Eight now."
The slaves all filed in, with Cunt bringing up the rear.

"What the fuck is this?" the donkey asked, staring at the naked slaves.

"This is your day of reckoning," Jack replied. "All of you, line up. Time to induct Number Eight."
"Induct—what the fuck?" the donkey asked, fear suddenly registering in his eyes.

"Since you like to be nasty to the prostitutes you use, we're going to give you a taste of your own medicine. Number One," he said, beckoning, "fuck this ass in the ass."
"Oh, hell, no!" the donkey protested, trying to kick, but his legs were both chained to the floor.

Number One stepped up behind him. The donkey clamped his tail down tightly.

"Move your tail, or I'll break it off," the fox growled.

The donkey didn't move, and Number One grasped his tail with both hands. Oh, shit, am I actually about to do this?! The thought made him gasp.
"Allow me," Jack said, grabbing the donkey's tail and twisting it.

There was a sharp crack, and the donkey screamed in agony.

"All yours," Jack said, nodding at Number One. "He warned you," he said to the braying donkey.

The fox forced himself inside the new slave's ass and began fucking him roughly.

"Ever heard of a donkey punch?" Jack asked after the donkey quieted down.

"Fuck you, asshole!" the donkey spat. "That doesn't even work."
Jack shrugged. "I've heard that," he said, "but we're going to try it until it does."
He clocked the donkey right in the back of the head, and the donkey went out cold.

"Tell me, Number One," Jack asked, "did you feel a sudden tightening of that ass's ass when I did that?"
The fox pursed his lips as he continued fucking. "Erm, no, Master," he said.

Jack shrugged. "Oh, well, we'll try again."
He dumped a bucket of cold water on Number Eight's head, and the donkey gasped as he woke up to feel the fox still fucking him.

"That was a tightening!" Number one gasped as he came inside the donkey.

"Hmm. Water: one. Donkey punch: zero," Jack said, pretending to write on an invisible clipboard. "Number one, dismissed. Number Two."
The fox stepped out from behind the donkey and went to the back of the line while Number Two took his place.

"Whatcha think, Number Two?" Jack asked. "Is he gonna tighten up for you?"
"Probably not," the bull replied.

"Yeah, that's what I think, too," Jack said. "Begin."
The bull shoved his sharp prick into the donkey and began fucking him, using Number One's cum as lubricant. He grunted in pleasure.

"Experiment two," Jack said, cocking back.

"No, no, no!" Number Eight cried as Jack struck another blow to the back of his head.

"Anything?" he asked Number Two.

The bull closed one eye thoughtfully. "No," he said at last, "I don't think so."
Jack shrugged and dumped another bucket of water on the donkey.

Number Two came as the donkey's ass clamped down him from the shock of the cold.

"That was it, Master," the bull said.

"Cold water: two. Donkey punch: zero," Jack said. "Next!"
Number Three took his place behind the donkey and began fucking.
"Get good and knotted in there," Jack said. "In fact, stop a sec. Number Four, get up here and fuck with him!"
The two dogs awkwardly positioned themselves to double-team the donkey. As their knots began to swell, the donkey brayed out continuously in pain; no ass was meant to take two knots at once!

"Experiment three!" Jack said cocking back.

"Oh!" the canines chorused. "That was a clench!"
"Hmm, interesting!" Jack said. "Threat of donkey punch: one. Actual donkey punch…"
The blow struck the donkey at the back of the head, and Jack looked curiously at the canines, who shook their head.

"Zero," Jack said, shaking his head and dumping another bucket of water on the donkey.

The dogs howled as their already-swollen cocks were squeezed together by the donkey's ass.

"And water is three for three," Jack noted aloud.

The dogs tried to pull out but were far too stuck inside the donkey's ass.

"While we're waiting on them," Jack said, "was there something you wanted to tell me, Cunt?"
The horse stepped up to the platform.

"Master," he whispered," Numbers Five and Six tried to take the keys."
A cruel grin came over Jack's face. "Did they, now?" he asked loudly, looking straight at the lions.

He took a step forward, and the two lions turned and began running towards the stairway. Jack let them go a few feet and then picked up a TASER off the table, took aim, and hit Number Six in the back, dropping him immediately. As expected, Number Five stopped to help, and Jack was on him in a flash.

"You monster!" the lion roared, claws extended as he sank his teeth into Jack's wrist.

The horse winced and slammed his arm to the ground, taking Number Five with him. With his free arm, he began punching the lion over and over in the head. 
"Fucking, good-for-nothing, worthless sack of crap!" he yelled, and still he kept punching.

"Master! Master!" Cunt cried. "Master, stop! You're killing him!"
Jack looked down to see the lion's head cracked and bleeding. His jaws no longer held him the horse's arm; the horse's muscles had trapped his teeth. As soon as the horse relaxed, the lion fell to the ground, limp.

"You wanted to make it to the stairwell?" Jack asked, standing slowly, his chest heaving with rage, "So be it."
"Lock yourselves to your seats," he ordered.

The other slaves immediately did as told, shaking with fear and silently wondering if he had in fact killed the lion.

Jack hauled the lions up, tossed their limp bodies beside the stairwell, and went into the dungeon and grabbed some heavy rope. He quickly looped it around Number Five's legs and tossed it over the top of the stairwell, then heaved him up, lifting him into the air. He wrapped the other end of the rope around Number Six's legs and shoved him until both were suspended in the air at the same height. Then he rummaged in the dungeon until he found what he was looking for: a bottle of superglue.

Pulling back each lion's sheath, he applied the glue and then stuck one lion's cock in the other's ass and applied more glue. He glued their balls together, their chests, their forearms, and their lips, and then finally, he wrapped rope around them to squeeze them tightly together.

Sweating with his exertion, Jack smiled grimly at the two suspended lions. He grabbed another bucket of water and tossed it into the air, waking them.

"Congratulations, traitors," Jack said, "you've earned yourself my most novel punishment yet."
The two gasped and struggled, both suddenly roaring into the other's mouth as they realized that their movements hurt each other.

"I warned you that I would punish you if you tried to pull anything, and I do not make idle threats," the horse called up to them. "Now you get to stay that way until the glue wears off. Should be about a week. In the meantime, you'll have each other's asses to keep your dicks warm and as a nice place to piss. If you're not dead by the end of the week from dehydration, I'll consider letting you come back to the group as cock-warmers for Cunt. Until then, you'll stay there, serving as a warning to anybody else who has brilliant ideas of escaping!"
The lions struggled as he walked away and cried into each other's mouths again.

"Anybody else want to fuck with me today?" Jack roared, looking over the slaves.

"No, Master!" they cried.

"Good." He snorted and then forced a smile. "Cunt, how about you come and give the donkey punch a try?"
The horse unlocked his shackle and approached the donkey.

"Please," the donkey whimpered, "I'll do whatever you say, just don't punch me again." 

"Suck my dick," Cunt snorted, cocking his fist.

"Okay!" the donkey gasped. "Please, if that's what you want."
Cunt looked at Jack for permission, and the horse nodded.

"If you bite," Cunt warned, "I will—"
"Uh!" Jack warned. 

Cunt frowned, bewildered.

"Better safe than sorry," Jack said, handing Cunt the open-mouth gag he had once been forced to wear. 

The horse grinned and shoved it into the donkey's mouth, strapping it in place. Then he stepped up to the donkey and pushed his dick inside, thrusting blissfully.

Jack meanwhile stepped up behind the donkey's ass and stroked himself a couple of times.

"Looks like we're gonna have an equine three-way!" he said, shoving himself roughly inside. "Fuck, you slaves' cum feels good!" he gasped, savoring the feeling of the well-lubricated ass.

"Experiment Four," he said.

"Mmph!" the donkey cried, muffled by Cunt's dick.

"Hey, whatever you two agreed to has nothing to do with me," Jack said with a shrug, "and I have experiments to run."
He cocked back, and the donkey clenched. Jack gasped in pleasure, felt slightly light-headed, and then delivered the blow.

The donkey's ass clenched hard against his cock, and Jack came instantly.

"That was a clench!" he gasped afterwards, pulling out and letting his and the slaves' cum leak out. "Looks like you just need to do it while he's got someone else's dick in his mouth."
Cunt pulled out, dragging a thread of cum with him and looking spent.
"Get them unlocked, and you all go to bed," Jack growled. "That's enough fun for one night."
Cunt did as told while Jack pulled the donkey down and took the gag out of his mouth. "Hmm," he said as a tooth came out with it. "Sucks to be him. Ass."
He tossed the donkey in his bunk and had Cunt lock him up as he went to his alcove. He sat on the bed, holding his head in his hands.

"Master?" Cunt asked, standing awkwardly in the doorway.

"Go to bed, Cunt," Jack said, pressing his fingers to the bridge of his nose.

Cunt did as told, stepping into his cell and latching it closed.

Jack eventually got into bed and lay down for sleep, but his mind wasn't in it. His master's dissatisfaction had him frustrated and bewildered, and his own overconfidence in his slaves had him feeling like a failure. He hated that feeling, and it was nobody's fault but his own.
His internal clock woke him up, and he got up groggily. He needed to work out.
"Get them fed," he grumbled to Cunt as he unlocked his cell and strode for the stairs.

He glared at the dangling lions as he went upstairs.

Mysto was nowhere to be seen, so he grabbed his own oats and went into the workout room.

Three hours later, he emerged feeling somewhat better, but he still couldn't shake the cloud of disappointment he'd felt from Mysto.

"Ready for the next one?" Mysto asked as he walked out.

Jack jumped slightly, startled to see him. "Let me get the slaves locked up," he said.

Mysto nodded and said nothing.

Jack went downstairs to find the slaves locked in their beds and Cunt twiddling his thumbs, leaning on Jack's bed.

"In you go," Jack said, gesturing to the cell.

Cunt lowered his eyes and did as told.

"Master?" he asked as Jack turned to go.

"What?"
"The other slaves and I, well…we just wanted to know if there's ever going to be anything else."
Jack scowled and left without saying a word.
The drive to the office was tense. Neither master nor slave said anything, and for the first time, Jack had no idea what the next slave-to-be had done.

It turns out they picked up two new slaves. During the course of the sessions, Jack discovered that the first one was an elk who made child pornography. When he got back with the elk, Jack video-taped while the others took turns gang-banging him and then put the video up on display in the mess hall. The elk would get to watch himself being fucked as tears streamed down his face every time he went to eat, and new recruits would get to watch, too.

The second was a pig with a sexual sadism streak at least as wide as Jack's. Jack welded clamps to the pig's nipples and forcibly gave him a PA, then ran chains tightly from his nipple clamps to his prick. He hung bells off the chains and told the other slaves to yank the pig's chains every time they saw him. Suffice to say, with such an arrangement, the pig would never be able to fuck anyone.
And still Mysto seemed to have little interest in talking to Jack. The horse couldn't stand it, and finally while the slaves were eating, he went upstairs to look for his master and mate.
"There you are," he said, finding Mysto sitting in his bed.
"Jack," the dragon said, acknowledging him but offering little warmth.

The horse sighed. "Mysto, what's going on?" he asked. "Have I really disappointed you that badly?"
Mysto said nothing, but he put his tablet down on his lap. Jack waited for him to speak, but he still said nothing.

"I'm sorry I'm not the slave or the mate you wanted," Jack said finally, standing to leave.

"I am reclaiming the slaves tomorrow," Mysto said abruptly as the horse began to walk out.

Jack stopped and turned. "I see," he said heavily. "I'll have them ready for your arrival."
"See that you do."
Jack cut down the lions; their superglue hadn't lasted as long as he'd hoped, but it was just as well; they needed to be ready for Mysto's return. Once he got them back to the bunkroom and locked up, he went to his bed. But he didn't sleep at all that night; his mind was too troubled, and he tossed and turned in his bed. When his internal clock told him it was time to get up, he sighed in defeat.

"Give me your key," he said to Cunt.

The horse paled. "Did I do something wrong, Master?" he asked.

Jack held out his hand, and Cunt put the key into it. Jack unlocked his cell and bade him follow. On the way, he freed Number Seven, still the feeder, and took him to the bunkroom. 
"Your deliverance is at hand," he said to the slaves as he unlocked them one-by-one. "You don't want to greet your savior filthy, so get to the showers."
The slaves bathed themselves, and there was a mixture of hope and fear in the air as they awaited Mysto's return. Jack had just finished inspecting the last of them when his sensitive ears picked up the sound of a footfall on the stairs.

"Your savior comes!" he boomed.

The slaves turned and saw Mysto descending the stairs in a white robe. With is wings extended, he did look just like an angel come to save them.

"Praise be to Mysto!" Number One cried, prostrating himself on the ground.

"Praise be to Mysto!" the others echoed, following suit.

"My furs," Mysto said, his voice sounding ethereal, "you have been cast into the cleansing fires of Hell and have suffered great agony. I have seen your progress, and I believe you are finally ready to repent. If you are cured of your evil ways and are ready to come to the light, rise now, and come unto me!"
The slaves all leapt up and ran to Mysto, hugging him tightly.

"Good, my children, good!" the dragon said, touching each of them on the forehead. Jack noticed with a start that as each fur was touched, his eyes glazed over.

"Be reborn, my children," Mysto said, touching Cunt, the last of them. 

Mysto looked Jack in the eye, and Jack thought he saw the glimmer of a tear in the dragon's eyes as he said, "and use your newfound righteous fury to smite the wicked!"
As if in a trance, the slaves all turned to follow his gaze. All of them stared at Jack, and the horse suddenly realized what was about to happen. He didn't bother to look at Mysto for help. He turned and purposefully walked to the dungeon while the slaves, still moving in their slow trance, followed at his heels.

Mysto snapped his fingers, and the slaves descended upon the horse.

Jack's life flashed before his eyes as the slaves rushed him. To his surprise, however, they didn't immediately begin beating him; rather, they stopped at chaining him up and then stood around him, seemingly awaiting instructions.
"Well, well, Jack," Mysto said coolly, practically floating to the platform in his white robe. "You've had quite the run playing master of your domain, but now it's my turn." 

The dragon stepped up to him and looked him over disdainfully. "Look at you, chained here. All those muscles…" He lashed out and slapped Jack's abs. The horse tensed, and the dragon's hand left a stinging red spot.

"What good are those muscles to you now?" He slapped again. "Huh? With all those muscles, you're still stuck here, at my whim." He laughed cruelly. "And at the whim of your one-time slaves."
The slaves all grinned and chuckled evilly to each other. Numbers Five and Six looked especially menacing as they high-fived each other.

The dragon's hands both lashed out now, slapping Jack over and over again. While the pain was far less than he'd experienced before, it was still uncomfortable, and it seemed to build on itself as slap after slap landed on him, stinging worse each time. Jack's grunts of discomfort became whinnies of surprised pain as sweat formed on his neck and ran down his chest. His muscles all flexed as he strained helplessly against the heavy chains.

"Worthless muscles!" Mysto laughed. "Try using your head for once!" His expression softened. "Oh, poor horsey," he said. "Did that hurt? Here, how about some cool water to make you feel better?" He grabbed a bucket and threw its contents at the horse.

A second before the liquid hit him, Jack smelled vinegar, and a second later, he shrieked in pain as the liquid stung his burning muscles all over. It felt like he'd been set ablaze, and the searing burn continued to sting long after the vinegar dripped off him.
"Ah, yes, listen to the sound of your cruel master shrieking in agony as your savior grants you the sweet revenge you crave! Here!" he threw open the door to the closet that held all of his dungeon tools and stood back to let the slaves each take their pick.

"Oh, I've waited for this!" Number Eight growled, shoving the open-mouth gag into Jack's mouth and fastening it tightly to his head.
"Ohh, praise be to Mysto!" Number three grinned, taking out a milking machine and quickly hooking it up.

"I have wanted to do this for so long," Number Two growled, a box cutter in his hand.

"Hey, Number Two!" Number Four grinned. "I think it's—"
"Wait!" Number One cried.

Number Four and Number Two frowned, looking at him.

"Let's not forget this!" Number One growled, having found a huge dildo reminiscent of the size of Jack's dick when he'd raped him. He quickly shoved it hard into Jack's ass, and the horse saw stars as it penetrated him brutally.

"Okay, as you were," Number One grinned as Number Four quickly roped Jack's balls and tied them to the floor behind him.

"It's breeding season," Number Four growled.

Something clicked in Number Two, and he dropped the box cutter and immediately lunged into Jack, driving the dildo farther and farther into him. The horse whinnied desperately as the outline of the dildo pooched out from his stomach. Yet that wasn't the worst of his problems; the strain on his balls from the rope pulling him back as Number Two slammed hard into him made him want to pass out. He could feel himself about to throw up.

That second, Number Eight shoved his cock into Jack's mouth and began fucking him brutally. Jack couldn't breathe, couldn't see straight, couldn't even throw up. The pain in his balls was indescribable. If only he could pass out…

A cold bucket of water all over his body shocked him awake, and he sucked hard against the cock in his mouth reflexively.
"He's about 25 years too old, but damn, this is hot!" Number Nine grinned, holding a video camera he'd found in the supply cabinet in one hand and his dick in the other.

"Damn, he sucks cock like a champ," Number Eight grinned. "I could use him at the brothel!"
"Don't waste your time," Number Seven spat. "He's pathetic. Couldn't even keep us slaves down. Look at him now! Hell, he's not even worth the cum you're pumping into him. He doesn't deserve that!"
"Yeah!" the others chimed in.
Number Eight pulled out, and Number Three shoved the tube to the milker into Jack's mouth.

The horse groaned, his eyes rolling back in his head as the wolf turned on the milker.

But then Jack felt his balls contract hard against the ropes, and his head swam, just in time to get a mouthful of his own cum. He let out a steady whimper, his head sagging.

"Don't you drop that tube," Number Four growled, punching him in the stomach.

"Ya know what, guys? I think he hasn't had enough cum, yet," Number Five said with a smirk.
"Yeah! As many times as we've had to suck each other's cum, he ought to suck all of us!" Number Six agreed. "Is there a funnel in there, Cunt?"
"Got it!" the horse grinned, holding it up.

"You're his favorite; do the honors!"
"With pleasure."
The funnel was designed to lock into the gag, and Cunt moved the tube to the milker and fitted the funnel to the gag, making a watertight seal. "Guys, what's this?" he asked, pointing to two tubes coming off the side of the funnel.

"Oh, brilliant!" Number One grinned, twisting the funnel to point the two tubes at Jack's face and then shoving one each up nostril.

"Now if he wants to breathe, he has to drink!"
"Ha!"
Number Three fastened the tube from the milker to the funnel just as Jack fed himself another load, and the slaves all lined up to contribute to the pot. A minute later, the funnel was full to overflowing, and Jack was holding his breath as long as he could.
"Enough waiting!" Number Six roared, punching Jack hard in the stomach.

Jack expelled the air from his lungs and began choking on the cum in the tube.

"Drink up, Jack!" Number Five jeered.

"Hey, guys, didn't he say that slave cum felt good?" Number Two asked.

"Ha! Yeah, he did say that! How's it feel now, big guy?" Number Eight asked, slapping his cock roughly on Jack's face.

Jack meanwhile was swallowing as hard as he could, trying to get the level of cum in the funnel down to the point that he could breathe. All the while, Mysto stood back and watched as the slaves had their way with him.

At last the fucking funnel was empty enough, and Jack gasped in a breath. He could feel himself succumbing to the sweet release of a blackout. But before he went, he had one last thing to say…

He mumbled into the funnel.

"What's that? Hey, guys, shut up! Master wants to speak!" Cunt laughed. "What's that, Master? You want us all to fuck you in the ass?" he asked as he removed the funnel. "Okay!"
The urge to pass out grew stronger as fur after fur blew another load in Jack's ass, driving the dido and his balls further forward. The blackness loomed.

"P—praise be…to…Mysto," he said.

And then all was black.

Jack awoke in a bed. Whose bed? He gasped. Mysto's bed.
"Oh, thank goodness you're all right," the dragon cried, hugging him tightly.
Jack looked at his master in a daze. "Master? What happened?"
"I'm—I'm sorry, Jack," Mysto said, swallowing hard.
Jack winced. "That wasn't a dream, was it…where you set the slaves on me?"
Tears glistened in Mysto's eyes. "I never should have let them do it," he said.

"But Mysto—Master—mate—why?" Jack asked desperately. "I tried to be a good slave to you! I did everything I knew to do, and then you punished me so terribly! I thought we were past that, that I pleased you." His feelings hurt worse than his body. "What did I do, Master? How can I be the slave you want me to be?""
Mysto hung his head. "You are the slave I want you to be, Jack." he said, swallowing hard. "But I was afraid. At first I was turned on by your strength, but when I saw what you did to Cunt that first time, I started having doubts. Then your anger turned on me for that brief instant, and I realized that you were physically much stronger than I am. It scared me a bit, knowing that if you decided to come after me, there wasn’t much I could do. Then there was the time you asked me what I was going to do after I overthrew the system. You almost seemed to be mocking me when I said I didn't know, and I wondered whether you really were my ally or were just biding your time until you could overthrow me. And when I saw you making progress with the slaves—far faster than I made with you—I worried that you could actually do it! After all the years I worked to get this army started, it looked like the one I trusted the most had the will—and the power—to bring it all crashing down!"

"But the worst part," he admitted, "was opening up to you about my past. I felt so vulnerable, so hurt, so angry." He swallowed. "I wanted to hurt you when I was hitting you that day, Jack. I wanted you to hurt the way I hurt. But my blows just seemed to glance off of you. And then you hugged me, and while it was comforting, it was also terrifying to not be the one in control, to be the emotional one."
His chest heaved in sorrow. "I hoped that making you my mate would give me a sense of security, but even though I saw how delighted you seemed, I"—he huffed—"I've worked with so many sociopaths, Jack, so many furs who could make you believe anything, and I couldn't shake the feeling that you weren't one of them."
Jack's jaw fell. "M—Master," he said softly, "I—I don't even know where to begin! I would never try to overthrow you! I love you. I worship you! How could you even think that I would want that? I agree with your cause—no—our cause! And the progress I made with the slaves was to help you achieve your dream! After hearing about your awful, terrible past, I wanted more than anything to help you!" He shook his head. "Master, I—I'm no sociopath. I can't be any more honest than I have been. Please believe me when I say that!"
Tears streamed down the dragon's face as he nodded. "I know, Jack, but I'm only a fur!" he said. "You may have deified me, but I am still just a fur. I have my insecurities, just like you." He shook his head. "But I never should have doubted you." He took the stallion's hand and squeezed it wistfully. "And I will never do that again." 

He took a deep breath. "As soon as your injuries heal, you are free to go."
Jack started. "Go?!" he asked, slightly panicked.

Mysto nodded. "I never wanted to harm you like that, Jack, and I should never have wanted to harm you at all! You deserve far better."
"But what about the work? What about us?" Jack cried. He hesitated, swallowing nervously. "Did you really only leave these marks so I wouldn't overthrow you?" he asked, pointing to his shoulder, tears in his eyes.
Mysto shook his head violently. "Of course not!" he said emphatically. "I felt kinship to you the day you let me hypnotize you the first time, and I admired what you became! I loved you for agreeing to pledge yourself to me, to the work! I ached for you when you found out about Ebony. And even as afraid and paranoid as I have been, I have always appreciated and cared for you."
He sighed and set his jaw. "And that is why I have to send you away. When you said you thought the slaves were plotting to overthrow you, I—the scared part of me wanted to see them succeed because then you wouldn't be a threat to me anymore. I hate myself for it, and I was so wrong to do it!" He shook his head. "You need to rebuild your life with someone who will treat you the way you deserve to be treated, not someone who claims to love you and then abuses you. I'm no better than an abusive boyfriend on a colossal scale!" 
The dragon got to his feet heavily and opened the door, motioning for Jack to step out. "I've gotten some clothes that will fit you; they're in the living room, and I'm giving you enough money to get started with your new life." 
Jack looked at him breathlessly. His jaw clenched abruptly. "No!" he yelled, flinging off the covers and standing on the ground. "I lost Ebony already! I will not lose you!"
He grabbed the dragon and threw him to the ground on his stomach, straddling him.

"You claimed me," he growled, "and now I'm going to claim you!"
He grabbed his master by the throat and pulled the dragon's shoulder to his mouth. His lip curled in anticipation, and then he chomped into Mysto's shoulder. Mysto roared in pain, spitting fire at the overwhelming sensation. As Jack claimed his master, he pressed his hips against the dragon's vent. The warmth coaxed his cock out, and the savagery of the bite was matched only by the tenderness with which he pressed his sex inside.
Mysto stopped roaring. The fierceness with which his slave had cast him down and claimed him mixed with the unmistakable, unfakable love that drove that tenderness instantly brought tears to his eyes. He cried as Jack forced him to stay still and passively—helplessly—receive the sweetest love-making he had ever experienced—even from Andrew. Mysto felt his orgasm well up inside of him, and as he came, his body was wracked with uncontrollable sobbing.
He felt his lover climax, and then he felt the pressure on his shoulder relax. Mysto slowly turned to face him. Jack's eyes were wet; he'd been crying, too.

"I would have let them kill me if I thought that's what you wanted," the horse said, peering deep into Mysto's eyes, his lip trembling. "Don't you ever doubt my love for you again!"
The two clung to each other as if they'd blow away if they let go, and Mysto wrapped them in his wings. It was a long time before either could speak again.
"What happened to the slaves?" Jack finally asked.
"They're back in their bunks," Mysto replied, "waiting for you to lead the fight against sexual predation."
Jack blinked. "But—you were going to send me away," he said. "After all you worked for, you were there, and you were going to send me away!"
Mysto sighed and shook his head. "I don't deserve to lead this fight, not after becoming the villain myself." He averted his eyes.

Jack shook his head. "Enough of that," he said sternly. 
"Master, look at me," he urged when Mysto didn't respond.

The dragon hesitated and then looked at his slave.

"Master, this is your vision. I don't know where to go, what to do," Jack said earnestly, taking his master's hand in his. "But I will follow you wherever you lead me, and those slaves—they'll follow us."
Mysto squeezed Jack's hand, encouraged. "All right," he said, smiling with tears in his eyes, "let's go wage this war." 
Jack went downstairs with mixed feelings. He wasn't sure how the dynamic would change between him and his slaves, and he wasn't keen on facing them after they'd been allowed to torture him. On the other hand, it was unlikely Mysto would tell him they were waiting on his orders if that wasn't the case, and he was looking forward to achieving Mysto's vision.
He made it to the bottom of the stairs and did his best to look confident as he strode to the bunkroom.

"Rise and shine," he said, rounding the corner.

None of the slaves were chained. Jack quickly began thinking through how to contain them. Before he could move, though, all the slaves prostrated themselves on the ground in front of him. 

"Praise be to Master, whose strength spared us our torture!" they chorused.

Jack did a double-take as Cunt initiated and the slaves followed him, rising one-by-one, approaching Jack, kneeling at his feet, kissing his cock, and saying, "Thank you, Master!"
I could get used to this, he grinned inwardly while doing his best to remain stern-looking.

When at last they had all finished and they all knelt in front of him, Number One spoke. "What would you have us do, Master?" he asked.

Jack stood silently, dumbfounded by the question. He knew he came down there for a reason, but now he couldn't remember it. He blinked a few times, looking over the eager faces.

One of Number Two's stomachs growled.

"Oh!" Jack said, suddenly remembering. "Breakfast time. Get to the mess hall!"
"Yes, Master!" the slaves chorused and quickly lined up at the dispenser.

Jack frowned. "I count eleven," he said. "There is no feeder."
"I will be the feeder!" Cunt said. "It would honor me to suffer as Master suffered so that the others might eat."
Jack pursed his lips. This whole volunteering-slave thing was weird, and weirder still was how the slaves seemed to idolize him when they'd been inflicting indescribable torture on him just hours before. At last he nodded. 

"Very well, Cunt. May your sacrifice nourish the others." He turned his attention to the others. "Praise be to Mysto!" he prompted.

"Praise be to Mysto!" the slaves chorused, and they all continued in unison, "Who in his grace has given us this feeder"—Jack extended his arm to Cunt, who blushed and bowed—"to nourish us!"
Jack placed Cunt in position, locked him in place, and attached the tube and stimulator.

"Thank you, Master!" Cunt said, looking up at him with almost devout adoration.

Jack just nodded. Too weird! He turned to the others and nodded.

"Praise be to Mysto!" Number One said reverently as he pressed his lips to the dispenser straw and began sucking. 

Cunt soon rewarded him.
One-by-one, they all took turns receiving their breakfast, and Cunt's moans of discomfort ended with quiet whispers of, "Praise be to Mysto."
When at last they were all fed and Jack let Cunt out of the feed stall, the black horse addressed the slaves. 

"You were all once sexual predators," he said in his most condemnatory tone, "but you have all been reborn, and now it is time to fulfill your higher purpose."
Gasps of excitement arose from the slaves.

"Just as you have suffered for your crimes, you will make those like you suffer!" Jack continued, his voice growing in strength fervor. "You eleven shall do Mysto's great work and bring about the end of sexual predation on Earth!"
The slaves were on feet clapping and roaring with excitement. Shouts of "Praise be to Mysto!" filled the room.

"But before you can do his great work," Jack said, his tone turning serious, "you must train, and you must train hard. It will not be easy, but I will train you, and together, we will fulfill Mysto's vision!"
Another cheer rose up from the group.

"To the auditorium!" Jack ordered, and all the slaves ran ahead of him to their seats.

Jack strode to the platform. Mysto had given him some specific instructions for each of the slaves; the dragon had programmed special skills into each one of them that he wanted Jack to unlock.

"Number Seven," he called, beckoning.

The weasel rose and made his way to the platform, nervous but moved through reverence to do as told. As the weasel approached, Jack donned a pair of blue jeans, and the slaves all blinked in surprise; they hadn't seen any clothes on anyone except Mysto in as long as they'd been down here.
"When we get to the surface, you must be fast and ruthless," Jack instructed. "You must cut between your victim's legs, remove his pants, and penetrate him immediately! Go!" he ordered.
Without thinking, Number Seven darted between Jack's legs, expertly bit his inseam, and tore a hole in the butt of the jeans. Flipping himself end-over-end, the weasel landed on Jack's back, locked his arms tightly around him, and began fucking.

"Excellent!" the horse said as Number Seven slid down him and landed on the ground.

"Number Two, you already know your special skill," Jack said, grinning.

"Breeding—" Number Five hissed before Number Six cupped his hand over his mouth.

"Numbers Five and Six," Jack called, "thank you for volunteering to go next."
The two lions rose and approached.

"You two work together to immobilize and spit-roast Mysto's enemies!" Jack announced.

The two lions immediately grabbed him by the arms and legs and spread-eagled him. Number Five at his legs dug a claw into the jeans, slicing them as easily as butter and letting them fall to the ground under the horse. Number Six meanwhile forced his fingers into Jack's cheeks and pried his mouth open. With an unseen signal, the two both thrust in at the same time, impaling Jack on both ends.

"Always watch the teeth," Jack warned as they let him go and went to sit back down.

"Number Three," Jack called, and the wolf approached.
"You must fuck your opponent, knot him, and then use your knot to spin him around violently," Jack said.

The wolf snuck up behind him, slammed his cock up the horse's ass, instantly knotted, and then begun swinging him around the platform like a baseball bat before turning him loose and returning to his seat.
"Number 10," Jack said, grinning as the pig approached. "Just be yourself."
The pig unhooked the chains from his nipples and cock fast as lightning and had them wrapped around Jack's cock before the horse could do anything. He began to pull them tighter and tighter, making Jack double over.

"Yes, exactly that," Jack said, wincing as Number 10 let him go and he stood back up.

"Number One," the horse continued, "Your skill is, I'm afraid, the least exciting but the most important."
The fox frowned and looked at Jack, puzzled.

"Look out amongst everybody here and tell me which one has never been a sexual predator," Jack said.

The fox looked around and immediately whipped his head back to Jack. "You, Master."
"Lucky guess," Number Four chuckled.

"You are correct," Jack replied. "Your skill will help us determine whom to rape and whom to spare. You must use your skill wisely so that we punish only the guilty and protect the innocent."
The fox nodded solemnly.

"Number Four," Jack said, cocking an eyebrow and beckoning.
The German shepherd rose and went to the platform.

"Your specialty is incapacitation," Jack said.

Before the horse could say another word, the German shepherd had him by the balls and knocked his legs out from under him, making him face-plant.

"My point exactly," Jack grunted, looking up.
He got to his feet as Number Four sat back down. 
"Number Nine," Jack said, grinning.

The elk stood and began to walk towards him.

Jack shook his head. "No, no, Number Nine. From right there, hit me!"
The elk grinned, stroked himself three times, and fired off a jet of cum that hit Jack in the chest and almost knocked him off the platform.

"Well done!" the horse praised the elk as he sat back down.

"Ah, Cunt," Jack said affectionately as the horse walked up to him. "You have—whether you realize it or not—been a comfort to me all this time, and now you will be a comfort to others. Your task is to comfort the innocent."
The horse began to rub his master's shoulders, and Jack sighed, relaxing instantly.

"Number Eight," he said dreamily. 

The donkey rose and joined them.

"Your task is similar: reinvigorate the team."
Number Eight took Jack's cock in one hand and Cunt's in the other and began to stroke them both. Both shuddered and came all over the donkey, both of them suddenly feeling refreshed and rejuvenated.
"Now you all know your skills," Jack told them, "and I want you to practice getting good at them. Number Eight, Cunt, you two keep them all going. We'll stop for lunch in four hours."
Number Seven was on his feet instantly and slid right under Number Nine. Before the elk could react, Number Seven was inside him. Meanwhile, Number Three stabbed his prick into Number Two and began swinging the bull around like a hammer toss. Numbers One and Four had to jump to get out of the way. Number Four jumped back into Number Five, and the lion grinned as he and Number Six quickly grabbed the German shepherd and spread-eagled him. 

"Number One," Jack said, beckoning, and the fox chased after him as Jack went upstairs.
"Well, that was fun!" Jack chuckled as he and Number One entered the living room.

"Do you like them?" Mysto asked, grinning.

"They're…unique," Jack laughed. "Only you would ever come up with using a dog's knot as a basis for a hammer throw!"
Mysto laughed and beamed. "I've had plenty of time to come up with these ideas," he said.

"Number One, the reason you're here," Jack said to the fox, "is to tell us which of these are innocent and which are predators."
Mysto emptied out a box of photographs and spread them on the table.

"Innocent," the fox said, picking up a picture. Mysto stamped it with a green check mark.

"Guilty," Number One said as he handed Mysto another picture. This Mysto stamped with a red X.

Soon the fox was flying through the pictures, and Mysto was stamping like a jackhammer.

Jack took the opportunity to go work out. Four hours later, he found Mysto and Number One chatting, two huge stacks of pictures beside them.

"All finished?" Jack asked, raising his eyebrows.

"I could barely keep up!" Mysto breathed.

"Sounds like you've got quite the talent!" Jack said as Number One blushed.

"Time for lunch," Jack said, and the fox followed him downstairs.

The boys were all hard at it when Jack arrived. All of them seemed as pumped and ready as they had been when Jack left—except for Number Eight and Cunt. The two equines were doing their best in the aftermath after Number Two had unleashed his talent, but they were both exhausted.
"Enough!" Jack called, putting his hands up.

The slaves stopped where they were and quickly stood at attention.

"Lunchtime," Jack said, gesturing his head towards the mess hall. The slaves all went, with Number Eight and Cunt picking up the rear.

Even before he got there, Jack heard the blessing being given, chorused by all the slaves.

"Cunt is tired," Number Two said. "I will feed you this time."
Another round of praise for Mysto went up, and Jack connected the bull to the dispenser.

The slaves pushed Cunt and Number Eight up to the front of the line, and the two took the bull's first milk gratefully.

All that work had given the slaves quite the appetite, and even Number Two's heavy balls were well-drained by the time they finished.

"Back to training," Jack told them, and the slaves began right where they were as he went back upstairs.
"I dunno what you did to them," he said to his master, "but they've got more drive than anybody I've ever seen."
The dragon smiled and patted the couch next to him. Jack sat, and Mysto rubbed his shoulders.

"It's weird with them praising and idolizing me all the time," the horse said.

"I figured for all the work you did, you deserved a little reward," the dragon chuckled. 

"I appreciate their work ethic, but being deified—"
"—was just a little payback," Mysto said with a grin and a wink. "You got them saying all that 'praise Mysto' crap, and it kinda weirded me out a bit. Turnabout is fair play, Jack," he chuckled, kissing the horse's lips.

"Just count yourself lucky you don't have to see them deifying you to your face all the time," the horse muttered wryly, leaning forward to return Mysto's kiss.
"Make sure they rest tonight," Mysto said. "Tomorrow we strike the first blow."
Jack grinned and gave his master a coy look. "I'd like to strike a blow," he said, watching his master's face as he climbed off the couch and knelt with his lips over his master's vent.

"You are terrible!" Mysto laughed, but the horse's hot breath on his vent coaxed his cock out.

Jack immediately pressed his lips to the dragon's vent and slurped the cock into his mouth.

"Ohh," Mysto gasped, throwing his head back on the couch and closing his eyes. "That's a good blow."
Jack grinned and slowly bobbed his head on Mysto's cock, fondling each ridge with his tongue while the dragon whimpered and groaned in lust.

With a roar, the dragon's cock erupted into his slave's mouth, and Jack squeezed the base of the dragon's shaft with his lips, making Mysto howl in unexpected ecstasy as another spurt shot hard out of him, splattering against the back of Jack's throat.

At last, Jack pulled off the dragon's cock with a slurp and grinned. Mysto pulled him up to kiss him passionately, and they wrapped each other in a warm embrace.

"So we're going for shock value, then?" Jack asked, cocking an eyebrow.

Mysto nodded. "Seeing eleven naked furs running at them and raping everything in sight ought to give use plenty advantage," he said.

"Are you worried the slaves will try to run away once they're out and about?" the horse asked.

"Are you kidding? They're as devoted to you as you are to me!" Mysto chuckled. "No, they'll be a good asset to have."
The two talked strategy awhile longer, and then Jack went downstairs to get everyone ready.

"Okay, troops," he said as everyone gathered around, "This is it. Mysto is going to bring the van, and then we're all going to go get in the back. Does everybody understand that much?"
The nervous energy in the room was palpable as everyone chorused, "Yes, Master!"
"Good. Now, when the doors open, I want you all to rush out and start raping everything in sight. Numbers Four, Seven, and Nine, take out the ones with guns as quickly as you can to keep our people safe. Numbers Three, Five, and Six, do what you do," he said with a grin and a wink. "Number Two, you're going to be triggering yourself, but make sure you're surrounded by guilty furs first. Number One, hang back and direct our people away from the innocents and help Number Two get himself situated. Everyone, if you hear Number One call your name, immediately stop raping whomever you're raping and find someone else. Cunt, do damage control on the innocents. Number Eight, keep everybody raring to go, and Cunt, help him if you have free time. Understood?"
"Yes, Master!"
"Good. Number 10, you're with me. Now eat up, and let's get ready!"
"Who will be our feeder today?" Number Three asked.

"I will," Number One replied. "All I have to do is say 'innocent' or 'guilty'; you guys all have a lot more work to do, so you need your strength."
Jack nodded approvingly and put the fox into position.

"Praise be to Mysto," Jack began and left the others to finish and eat while he went to call his master and see how he was coming along with the van.
"I'll be there in ten minutes," the dragon said over the phone.

"We'll be ready," Jack said and hung up.

He trotted downstairs. The slaves had finished their meal and turned Number One loose and milled around, almost quivering with anticipation.

"All right, it's go-time!" Jack said. "Let's get upstairs!"
The slaves followed him single-file up the stairs and blinked as the sunlight from the windows hit their faces. It had been months since some of them had seen it last.

Looking out the window, Jack saw the van back in.

"Llet's go!" Jack called, throwing open the front door as Mysto opened the roll-up door on the back of the van.

The slaves all rushed out and jumped into the van. Jack closed and locked the front door, leapt into the van, and Mysto closed and latched the door behind him. It was dark, and they could feel the rumble of the engine as Mysto eased out of the driveway. They rumbled along, and Jack could trace where they were based on the way the van leaned this way or that and where it paused at a light.

"Get ready," he said in a low voice as the van came to a stop and then backed up.

The door was thrown open, and Jack and eleven naked slaves charged out of the van, up the steps of the courthouse, and through the door.

A fur appeared in the hallway.

"Guilty!" Number One cried from the back, and Number Three was on him in a flash, knotting and spinning him around wildly.

The rest raced down the hall to the metal detectors.

"Seven, guard!" Jack called, and the weasel raced ahead to slide under the guard, rip up the bottoms of his trousers, and plunge himself inside before the guard could call for backup.

They made it through the metal detectors and continued sprinting as doors appeared on either side of the hallway.

"Search every room!" Jack ordered.

The group split up and quickly began checking the rooms.

"Guilty, guilty, guilty!" Number One called as he stepped into a room. 

Number Two charged inside. "It's breeding season!" he cried as Number One slammed the door behind him.

"Innocent!" Number One cried in the next room, pointing to a terrified-looking rabbit.

"And guilty," the fox added, pointing to the badger leaning on her desk.

Numbers Five and Six charged in, grabbed the badger and impaled him.

"Having a nice day?" Cunt asked the rabbit, petting her hand kindly.

The rabbit said nothing; she only stared in grateful awe as the lions had their way with the sleazy fur who had just been hitting on her.

"My work here is done," Cunt said, running off to follow the group.

The pandemonium continued as the group made it through the hall and entered the courtroom.

"What the hell is this?!" the judge roared from the bench, but the courtroom was soon overwhelmed by the group.

"No, Number Nine, he's innocent!" Number One called as the elk took aim at the judge.

"Really?!" Jack asked, shocked.

"Yeah!" Number One confirmed.

"Huh," Jack said, shrugging.

The bailiff was not so innocent, and the elk hit him right between the eyes.

"Ohh, bull's eye!" Number Five gloated.

"I resent that remark," Number Two chuckled.

"You resemble that remark!" Number Six retorted, "and by the way, is it breeding season?"
Number Two rolled his eyes just before they glazed over and he charged into the crowd.

"Cunt, get that fox out of there!" Number One cried.

The horse’s ears pricked up as searched for a fox.

"The white one!"
Cunt saw the fox Number One meant and quickly snatched him out of the way of Number Two’s lusty rampage. Meanwhile, Jack leapt over the bench. 

"Nothing to worry about here, Your Honor," he said in passing. "We’re just purging the system of a little corruption."
Numbers Five and Six followed hot on his heels and helped Number 10 up and over.

The four made their way quickly through the judge’s chambers and emerged on the other side.

"There! To the left!" Jack cried.

They rounded the corner and found themselves at the attorney general’s office. The solid door flew open as Jack’s foot crashed through it.

"Mr. Jameson," Jack said authoritatively, "you are relieved of duty."
"That’s my line," Mysto said, appearing calmly behind them.

Jack cracked a shit-eating grin. "Oops, sorry, Master," he said, holding the attorney general by his shirt collar.

"Unhand me this instant! Security!" the cheetah yelled.

"Oh, I don’t think so," Mysto said icily. He threw some pictures on the desk of young furs, naked and looking at the camera in terror. "Where are they?" Mysto asked, looking at the cheetah expectantly.

The cat’s eyes darted from Mysto to Jack. "I don’t know anything about that," he said.

Jack held the cheetah up while Number 10 ripped his pants down.

"Somehow I don’t believe you," Mysto replied, pulling the cheetah’s chair over to sit in it while the horse and pig worked.

Using his free arm, Jack cleared the desk and pinned the cheetah to it. Number 10 had him lashed down in no time.

"I’m going to ask you again," Mysto said, "Where are these cubs?"
"I—I don’t know anything!" the attorney general protested, struggling against the restraints. Number 10 and Jack exchanged glances as the pig chuckled menacingly.

"Number One!" Jack called.

The fox appeared presently.

"What do you say, Number One?" Mysto asked.

"Oh, fuck, so guilty!" the fox said, gasping. "Damn, dude, you’re the guiltiest fur I’ve seen all day!"
Mysto raised his eyebrows and grinned at the cheetah.

"Looks like I’m not the only one who doesn’t believe you," Mysto said, giving a signal to Number 10, who carefully pulled a thin glass rod out of his pocket and held it in one hand while squeezing the cheetah’s sheath with his other, poking his prick out.

"What the fuck?!" the cheetah gasped, struggling against Number 10’s expert ministrations that made his cock harden. 

"I’m going to ask you again," Mysto continued, "or Number 10 here is going to break this rod in your dick."
"Oof," Jack winced, crossing his legs. 

Number One cringed and did the same. Number 10 just chuckled and pressed the smooth, cold rod into the cheetah’s piss-hole. The attorney general gasped and began to pant in fear, his ears folded back in terror.

"Last chance," Mysto said evenly. He stepped right up to the cheetah and knelt by his face. "Where are they?" he asked.

"I—shit!—I was only acting on orders!" the attorney general cried, his whole body tense but holding very still so as not to break the rod.

"Ahh," Mysto said, raising his eyebrows. "So you do know something then, do you?" His tone turned cold. "Jack, tell me: do I like to be lied to?"
Jack’s eyes widened. "Oh, no, Master!" he gasped, putting his hands to his muzzle. Okay, I might be milking it just a little bit, he thought.

Mysto shook his head. "No, I don’t like being lied to, Mr. Jameson. Not at all," Mysto said, "and for that"—he raised his hand to gesture to Number 10.

"No!" cried the cheetah. "I’ll tell you anything! Everything! Just don’t break that in my cock!"
"I’m listening," Mysto said. "My previous question still stands."
The cheetah looked wildly from fur to fur. "Look, I—I really don’t know where they are!" he said, gulping. "But I have orders that someone’s supposed to show up for court on trafficking charges tomorrow, and I’m supposed to botch the trial."
"Who’s giving you these orders?" Mysto asked.

Sweat broke out on the cheetah’s brow. "I—"
Mysto moved his finger, still in the air, and Number 10 took the cheetah's dick in both hands, one above the other.
"NO! Wait! Just—just gimme a sec!" the cheetah pleaded.

"What do you need a sec for?" Jack demanded, "to fabricate a lie?"
"He—he’s blackmailing me," the cheetah said, sagging.
"Oh, that’s rich!" Jack laughed. "Someone is blackmailing the attorney general?!"
Mysto was less amused. "For what?"
The cheetah panted and swallowed hard. "Solicitation," he said finally. "My home life isn’t very good."
"Oh, boo, hoo, his home life is unhappy!" Jack mocked. His voice turned flat. "Thanks to your corrupt system, my wife is dead!"

Mysto snorted grimly. "But we’ll be happy to take you away from your unhappy home life." He nodded to Number 10, who yanked the glass rod out.

The cheetah screamed and tensed…and then opened his eyes to find himself still intact.

"We’ll take him with us," Mysto said, turning to go.

"Night night, Mr. Jameson," Jack said, punching him in the head and knocking him out cold.

"Bring the others, too," Mysto said.

Number 10 quickly untied the attorney general, and Jack hauled him over his shoulder. They retraced their steps back to the courtroom where the others had finished up.

"Bring the guilty," Jack ordered, "We’re going back. Victory is ours!"
"Praise be to Master! Praise be to Mysto!" the slaves cheered, doing as told.

The ride back was much more cramped with three dozen new recruits to squeeze in, but the mood was cheery.

"Out you go," Jack said as soon as Mysto opened the door. "Straight downstairs; take the prisoners and lock them in their beds!"
In less than a minute, the van was empty, Mysto was taking it back, and Jack was overseeing as the final new recruits were locked up.

"Not him," Jack said, gesturing to Mr. Jameson and smiling coolly. "He goes in the dungeon."
The slaves gasped and handed him over. Jack chained him up and waited for him to awaken.

Mysto ordered an orgy to celebrate their victory, and the original eleven were happy to oblige him. While the new recruits recovered from their injuries chained to their beds, the veterans got to experience love-making with their fellow slaves for the first time.
Despite their original squeamishness, Numbers Five and Six made passionate lovers—and why shouldn’t they—they’d known each other their whole lives and knew what the other liked. Numbers Three and Four were likewise well-paired, having spent many years working together.

Numbers Two and Nine made an interesting pair, stroking each other off until one jolted forward and then the other. 
Numbers Eight and Ten took turns tormenting Number Seven. As it turned out, the weasel had a masochistic streak a mile wide, and it took both the sadists to really satisfy him.
Number One and Cunt found a bond between them. As the longest-serving slaves, they found that just having a nice, warm mouth to use attached to someone kind was enough for them, and the two fell into 69ing each other.

Jack smiled as he watched the couples and triplets playing together. It was a far cry from only a week ago when everybody was wallowing in agony under his hand. Truth be told, he liked this much better.

He sighed. Despite what he liked or didn’t, his was not a life of pleasure; his was a life of pain—for himself and others—and right now there was a certain cheetah who had earned himself more pain.
"Ah, you’re awake," Jack said, smiling at the cheetah.
"Oh, shit!" the former attorney general gasped.

Suddenly realizing he was naked, he tried to cover himself, only to find that he was spread-eagled with his arms in the air and his legs shackled to the ground.

"What do you want with me?" he cried.

"Oh, you know," Jack said, picking up the cat-of-nine-tails, "answers."
The feline eyed the cat-of-nine-tails nervously and swallowed hard. "Wh—what do you want to know?" he asked.

"We’ll start with who is blackmailing you," Jack said, stepping out of view behind his captive.

"If I tell you, my life is over," the cheetah said.

Searing pain shot through his back as the cat-tails streaked across him, and he roared in agony.

"Wrong answer," Jack said calmly. "Your life is already over, Number 11."
The cheetah’s ear’s pricked up despite the pain. "Nnn—number," he panted.

"Yes, that’s right. Number 11. That’s you," Jack said, stepping back into view and pointing the handle of the whip at the feline. He stepped back out of sight. "Who was blackmailing you?" he asked again.

"N—no! N—not Number 11!" the cheetah gasped. "Markus Jameson!"
The tails cracked across his back again, and the cheetah burst into tears.

"Keep it up, and I’ll turn you into a tiger," Jack said. "What would you call a spotted tiger anyway?" 

"Fuck you!" the cheetah roared.

"No, fuck you," Jack replied, "but not right now. Right now, I want answers. I’ll ask you again: who was blackmailing you?"
"That slime-ball Korvsky!" the cheetah yelled. "Are you happy now?!"
Jack paused. "Korvsky. Korvsky?" He leaned out of the dungeon and yelled, "Hey, Number Eight!"
"Master?"
"Ever hear of someone named Korvsky?"
The donkey trotted over. "Well, yes, Master. He’s a pimp—my biggest competitor."
"Former competitor," Jack corrected him sternly.

"Oh, uh, yes, Master, former competitor," the donkey replied hastily.

Jack turned back to the cheetah. "It amuses me that the fucking attorney general can be blackmailed for solicitation by the pimp who employed the prostitute he solicited!" 

His expression was, however, not one of amusement at all. Suddenly seized by anger, he threw the whip aside and punched the cheetah in the stomach, knocking the wind out of him.

"You disgust me!" he yelled. "You, who were sworn to protect the innocent, are helping to traffic innocent victims! Number Eight!"
"Master?" the donkey asked, jumping.

"Get him out of my sight," Jack growled. A cold smile crept over his face. "Make him the feeder," he said, "and let’s get everybody introduced to feeding time."
Jack almost pitied the cheetah, knowing that just one round would mean fifty hungry mouths. Almost pitied.
"All right, love-birds," the horse said, striding in. "Lunch time. We have guests today. Let’s make them all feel welcome."
There were laughs and jeers from the veteran slaves as they helped to chain up the newbies and make them trudge their way into the mess hall.

"Now," Jack said, walking slowly among the new slaves, "before you eat, we give the blessing. It goes, ‘Praise be to Mysto, who in his grace has given us this feeder to nourish us.’ It’s not hard to remember, and you would be wise to learn it quickly; if you fuck it up, I will fuck you up—you and all of your fellow slaves! Rest assured: the veterans know just how nasty I can be, and they will pounce on you long before I get to it! That goes for everything: if you fuck up, I punish you and everybody else. You show mercy to someone, I punish that fur extra hard and then punish you, too. You insult me or Mysto, and"—he smiled coldly—"I’ll leave it to your imagination. After we’ve all said the blessing together, you each take your turn at that straw over there. You go to it, say, ‘Praise be to Mysto,’ and then suck on it until you get a mouthful of sustenance. Then you go to the end of the line and wait your turn for the next one. Any questions?"
The new recruits all said nothing and avoided eye contact.
"Excellent. Then you must all know everything, and I’ll expect perfection immediately! Praise be to Mysto," he began and let the veterans finish while he went fur-to-fur, making sure they were all reciting.

"Eat up," Jack said and turned to leave.

He made it halfway to the stairs by the time Number 11 started screaming from the feed stall. Jack stopped and listened. While he didn’t like all pain and agony, the sound of that fur’s torment was music to his ears.

"What the hell?!" a slave cried.

"Shut up and eat!" Number Four barked.

"Oh, shit! That’s—that’s cum! I’m not eating that!"
"Better not let Master hear you say that, or he’ll—"
"He’ll make you the next feeder," Jack interrupted, stepping back into the room. "Who was it?" he asked. 

The veterans all started to point, and Jack shook his head. 

"Nope, veterans, make the newbies rat him out."
The veterans all snickered with sadistic glee as they watched the newbies wrestle with themselves whether to rat one of them out. But one finally did, and as it turned out, it was a rat who had given the protest.

"You’re in luck," Jack told him, "because I am so pissed at Number 11 right now that I’m determined to make him serve all of you."
The rat looked relieved.

"However, I can assure you that you will eat cum."
The rat’s eyes bulged as Jack grabbed him and hauled him to the platform.

"To the auditorium!" he boomed as he went. 

The veterans herded the newbies to their seats and locked them in place.

"Number…" Jack frowned. "What’s your number?"
"Frank," the rat replied. "My name is Frank."
"He’s Number 23, Master," one of the newbies piped up.

"Ah, 23, huh? Well, Number 23, let’s make sure you can’t tell any lies anymore!"
He shoved the open-mouth gag into the rat’s mouth and strapped it in place.

"Veterans, come line up!" Jack grinned. "Number 23 here wants to eat all your cum! Make sure you keep your dick in his mouth long enough that he has to swallow, now: don’t want him spitting up and wasting any of your hard-produced cum!"
The veterans did as told and fucked the rat’s face with gusto.

"And to make sure you really appreciate cum," Jack added, "let’s give you some in the other end, too."
He nodded, and the veterans all went again, fucking the rat in the ass and filling him so full of cum that it drooled out of him.

"Now, Number 23, are you ready to eat your lunch like everybody else?" Jack asked when they’d all finished.

The rat’s head hung low, and he coughed up cum.

"Yes," he said weakly, his voice cracking.

"Good! Then you’re first up! Back to the mess hall!"
Jack hauled him over and the others followed. Jack waited until everybody was present and then told Number 23 to eat his meal so that everyone could see it. A cry came from the feed stall as Number 11 was forcibly drained again and his produce splattered into Number 23’s mouth. The rat looked like he was going to puke.
"Don’t you dare waste that!" Number Two growled. "Number 11 worked very hard to make that for you! You cannot imagine the agony he’s going through right now, you ungrateful wretch!"
Number 23 squeezed his eyes shut and swallowed the load, looking miserable and glad to be able to go to the end of the line.

The rest of the feeding went without incident.

"Get the newbies to bed," Jack ordered, "and then train for the next couple of hours."
"Yes, Master!" the veterans replied and quickly set about implementing his orders.

Jack walked to the stairs and looked back with satisfaction. The veterans were stepping up, which would help a lot. He smiled and went upstairs.

"The veterans really enjoyed their celebration," he grinned as he walked into the living room.

"Good! Maybe it’ll encourage them to continue to win battles," Mysto replied. "On that note, were you able to learn anything from that no-good cheetah?"
Jack nodded. "Apparently the guy blackmailing him is called Korvsky. Number Eight says he’s a pimp."
"Excellent," Mysto said, punching the name into his tablet. "We have a lead, then."
Jack nodded.

There was a pregnant pause.

"I was kind of jealous of the slaves celebrating," Jack hinted.

"I was hoping you’d say that," Mysto grinned.

Jack frowned. "You could have told me to fuck you," he said, cocking his head.

"It’s more fun when you bring it up," Mysto replied with a wink.

"Well, then! I’ll be sure to bring it up more often," Jack grinned, leaning onto the dragon and kissing his lips.
The dragon lay on his back and grinned at Jack as the horse climbed on top of him on the sofa.

"What do you think?" Jack asked, beaming over his mate, "You made it to your first victory."
Mysto reached forward to hug him with one hand and stroke his cock with the other.

"My first victory was the day I met you," he said, smiling.

Jack shuddered at the feel on his cock and instinctively bit his master’s shoulder gently.

"Go ahead," Mysto whispered, and trembling with intensity, Jack pressed himself against his master’s vent.

Mysto shook his head. "Not this time."
Jack blinked and frowned but let his body become malleable as Mysto guided the horse up to straddle his vent. Jack’s eyes went wide with excitement, and he let go of Mysto’s shoulder as he pressed his ass to the dragon’s slit.
"Rub my chest," Mysto told him.

Jack leaned forward and began to stroke his master’s chest, grazing over the dragon’s nipples and lightly pinching them. He felt pressure on his ass as his master’s cock emerged and pressed itself so perfectly into him, as if that’s how it was always supposed to be. The horse nickered excitedly and leaned forward to nurse his master’s nipple as the dragon’s cock began to slide in and out of him. At last he couldn’t stand it anymore and moved his mouth to his master’s, kissing him fiercely. 
He felt sudden pain as his master moved his head to bite into Jack’s shoulder, but the pain quickly turned to ecstasy as one of the dragon’s teeth hit the sensitive nerve between his neck and shoulder. Jack came instantly, and his ass clamped down tightly around his master’s prick, throwing the dragon abruptly over the edge. The two collapsed on the couch, quivering in the afterglow.

"Good spot, huh?" Mysto asked, his voice wavering.

Jack nickered involuntarily. "Yeah," he panted.

The two chuckled and snuggled together, dozing off soon thereafter.

Jack awoke with a start. He smiled at Mysto sleeping below him and carefully got off of his master to go check on the slaves.
"Going somewhere?" the dragon asked, opening his eyes and smiling knowingly.

Jack grinned. "I was going to go check on the slaves, he said. "I’m sorry I woke you."
"I’ve been awake. You, on the other hand, sleep like a log!" Mysto replied, chuckling. "You’re heavy!"
Jack laughed. "Well, I am solid muscle!"
"Just the way I like it," Mysto said as Jack walked back to him.

The two kissed, and Mysto held his tablet out for Jack. "Have a look at this."
The horse frowned and took the tablet from his master. It was a news website, and there was a video paused. Jack started the video.

"Our top story: shock and dismay today as a group of furs stormed the courthouse, raping everything in sight and making off with half of the Justice Department, including the Attorney General," a reporter said while footage from the security cameras played showing Jack and the slaves rushing inside, raping the guard, and then overrunning the metal detector.
"We have here a witness to this horrific act," the reporter continued, turning to the fox that Cunt had saved.

"It was just horrible to watch," the fox said into the microphone, "but this wasn’t, you know, aimless violence. Senseless, maybe, but they seemed really hell-bent on something specific."
"What do you mean?" the reporter asked.

"Well, it’s like, this one yells out to the others to save me because I’m innocent, and then this horse comes over and just picks me up and takes me out of there. It was, I mean, really, really awful, but that horse, he—he was just really nice, asked me if I was okay, gave me a massage even…" The fox trailed off, giving a puzzled look.

"Do you have any idea what they wanted?" the reporter asked.

The fox shook his head. "They came in so fast, and then they left just as fast, and they took everybody they raped with them. The one fox, though, he kept saying people were guilty, and those were the ones they raped. I don’t know what they were guilty of or how he somehow knew it, but they seemed pretty determined to clear the place out of guilty furs."
"Another witness was Judge Carmichael, who was in the middle of court when the assault began."
"One said that they were ‘purging the system of a little corruption,’" the judge said. "I can’t imagine what he meant; Attorney General Jameson was about as straight-laced as they come; I can’t imagine why they took him unless they’re going to try him in some kind of kangaroo court for made-up charges!"
"Number 44 would take exception to that comment," Jack chuckled, and Mysto grinned.

"We go now to Police Chief Whittaker at City Hall for his assessment."
"This was no random act," the elephant said gravely, speaking into microphones while flashes from the press illuminated his face. "This was a well-planned, orchestrated effort with a specific goal. So far, we have heard nothing from the attackers, but we are expecting that ransom may be demanded for Attorney General Jameson. In the meantime, Assistant Attorney General Collins has stepped up to continue prosecutions until we find him. Make no mistake, we have got every officer looking for him, and when we catch these terrorists, we will bring them to swift justice."
"Do you have any leads?" a reporter asked.
"All we know right now is that the furs we identified from the security footage were all convicted of sex crimes and all have been reported missing in the last few months. We don’t know anything else at this time."
"But who was leading them?" another reporter persisted.

"No further questions at this time," the elephant replied.

"Horrific turn of events," the anchor said as the video ended.

Jack raised his eyebrows and let out a breath through his nose. "Well! We’re famous," he said wryly.
"Not to worry, Jack," Mysto said, detecting his slave’s nervousness. "We’ve been extremely careful and have done nothing to draw attention to ourselves."
"Still, someone has got to piece things together," Jack mused. "It’s just a matter of time."
"Then you’d better be ruthless to the new slaves," Mysto replied. "Double down on them. Make them suffer twice as hard as the first group, and we’ll have them trained in half the time."
Jack ran his fingers through his mane. "That’s a mighty tall order, Master," he said uneasily. "The last group—"
"The last group was hard for you, I know," Mysto replied. "But you’ve got their help now." He shrugged. "Do it in shifts. You torment the slaves by day, the veterans torment them by night. Make it 24/7 misery. If they’re not sucking the cock-teat of the feeder, they’re being put through hell."
Jack pursed his lips and nodded. "Thy will be done, Master," he said, smirking at his blasphemous comment.

"Good slave," Mysto grinned, winking. "Time to get to it."
Jack nodded and went downstairs.

"Listen up," he said, and the veterans lined up in front of him.

"We have work to do," Jack began, and he began outlining Mysto’s orders and how he was going to implement them.

"Got it?" he asked when he finished.

"Yes, Master!" the slaves chorused, and Numbers Three through Ten went to their bunks to sleep.
They’d take it in 8-hour shifts, with Jack, Cunt, and Numbers One and Two taking the day shift, Numbers Three through Six taking the night shift, and Numbers Seven through Ten taking the morning shift. With four veterans each shift, Jack was confident they’d be able to handle the almost 40 slaves they had to train.

"Up!" Jack ordered, whistling shrilly to wake the new recruits. "Get to the mess hall!"
For the next solid week, Jack and the veterans flogged, fucked, drained, tortured, and sleep-deprived the new recruits. While the veterans easily got 8-16 hours of sleep a day, they gave the new recruits no chance to rest, and fatigue and hopelessness soon set in.

For his part, Jack kept Mysto apprised of their progress, and the dragon rewarded him liberally with passionate love-making.

When the time was right, Mysto appeared to the new recruits and allowed them to torture their most-hated veterans (Jack excluded this time), and they were reborn idolizing the ones who had tortured them, just as the veterans had been reborn to idolize Jack.
"Quite the setup you’ve got going here," Jack said, witnessing the events this time as an observer rather than a participant.

Mysto chuckled. "Setup we’ve got going," he said. "This was just as much your doing as mine, after all."
Jack frowned thoughtfully and nodded. "What’s next?" he asked.
"Next?" Mysto asked.

Jack gave him a knowing smirk. "You wouldn’t be rebirthing them if you didn’t have plans for them," he said.
"That predictable, huh?" Mysto chuckled as Jack raised an eyebrow. He rolled his eyes. "It’s time to go after Korvsky," he said grimly. "I’ve been researching him."
"I’d expect nothing less," Jack replied.

"He’s dangerous," Mysto said apprehensively.
Jack’s smile faded. If Mysto was worried, then he should be doubly worried.
"How dangerous?" the horse asked nervously.

"Apparently he’s got quite a posse," Mysto replied.

Jack frowned. "So did Number Eight before we got to him."
Mysto scoffed. "Number Eight was big in his own mind, but this guy is the real deal. He goes around with armed guards and has no trouble killing his prostitutes when they displease him."
Jack exhaled sharply. "And we’re gonna go up against that with sex?"
Mysto pursed his lips and nodded slowly. "We’ll need the element of surprise," he said.

"How are we gonna get that?"
"I’m glad you asked," Mysto replied, grinning and showing Jack his tablet.

An hour later, Jack exhaled sharply again. "Boy, that’s a good plan, but wow. The courthouse was a lot easier."
Mysto nodded. "Fortunately, I gave Number 17 the same skill as Number One, so we’ll be able to tackle two fronts at once." He grinned. "And Number 42 is my secret weapon."
Jack frowned, thinking. "The moose?"
Mysto’s grin widened. "What do you get when you mix Number Two with Number Nine?" 

Jack frowned, thinking. His face lit up suddenly.

"Oh, my gosh!" he laughed. "Are you crazy?!"
Mysto gave him an exasperated look. "Duh!" he chuckled.

"Aren’t you worried about collateral damage?" the horse asked thoughtfully.

Mysto shook his head. "Nah, by the time we unleash him, there won’t be anyone innocent left." He lowered his voice. "Kick him off with ‘fucking season.’"
Jack nodded. "All right," he said. "The moving van again?"
Mysto said nothing, but his eyes sparkled with mischief as he went to the window and pulled back the curtains. "I thought we’d go for something a little more incognito," he said.

Outside sat a charter bus.

"Wait, really?" Jack asked, blinking. "That’s incognito?"
"I called ahead and said I was bringing a touring band looking to augment its groupie collection," the dragon said. "They think we’re coming to spend a lot of money on hookers."
"Devious, as always, using their vices against them," Jack grinned. "When do we start?"
Mysto checked his watch. "Right now," he said. "Get everybody ready."
Jack flew down the stairs. "Time to go, guys," he called. 

The troops quit practicing and turned to face him. 

"Veterans, get your slaves together."
Seconds later, the veterans stood facing Jack while their respective slaves huddled behind them.

"All right," Jack said. "We’ll go by veteran. Cunt and Number 10, take your groups first, and we’ll go in reverse order. Let’s go!"
He went back up the stairs, and fifty naked furs followed him, praising Mysto and their Masters.

The slaves gasped when they saw the bus, but Jack quickly ushered them on. Cunt’s group went first, and the rest followed, filling the bus from the back forward.

"Ready when you are," Jack said to Mysto.

"Here we go," the dragon said, pulling the bus out of the driveway.

The slaves rode in silence, looking out the windows, but the energy was palpable. As they neared their destination, Jack stood facing the others.

"All right, as soon as the door opens, everybody get out and just mill around. We’re going to infiltrate quietly this time. Numbers One and Seventeen, start checking everybody out. Cunt, you and your group start quietly herding the innocents out.

"How do we do that?" Cunt asked.

"Offer to fuck them for free," Jack suggested, "and if they refuse, just pick them up and take them by force—but do it discreetly. It’s for their own good."
The slaves murmured understanding.

"The rest of you, get yourselves spread out throughout the whole club. When I give the signal, everybody start at once. The element of surprise is important, so don’t go until you hear the signal. Everybody got it?"
"Yes, Master!"
"Praise be to Mysto!" Jack cried.

"Praise be to Mysto!" the slaves yelled.

Mysto opened his door, and the manager greeted him as he stepped out.

"Welcome!" the rat greeted him. "I hope you enjoy your stay; we’re here to meet your every need," he grinned lasciviously.

"I’m counting on it," Mysto replied, smiling and shaking his hand. "If you don’t mind, I’ll let my roadies out, and we can go in and get settled."
"Sure, sure! Anything you want."
Mysto looked back at him thoughtfully. "Any chance of us taking over as a private party?"
The rat pursed his lips. "Ya got 75 people on that bus?" he asked.

Mysto shook his head. "Just 52, counting myself.

The rat shook his head. "Sorry, bud; boss’s orders: ya gotta have at least 75 furs, or we lose money."
"Not a problem," Mysto said smoothly. Just figured I’d ask."
He nodded to Jack, and the horse opened the door. One-by-one, the slaves filed out and went straight through the door.

"Whoa, uh, your roadies don’t wear clothes?" the rat asked, doing a double-take.

"We’re an alternative group," Mysto said easily, smiling as the slaves continued to file off the bus.

"Makes it easier to get to the action, eh?" The rat laughed, ashing his cigar.

You have no idea, Mysto chuckled to himself. 
"They’re mighty subdued for roadies," the rat observed.

"How’s that song go?" Mysto asked. "I put a spell on you?"
The rat laughed, and he and Mysto followed the group in.

It was loud and dark inside, save for the stages, which were brightly lit, each with a stripper working the pole under the lights. Most were female, but there were a few males, too. Fortunately, they were pretty talented, and most of the patrons were fixated on them and didn’t notice as fifty naked furs joined them. The few who did notice assumed they’d had too much to drink and had just paid for some service; that wasn’t uncommon at a place like this.

Numbers One and 17 began quietly whispering to Cunt’s crew who to get rid of, and as soon as they had a target, they’d go over and start getting friendly. This went on for a while before the manager approached Mysto.

"Hey, man," he said, his demeanor businesslike, "correct me if I’m wrong, but it seems like your guys are here to work rather than pay my guys, and if that’s the case, I’m gonna have to ask you to leave."
"Ohh, I wouldn’t do that, Sexy," Cunt said, approaching and getting the rat's attention.

Jack discreetly glanced over his shoulder at Number One, who shrugged helplessly. Huh, the horse thought. The innocent ones always surprise me.
"There," Mysto said, his voice barely audible as he pointed with his eyes to a booth. 

Jack looked over subtly. A badger dressed in a business suit sat at a booth, two armed Doberman guards sitting next to him, and two standing next to those.
"Let’s make sure Number 42 is close to there," Mysto said.

Jack nodded and began slowly walking among the furs, pausing here and there to give the appearance of just making the rounds. As he went to deliver the message to Number 42, he made sure to evenly distribute the troops.
Meanwhile, Cunt had apparently said just the right thing as the manager followed him off somewhere. 
Jack looked back at Number One, and the fox nodded. He glanced at Mysto, who also nodded. All right: go-time!
Jack stuck his fingers in his mouth and whistled shrilly.

The place erupted into chaos as the slaves instantly grabbed the nearest fur and began raping. "Fucking time!" Jack called, and Number 42 convulsed, shooting a blast at the nearest guard, throwing him back eight feet, and knocking him out. 
The moose gasped as his balls reloaded, and he quickly dispatched the second guard. In the pandemonium, a couple of slaves grabbed the third, and Number 42 easily dispatched the fourth, leaving Korvsky there, shocked as he witnessed furs being raped all around him.
He didn’t have time to think about it long. Jack grabbed him by the shirt and pinned him to the table.

"Get the fuck off of me!" the badger snarled, sinking his claws into Jack’s arm.
"Ahh!" Jack cried, wincing as his grip loosened.

But Number Four was right there and ready. Before the badger could escape, he punched him hard in the nuts, doubling him up, and Number 10 and his slaves had the badger immobilized in no time.
"You’re gonna pay for that!" Jack snarled, blood dripping down his forearm. Number Eight quickly rushed over and patched him up, and Jack cocked back and slugged the badger in the jaw.
"Enough," Mysto said sternly, giving Jack a warning look.

Jack snorted hotly but nodded in deference as the dragon stood over the badger.

"Seems you’ve been blackmailing the attorney general," Mysto said, cutting right to the chase.

"Yeah? What’s it to you?" the badger spat.

Mysto shrugged. "Oh, I couldn’t care less about that," he said, "although he might have something to say. Eleven!" he called.

The cheetah arrived presently, and his face twisted into a snarl the moment he saw the badger.

Struggling against his restraints but helpless to fight off the very aggressive-looking former attorney general who clearly wasn’t acting in his official capacity anymore, the badger broke into a cold sweat.
"No, you keep him away from me," he said nervously.

"I want answers," Mysto said, holding up the pictures of the young furs. "Where are they?"
The badger blanched, and he shook his head. "N—no, I can’t." He struggled harder.

"Of course you can!" Mysto said, a hint of exasperation coloring his voice. "You all say you can’t, but you always do!"
"You don’t understand!" the badger cried, breathing hard as Number 11 got right up next to him, claws extended, "They’ll kill me!"
Mysto scoffed. "Who’s they? We have you now, and we are the ones you should be worried about, possession being 9/10 of the law and all."
He bent over and table and got right in the badger’s face. "And we offer a fate worse than death."
Done fooling around, Mysto turned his back and motioned to the others. In a flash, they had stripped the badger as Number Nine started capturing it on video.

"Anything you want, but leave him alive," Jack said to Number 11, putting his hand on the cheetah’s shoulder. A cold smile came over the cheetah’s face. He punched the badger once in the nose, making it bleed. Then he rubbed his fingers in the blood and began fucking Korvsky mercilessly, using the badger’s own blood for lubrication.
"When they’re done," Jack whispered in Number Nine’s ear, "take the memory card out and leave it on the table."
The elk nodded, and Jack and the others began dragging the limp bodies of their victims onto the bus.

Their task complete, the group got on the bus and left, leaving the innocent, a memory card, and a thousand dollars cash for the cleanup—Mysto did feel sorry for the manager, after all.
When they got back to the house, Jack quickly discovered a problem.

"We’re out of beds," he announced. "We’ve got enough to lock up the newbies—sixty of them—but the veterans and second-generation slaves are going to be out of places to sleep."
Mysto smiled. "Good. Then it’s time."
Jack frowned. "Time?" he asked.

Mysto smiled and led him downstairs to the supply closet.
"You’re gonna make them hang from the ceiling?" Jack asked as the dragon took out a suspension harness.

"No," Mysto laughed. "I’m just getting it out of the way." He leaned back to look into the slave area. "Speaking of, make sure everybody is clear of the auditorium, the mess hall, the shower, the walls, and your alcove. Oh," he said, putting his hand on Jack’s shoulder, "Cunt will need a new place to sleep."
Jack pursed his lips. "May I—"
"Yes," Mysto replied. "But he’s to be silent; I won’t have him up there distracting me while I’m working."
Jack smiled. "Thank you, Master," he said, kissing him tenderly.

"I’m sure he’ll like the carpet better than his current surroundings," Mysto chuckled, putting his head back into the closet. "All clear?" he called.

Jack trotted into the slave quarters, warned everybody to stay clear, and went back to Mysto. 

"All clear," he said.

"Here goes!"
There was a loud whirring noise, and suddenly the entire slave quarters seemed to crack, light appearing from within the alcove where Jack used to sleep. The light got brighter and brighter as the walls of the alcove opened up and sank into the floor, revealing a huge chamber behind, too far away to see inside. The ceiling of the alcove likewise cracked, opening up to make it easier to access the distant chamber. 

The auditorium began changing, too. The blood-stained bricks on the platform sank into the floor, and the chains lifted up into the cavernous ceiling. The seating disappeared into the floor. The entire space became a flat, open training ground.

The dispenser from which so many furs had drunk sank into the ground, and the wall separating the bunkroom from the mess hall disappeared. New bunks suddenly rose out of the floor, startling the nearest slaves, who looked on in amazement. The bunks continued to appear, line by line, all the way to where the alcove used to be. Where there had been room for sixty slaves before, there was now room for six hundred.

The showers disappeared and gave way to a new, much-enlarged mess hall with twelve dispensers, each connected to its own feed stall.

At last the whirring, clanging, grinding, and crunching sound of metal and stone ceased, and the place was eerily quiet.

Jack took a step towards the new-and-improved slave quarters.
"Praise be to Mysto!" he said, his voice completely awe-stricken. The slaves echoed both the words and the sentiment as they cautiously stepped from the old bunkroom.
"Mysto," Jack gasped. "How? When?"
His master looked critically over the walls, hardly hearing his slave. "Oh, sorry," he said, grinning. "I told you, it’s been fifteen years. I’ve had lots of time to prepare.

"But wouldn’t it have been easier to just do it this way from the start?" Jack asked.

"Yeah, but it kinda loses that shock-and-awe effect," Mysto laughed, wrapping his arm around his slave's shoulder.

"Yeah," Jack said, looking up and still disbelieving what he saw.

"Come along," Mysto said, leading the way. 

Jack walked beside him, and the first– and second-generation slaves followed behind. Mysto led them to the distant chamber. 

Jack cocked his head curiously. The room was huge and brightly lit, despite its subterranean location. From where they stood, they could look out over a huge expanse of cobblestone flooring and cinderblock walls 500 feet long by 250 feet wide.
"Uh, Mysto?" the horse asked. "What’s this for?"
"Future expansion," Mysto said with a satisfied smile. "I wasn’t sure what to do with it, so I just made it a big, open space. The slaves will be able to build it up once we order them to do it."
He turned, and the group went back to the bunkroom.

"Where do they shower?" Jack asked, observing the lack of shower space.

Mysto nodded towards the training grounds. "If they start to stink, make it rain," he said, twisting a knob Jack had never seen before.

Water fell from the ceiling, and—like Mysto said—it resembled rain. He turned the knob further, and light sprinkling became torrential rainstorm.

"I can only imagine how bad your water bill is," Jack chuckled.

Mysto turned the water off and made a gesture to Jack.

"Since your beds are all taken anyway," the horse instructed the slaves, "you might as well celebrate our victory today. Tomorrow, we begin breaking in the new recruits. Praise be to Mysto!"
"Praise be to Mysto!" the slaves cheered, and they quickly spread out in their new training grounds, forming groups of two to six to get the orgy started.

Mysto and Jack watched them a few minutes and then turned and went upstairs. 

"Cunt!" Jack called.

"Master?" the white horse asked, looking up from sucking Number One’s dick.

"Come with me," Jack said. "Number One, find another."
The fox nodded and quickly jumped in with some of the second-generation slaves as the white horse turned to follow his master.

"You’ll sleep up here, at the foot of the bed from now on," Jack told him as they made it into the bedroom.
Cunt’s face lit up. "Really, Master?" he asked excitedly.

Jack nodded.

"But for now," Mysto said, "I think it’s time we had our own bit of celebration."
He gestured to the bed, and Jack climbed up and lay on his back. Cunt watched awkwardly as the dragon and horse began kissing each other passionately. The dragon’s cock found Jack’s hole and pressed inside.
"Cunt," Mysto said breathlessly.

The white horse swallowed. "M—master?"
"Jack, roll over on your fours," Mysto said. Turning his attention to the white horse, he said, "Go stick your dick in his mouth."
Jack glanced up curiously. 

"I’ve always wanted to spit-roast you, Jack," Mysto said, "and if your slave is going to live with us, he’ll obey my rules just as much as yours."
Jack shuddered pleasurably in anticipation of being able to fulfill one of his master’s fantasies as he rolled over, keeping his master’s cock inside of him and feeling the ridges rub against his prostate most exquisitely. He opened his mouth for Cunt, and the horse nervously presented his cock.
"Suck him, Jack," Mysto said encouragingly.

Jack reached forward and gently took his slave’s cock into his mouth, caressing it with his tongue. Cunt gasped in pleasure at his master’s touch and began thrusting in spite of himself. Jack matched his stroking, bobbing his head gently.
A sudden thrust from Mysto shoved Jack’s head all the way down Cunt’s shaft. The horses gasped as Jack’s tongue touched Cunt’s balls. For a moment, everyone held still as they adjusted to the new sensations, but Mysto soon began stroking in and out of Jack’s ass, setting the cadence, and the three soon fell into a rhythm.
Jack had to admit, he was enjoying bringing pleasure to Cunt after all the pain he’d inflicted, and he set to it in earnest, stroking, swirling, sucking, and deep-throating his slave for all he was worth while his ass made love to Mysto’s cock. His face burned with embarrassment, however, when he heard Mysto quietly humming "Ebony and Ivory" in time to his thrusts.

Mysto came first. Seeing his slave doing as ordered and the white horse's face awash in bliss as his master passionately followed Mysto’s orders filled Mysto with lust and deep satisfaction. His balls squeezed, and he rewarded his slave’s obedience. The added pressure in the horse’s ass sent him over the edge, and as he nickered in pleasure around his slave’s cock, Cunt came, too, shooting his load down his master’s throat.

The three gasped in pleasure, their bodies tingling in the afterglow, and then Mysto lay on the bed, pulling Jack in to spoon with him, and Jack in turn spooned Cunt. The three fell asleep in each other’s arms. 

"Another terrorist attack, this time at a local strip club."
Jack awakened to hear Mysto’s tablet playing another news story. He blinked and listened, smiling faintly at being sandwiched between his master and slave.

"Even more disturbing is the video they left behind," a male announcer said.
"That’s right, Tom. The video depicts Dmitri Korvsky being brutally raped by the missing attorney general, Markus Jameson, which calls into question whether Mr. Jameson was in fact abducted, or whether he fled in fear of prosecution. Citizens are outraged and are demanding answers. We go once again to Police Chief Whittaker at City Hall."
"It is now more important than ever that we track down Attorney General Jameson and his potential kidnappers. The department is now offering a reward for information leading to his capture or for the capture of any of the furs seen in the courthouse videos."
"Do you believe the two incidents are related?" a reporter asked.

"Yes. Several of the furs seen on the security cameras at the strip club resemble the furs at the courthouse."
"What do you think is the motive?"
"I’m unable to comment on that at this time. No further questions, please."
Mysto put down his tablet and frowned, staring into space.

"What’s wrong, Master?" Jack asked, shifting to look at him.

"We’ve got our work cut out for us, is all," Mysto said, sighing. "If the police department is now asking for help from civilians, we need to make sure we keep a very low profile until our net strike.

"With fifty slaves, we outnumber the police department two-to-one," Jack replied. "Even if they did know where we were, could they even take us down?"
Mysto shook his head. "If they come after us, it’s over; the governor will call in the national guard, and we’re not that strong, yet."
"Yet?" the horse asked, raising his eyebrows.

Mysto snorted. "Sexual predators are everywhere," he said. "Every time we mount an attack, we double in size. We’ve got 50 trained and another 60 you’ll start training tomorrow. In a week, we’ll be 110 strong. Given time, we’ll get there. But for now, we’re still vulnerable. We’re at the point of being detectable but not strong enough to defend ourselves. We must continue to use the element of surprise—wherever our next target may be."
"On that note, I’ll get started on Number 51 tomorrow, bright and early," Jack said, his expression grim.

"See that you do. Time is of the essence, Jack. We have got to get to the bottom of this before we get found out. If we blow this whole thing open, we’re heroes, and furs will let us continue to do our work. Otherwise, we’re vigilante rapists."
"Maybe I’ll get started tonight," Jack said, nudging Cunt. "Up, Cunt, we’ve got work to do."
The white horse blinked sleepily, his bed-head looking truly adorable. Mysto almost hated to see the two equines leave, but Jack was right: they needed to get going as quickly as possible.

"Let me know what you find out," he said as they left.

"Bring Number 51 to me," Jack ordered. "Number 10, get ready to do your worst."
Jack shuddered, thinking about what that pig’s worst could possibly be.

"Well, well, well, Number 51," Jack said to the badger, "you’re looking a little worse for wear."
"Fuck you," the badger said, chained naked in the dungeon. "How’s your arm?" he sneered.

Jack shrugged. "Just a flesh wound. It’s strong enough." He punched the badger hard in the balls. "See? Works fine."
The badger crumpled, tears forming in his eyes as he puked on the floor.

"Now I am tired of playing games," Jack said. "I want to know who it is that has you scared. Rest assured, we will do far worse to you than he can possibly imagine!"
"Unlikely," the badger gasped.

"Let’s see whether you still believe that in a few hours," Jack said, nodding to Number 10.

Jack took a seat, watching the pig work as he clamped an electrode to each of the badger’s testicles. The horse crossed his legs at that; just the nasty bite of the alligator clips looked awful! Even worse was when the pig grinned wickedly, pulled back the badger’s sheath, and clamped another electrode to the tip of his penis, with one side partially inside his piss-hole, and the other side gripping the bottom. The badger screamed as the pig let the clamp snap into place.
"Hold up," Jack said, rising.

Number 10 frowned and looked over his shoulder but did as told. Jack stepped up to Number 51.

"Last chance," he warned.

"Go to hell," the badger hissed through clenched teeth.

"Didn’t anybody tell you?" Jack asked, his tone serious, "This is hell, and I’m the devil."
He nodded again to Number 10, and that’s when the real pain begin. The pig turned a dial on a control box, and current surged through the badger’s body. The blood-curdling scream he let out actually gave Jack nightmares for a few days. Jack grimaced as the sound of cooking skin reached his nostrils. Number 10 let it go for fifteen seconds and then turned off the current, looking at Jack.
"Fuck, Number 10," Jack said. "Remind me never to get on your bad side."
The pig grinned wickedly as Jack stepped up to the badger. The badger’s whole body shook uncontrollably in shock.
"Feeling more talkative?" Jack asked.

"D–Don Marinetti," Number 51 gasped. With that, he passed out.
"Oh, shit!" Number 10 said. "No wonder he was afraid to talk."
Jack whistled and then abruptly went back upstairs.
"We might have bitten off more than we can chew, Master," he said.

Mysto looked up from his tablet, frowning. Suddenly, his face brightened.

"Korvsky talked, didn’t he?" he asked excitedly.

Jack nodded.

"Well, out with it! Who was it?" Mysto cried.

"Don Marinetti," Jack replied.
Mysto was silent, nodding slowly. He brought his hand to his chin as his eyes traced back and forth, seemingly scanning the floor.

"Yes, I believe you’re right," Mysto said at last, yet Jack noted that his master didn’t look at all disappointed. "We’ll need backup, of course."
Jack started. "Backup?" he asked incredulously. "From whom?"
"The police, of course," Mysto replied, getting more excited. "Yes! We’ll send an anonymous tip that the Marinetti family will be conducting some illicit activities. We’ll figure out the time and place. The police show up—hell, even the national guard shows up! We get their attention focused on the Marinettis, get them fighting each other, and then we swoop in and take out the Don."
"Master, you were just saying we needed to keep a low profile," Jack said uneasily. "And now you want to get the police, the national guard, and the mafia on our tails?"
"Sexual predation must be stopped at all costs," Mysto said firmly. "And if the Marinettis are involved, this must be where the trail ends! It all makes sense now!"
He stood and began pacing. Jack had never seen him so agitated.

"The trafficking, the multiple levels of blackmail, the indirection, it all makes perfect sense! Of course he’s blackmailing the attorney general, but of course he’s not doing it himself; he’s using a known criminal to do it. It’s brilliant!"
His eyes narrowed thoughtfully. 

"But you’re right; this is no petty criminal or blackmailed politician we’re dealing with. This is a strategist, someone well-connected in the criminal underworld. I doubt they know who we are, but as soon as we attack them, they’ll put a hell of a lot more effort into finding us than the police can. Hmm…"
He pressed his index fingers to his lips thoughtfully. "Like the hydra, cutting off the head won’t do," the dragon said, shaking his head. "We’ve got to crush it. Simply taking out the Don won’t bring it down; we’ve got to destroy its leadership, take them all out at once—or enough of them to leave the rest of the group floundering."
Jack shook his head open, his mouth agape. "Master, those are trained, highly organized criminals. Granted, we’re trained and organized, too, but they’ve got a lot of years of experience on us!"
Mysto waved his hand at him dismissively. "Calm down, Jack," he said. "It’s not like I’m saying we’re going to attack them tomorrow!"
He frowned and thought to himself for some time before glancing up to see his slave looking very uneasy.

"Jack," he said, holding his arms out, inviting the horse to embrace him, "Trust me as you have done until now. This is the end of the rainbow; we would be fools not to take the gold after coming all this way! The end of the rainbow may be atop a jagged cliff, but we will get to it. We’re already halfway up, and the base is far below us. Nothing to do now but ascend to the summit and claim what is ours."
He held his slave in his arms, wrapping his wings around him protectively. "For now, focus on training the troops. In fact, do that tomorrow; sleep now. I will work this out, and we’ll execute the plan, just as we have done twice before. All right?"
Jack looked up at his master and nodded slowly. Mysto kissed his lips and sent him to bed. The dragon himself would not go to bed that night; he spent it at his computer, researching and planning. 
Jack slept fitfully, but when he awoke, it was business as usual. He went down to give his usual first-day speeches and introduce the new recruits to their new life of hell, but he came back upstairs as quickly as he could. He needed to work out, to clear his mind of the impending sense of doom he felt. When he was working out, he was fine. When he was working out, he was invincible.
"I’ve got it!" Mysto said excitedly, throwing open the door, a piece of fabric draped over one arm.
Jack started and glanced above his head, wincing and straining to put the weight he supported back into position.

"You do?" he asked, sitting up and wiping his chest with a towel.

"Yes," Mysto grinned. "I know how we’re going to ambush the Don, save the cubs, and ensure our continued survival."
"Wow, you did all that in one night?" Jack asked, standing and getting a drink.

"It’s not perfect, yet," Mysto said, "but it will be by the time you get those troops trained." He frowned. "Say, what are you doing up here? Shouldn’t you be making some former strip club patrons rue the day they were born?"
"I needed a break," Jack admitted. "I’ve been pretty worried about this since you mentioned it, and I needed to clear my head."
Mysto shook his head. "You’re not trusting me, Jack," he said.

Jack swallowed. "I"—he sighed—"I know. I’m just…I dunno, the others seemed kinda easy compared to this."
Mysto chuckled. "Well, I’ll take the compliment, but rest assured, none of them were easy for me!"
Jack frowned.

"The courthouse: do you think just anybody could walk into a courthouse bare-ass naked and expect to make it more than ten feet? Of course not! Yet we achieved our goal of forcibly removing a public official from his office without any of you wearing a thread of clothing! All of that was planning. The time we arrived, the door we used—even the color of the moving van I selected—they were all planned for success!"
Jack opened his mouth to speak but closed it as Mysto continued.

"And the strip club: strippers are naked, not the patrons! Misinforming the manager, choosing to arrive when that manager was working, getting everyone in position, and deciding what skills to teach everybody…that took tons of planning! Did you know that if we had used a navy-colored bus instead of the black one, the manager would not have let us stay?"
Jack frowned. "How do you know that?" he asked.

Mysto grinned and pointed to his temples. "Because I got inside his head, Jack. It’s what I do! One day, a structural engineer; the next day, a social engineer. Probing and planning, extrapolating outcomes, analyzing results"—his eyes flashed with passion—"It’s all part of the game, and last night, I got into the Don’s head."
The horse’s jaw dropped. "You what?" he asked. "How?"
"Like most smart furs, the Don has hobbies," Mysto replied, "and the Don’s happens to be sailing. It didn’t take long to find out that he’s on a number of sailing boards, and hidden behind what he thinks is an anonymous screenname, he responds to messages as himself. I just started chatting him up. We talked about sailing, and then I…put a few ideas in his head." The dragon practically giggled. "He’s going to be having a family gathering," he continued. "A big one. All the bigwigs will be there, ostensibly to celebrate his adopted son’s becoming a made fur, but the ulterior motive I gave him is to check the loyalty of his subordinates." He nodded satisfaction to himself. "With the specter of suspicion in the air, they’ll all be at each other’s throats. The police will be easy to get into the fray; all I have to do is blame the mob for the attorney general’s disappearance—it’s not a complete lie, after all—and they’ll be there in force. With the Mob's focus divided between going after each other and fighting off the cops, we slip in, do what we do best, and then take the spoils."
"How, um, do we slip in?" Jack asked. "Even with the whole cop vs. mobster dynamic, they’re bound to notice as a bunch of naked furs walk in!"
Mysto nodded. "Yes, I’ve been thinking about that," he said with a huff. "While I like the havoc and confusion that ensues when we show up naked, I think something a little more conservative is in our best interests here.
He took the fabric off his arm and unfolded it. It was a one-piece coverall jumpsuit in a very boring and not at all stylish beige.

Jack frowned and cocked his eyebrow. "I—won’t that look out-of-place at an Italian celebration, too?" he asked.

Mysto flipped the fabric inside-out—or rather, right-side-out—to reveal that the jumpsuit actually looked like a form-fitting black tuxedo.

"Huh," Jack said, raising both eyebrows. "Now that looks better."
Mysto held it out to him. "Put it on," he said. "I want to see how it looks."
Jack actually felt weird putting clothes on, but he dutifully stepped into the jumpsuit and zipped himself up.

"Uh, Mysto?" he asked, blushing. "Is that normal?"
The jumpsuit was crotchless, with nothing to cover his sheath, balls, tail, or tailhole.

Mysto laughed. "Oh, Jack, I give you one piece of clothing to wear, and you instantly become self-conscious about your genitals! How many months has it been since you wore any clothes regularly?"
"It just seems like they’re being emphasized this way," Jack replied ruefully, his face still burning.

"Not deliberately," Mysto admitted. "I’m a function-over-form guy, and since all of your powers involve using your sex, it seemed best to have easy access. The fact that it makes you blush so adorably is just a perk!"
He moved in close, stroking Jack’s quickly hardening sheath. "I think you agree, don’t you, slave?"
Jack shuddered in ecstasy.

"Come, Jack," Mysto said, escorting him out. "Let’s see what Cunt thinks! Oh, Cunt!" he called in a sing-song voice.

"Master?" Cunt asked, meeting them in the living room. His jaw dropped. "Master!"
Jack’s face burned with bright red embarrassment as his slave stood looking at him. Despite his once being straight, Cunt’s arousal was immediately evident.
"Oh, Cunt, I’m so glad you approve!" Mysto grinned. "Now fuck your master for me, won’t you? I want to run some experiments."
"Fuck my—" Cunt began, looking at Jack for direction, but the horse was himself looking at Mysto, aghast.

"What?" Mysto asked with a grin.

Jack sighed and went to the couch, leaned over it, and spread his legs, lifting his tail up and off to the side, and gave his best "come-hither" look over his shoulder to Cunt.

The white horse didn’t need to be asked twice. His master’s ass might not be a nice pussy, but that crotchless uniform made him look close enough to a mare that Cunt could just pretend he was anyway. Without overture, he stepped up and pressed his cock against his master’s donut, shocked at how hot it was.

"Damn, Master!" Cunt gasped. "I didn’t realize you were so warm!"
He pressed in and came almost instantly. 

Jack frowned over his shoulder. Still couldn’t make love to Ebony better than I could. He sighed, disappointed that he hadn’t gotten any stimulation from it, and dropped his hips as his slave pulled out of him.

"I’d rate that a ten out of ten!" Mysto said, making notes on his tablet. "Perfect stretch, nothing in the way. Perfect! The design is finalized, then."
He stood up, flicked out a claw, and ripped it across the fabric, instantly shredding it into pieces that fell off Jack’s body like confetti.

Jack frowned, confused. "I thought you liked that design?" he asked.

"I did, but I can’t have you wearing it," Mysto replied. "I’d be too damn distracted!"
"I’ll say," Cunt muttered.

"No, Jack, the slaves will wear that outfit. I want you to be special." He tossed a pair of blue jeans to the horse. "Put these on instead."
Jack shrugged and did as told. The jeans were intact, and he had to admit that the feeling of clothing pressing against his genitals felt slightly uncomfortable.
"We can’t have any more distractions," Mysto said. "I want you to wear that starting immediately, and I’ll have the slaves’ outfits ready by tomorrow."
"But their genitals are still showing!" Jack protested. "How is that any different from them going naked?"
"They’ll be harder to pick out in a crowd," Mysto replied. "It’s going to be densely packed by the time we get there, and from the waist up and the knees down, they look just like anybody else."
Jack shook his head and grinned wryly.
"Get the slaves trained," Mysto said. "I’ll take care of the rest; we’re very close."
The rest of the week flew by with so much to do: the recruits had to be beaten down, reborn, given their abilities, trained, and fitted with Mysto’s new outfits. The reaction the slaves had was very similar to Jack’s: all felt more naked with them on than they did when…well…naked. But as they went through their training exercises, Jack had to admit that Mysto was right: when they got into close quarters, you really couldn’t tell. The training itself focused on close combat; differentiating between friends, foes, and innocents; and slipping into areas unnoticed. Jack began to believe that they might actually have a chance if Mysto’s planning worked out. 

But Jack was tense the day of the ambush, and Mysto sicced Cunt on him to make him relax. Jack could see why all of the witnesses on TV always said such nice things; Cunt’s hands were truly magic as they almost hypnotically erased the tension from his body.
"Ready now?" Mysto asked.

"Yeah," Jack said. "Let’s get ‘em."
Despite wanting to go to the party in style, Mysto forewent the urge to use limousines and instead settled on a 53’ semi disguised as an event setup and teardown truck. He figured it would give plenty space for the many new recruits he was expecting…
He backed it up to the house, and Jack guided the slaves onto it. They quickly got inside, Jack followed them, and Mysto closed the door behind them.

"All right, remember, the trick to this is being subtle," Jack warned. "Got to sneak in there, get spread out, and wait for my signal, just like last time. There’s going to be a lot going on: cops and mobsters don’t like each other, so just stay out of the way of stray gunshots and be ready to pounce as soon as I whistle."
"Yes, Master!" the slaves chorused quietly.

"Praise be to Mysto!" Jack said, and the slaves echoed.

The rest of the ride was silent. Jack could hear the slaves’ nervous breathing and the sound of his heart in his ears.

The truck stopped, and the door opened. Jack took a breath and stepped out.

"Okay, quietly," he whispered.

The truck was situated a ways from the event but in a secluded location so they could get in without attracting too much attention. Jack had them go in twos and threes so as not to look like a huge mob. When the last one was finally off, Jack followed the rest to the party.

He suddenly felt out of place wearing blue jeans.

Everywhere he looked were nicely-dressed furs with a lot of power in the criminal underworld, all congregated in the same place. Every fiber of his being told him to knock one of them out and take his clothes as a disguise, but something in the back of his mind told him that Mysto had planned this, too.

"Ah, here you are," a snappy-looking waiter said. "You’re late; hurry up and get to the stage!"
Jack’s jaw dropped; Mysto hadn’t told him anything about a stage, and he was terrified of public speaking. What in the world did the dragon have planned this time?

Heart pounding and stomach churning, Jack went the way the waiter had pointed and quickly saw it; a raised platform about twenty feet square that could be seen from any direction in the large courtyard. Yet when Jack got onto it, it was just a bare block of concrete; there was no microphone, no lectern, nothing that gave him the impression that it was used for anything, really.
Some furs turned to look at him, and as he swallowed nervously and looked back, he suddenly realized that he could see everything from this position: the mobsters milling about here and there with their spouses, his slaves getting into position, waiters walking about with hors d’oeuvres and champagne, and—most importantly—the Don himself sitting at a back table surrounded by his family.
Seems a shame to take him from his wife and kids like this, Jack thought, then shook his head. What am I saying?! How many cubs did he take from their families?!
Yet something was wrong: where were the police? Weren’t they supposed to show up?

"It’s the fuzz!" someone yelled, as if in answer to Jack’s unspoken question.

He looked in the direction of the sound and saw the blue-uniformed officers battling their way into the crowd.
Wait for them to get fully engaged, Jack warned himself. There were still furs further from the commotion that hadn’t gotten involved yet. Jack watched as the stragglers became aware of the threat and engaged the cops.

His slaves watched him, waiting for the sign.

Jack whistled, sharp and short, and jumped off the platform to blend in with the crowd, making his way toward the Don.

The slaves immediately began raping; their jumpsuits worked perfectly for the task.
"Holy shit, it’s a trap!" an officer cried seconds before a load from Number 42 knocked him out cold.
But with the close quarters, long-range attacks weren’t very effective, and the slaves had to resort to cock-to-ass combat. Furs like Numbers Two and Three fared very well, however, and the ranks of both mobsters and police still standing slowly began to dwindle.

Jack had lost sight of the Don, and he needed to remedy that quickly! He fought through several furs, knocking them out and leaving them for the others to find, and then he saw the bear making his way out the back way, accompanied by a dozen armed guards.
Jack gave another short whistle, attracting the attention of several slaves. They incapacitated their victims and then quickly followed him.

"Fuck!" Jack cried as the Don got into a limousine. "Don’t let them get away!"
Gunshots rang out as the Don’s guards opened fire on them.

"Shit!"
Jack and the others took cover, and the limo began to drive away.

"Number Nine, can you stop them?!" Jack asked, panicked.

The elk poked his head up, grinned, aimed, and fired off.

White elk cum covered the windshield in a thick, sticky mess that gummed up the windshield wipers. The limo came to a halt.

"Yeah!" the slaves cheered as they advanced, taking cover behind trees.

"Number 44, on my signal, do your thing!" Jack yelled.

The kangaroo nodded, and Jack charged at the limo, ducking low to avoid fire. He slammed into the trunk and began pulling on one side, trying to flip it over.

"Now!" he yelled.

The kangaroo bounded towards the car. With the occupants distracted by Jack’s antics, he jumped hard, slammed against the car, and drove his feet into it, knocking it on its side. Jack and the others rushed to the door, yanked it open, and hauled all the occupants out, quickly disarming and immobilizing them. While the others fucked their victims, Jack held the bear over his head, struggling under his weight.

"Are you gonna fuck me?" the bear asked calmly. "Because I think that’s a very foolish move on your part."
With a fluid motion, the bear wrenched himself out of Jack’s hand and landed on his chest, pinning him down and raking his claws over the horse’s face over and over.

"Shit! Master!" the slaves cried.

Jack covered his face with his forearms and struggled to get up.

"Hey!" a familiar voice yelled.

The bear looked up.

"That’s my slave!" Mysto yelled, slamming his fist into the bear’s face and sending him flying.

As the dazed bear stood, the dragon took flight and swooped into him, slamming him into a wall behind him.

"Nobody touches my slave like that!" Mysto roared, swooping again and grabbing the bear with his feet, picking him up in the air, and dropping him.
The bear landed and broke his leg, roaring in pain.

Mysto landed next to him and put a claw to his throat. Jack walked over, bleeding and pissed.

"Good night, Don," he said, punching the bear in the temple and knocking him out.

"Get them out of here," Mysto growled.

Cunt and his group were exhausted; this place had far more innocents than anyone would have expected, and getting them all out of the way during the commotion had taken its toll. Everybody worked quickly, but with three hundred mobsters and crooked cops to deal with, it took far longer than Mysto had anticipated, and they managed to get in the truck and drive away just as the news reporters arrived on the scene.

The slaves were elated, but Jack and Mysto knew: this one was cutting it too close. Still, they breathed a sigh of relief as they made it into the driveway and unloaded everybody, and Mysto’s mood improved as the slaves got everybody hauled downstairs.
"Oh, shit!" Jack gasped.

"What?" Mysto asked.

The horse pointed to a fur being carried by three slaves. It was Police Chief Whittaker.

"Number One, Number 17!" Mysto yelled.

"Master?"
"How did he get here?" the dragon demanded.

The two slaves looked at each other, confused. "Uh…because he’s guilty?" Number One ventured.

Now it was Mysto’s and Jack’s turn to exchange glances. 
"Are you sure?" Jack asked.

Number 17 nodded. "Yeah, he reads guilty to me."
Mysto’s eyes narrowed. "Interesting." He looked at Jack. "You know what to do."
Jack nodded and fetched some more chain for the dungeon. Looks like they’d be torturing two furs this time.

"All right, Number 111, where are they?" Mysto demanded.
The bear said nothing. Mysto gestured to Number 10, who grabbed his ball clamps and began advancing on the bear.

"We can do this the easy way or the hard way," Mysto said, "but I will know where those cubs are."
"I don’t know what type of low-life scum you’ve been dealing with," the bear replied calmly, "but I assure you, my associates will have me out of here long before I say anything, and then I will personally inflict upon you everything you do to me 10-fold."
"Your associates are all chained to beds as my guests," Mysto retorted. "I’m going to enjoy making them take turns raping you for my personal amusement. That will happen whether you cooperate or not. I would love nothing more than to watch the kingpin of the criminal underworld reduced to mere cum-dumpster for his ‘associates.’ Number 10, get started."
The dragon took a step back and fixed the bear with a cold smile while Number 10 reached forward and clamped the first alligator clip to the bear’s scrotum.

Mysto shook his head. "No, no, make it snap!" he said. "I want that bear to suffer every second!"
The pig looked incredulously over his shoulder, shrugged, grinned, and removed the clip. Then he squeezed it open and let it go with a snap onto the bear’s sack. The Don let out a stifled grunt as his muzzle contracted briefly in pain.

"That’s more like it," Mysto chuckled.

Number 10 repeated the motion, clamping onto the bear’s other testicle, eliciting another grunt. He looked at Mysto to see if the dragon would question the bear again.

"Keep going," Mysto said.

Number 10 grinned—he liked this version of Mysto—and snapped the final clamp into place. The bear roared in pain as the toothy clip bit into the sensitive skin on the tip of his prick. It was music to the dragon’s and pig’s ears. The pig looked up at Mysto again—surely he’d give the bear a chance to talk before continuing?—but Mysto just looked at him expectantly.

Number 10 shrugged and turned the dial, and the bear began screaming, fighting against his chains in vain as electricity snapped and crackled through his genitals.

"More," Mysto said.

The pig glanced at him, swallowed, and turned up the intensity. The pitch of the bear’s voice rose, becoming a shriek.

"More," Mysto said again, his face glazing into a mask of contemptuous indifference to the bear’s suffering.

The pig cringed. In all his years of torturing furs, he’d never gone higher than his current setting, and even he thought it might be a bit too much. Swallowing hard, he squeezed his eyes shut and jerked the knob.

The bear quit making a sound, but the look of agony on his face told Mysto that it wasn’t because the electricity had stopped.

"Enough," Mysto said at last, and Number 10 quickly shut off the power.
The smell of burned skin and singed hair was strong as a small puff of smoke rose from the bear’s penis.

"I’ll ask you again," Mysto said, his voice even. "Where are those cubs?"
*************

Jack, meanwhile, had his hands full with police chief. 

"Rise and shine," he said, throwing cold water on the chief’s face. "Number 112, I would love to know what you’ve done that makes you guilty."
The police chief woke with a start and gasped at his nudity and inability to move. Even his trunk was chained up.
"You’re the assholes who attacked the courthouse!" he gasped.

Jack smiled and nodded, his hands behind his back.

"They’ll hang you for sure when they catch you! Kidnapping a civil servant?" He shook his head in pity. "They’ll fry your ass."
The horse cocked his head and said nothing. The elephant swallowed nervously, his eyes darting left and right. "What do you want?" he asked at last.

"I want to know what it is you did that makes you guilty," Jack repeated. "Confess!"
"You know, normally you have to be accused of something, and then furs decide whether you’re guilty or not," the elephant said wryly.

Jack shrugged. "I was always the type who read the last chapter of a book first. I know how it ends: you’re guilty. Now I want to know why."
"You’re out of your mind," the elephant spat.

Jack grinned. "Maybe so, but you’re chained up, and that is a lovely cock you’ve got there. It would be a shame for me to mutilate it with this here cat-of-nine-tails."
He brought his hands from behind his back, revealing the whip.
"Here’s a little demonstration," he said, rearing back and flagellating the elephant’s chest, narrowly missing his face and sheath.

The elephant gasped in pain as trickles of blood began to run down his chest.

Jack leaned forward to get in the elephant’s face. "Two inches lower," he growled, "and your sheath would have been cut open like I’d used scissors." He stepped back. "Let’s play a game: I’m going to ask you what you did, and you’re going to tell me. Because each time you don’t, I’m going to aim a little lower. How many chances will you get? I dunno. One? Ten? Three? Unless you want to find out, I suggest you start confessing. To give you a hint, I know you’re guilty of some kind of sexual predation, but it’s up to you to give me the details."
He readied the whip. "Let’s begin: what did you do?"
"Fuck you!" the elephant trumpeted.

Jack swung the whip, and the tails landed just a millimeter above the elephant’s sheath.

"Wrong answer," he said. "And wow, look how close that was! Do you think I can swing again and hit closer without cutting you open?"
The elephant burst out in sweat, his chest heaving. "I—I don’t know anything," he said.

"Ah, now we’re getting somewhere," Jack said. "You’ve actually started dissembling! That’s the first sign of guilt. I’ll tell you what, I’m going to reward that small step forward. Cunt!" he called.

"Master?"
"Give this guy a little lick across the tip. You know, make him feel nice," Jack said, looking the elephant in the eyes with a wicked grin.

"Okay!" Cunt said, unaware of the "game" Jack was playing.

"No! Mmph…" the elephant grunted, but Cunt’s mouth on his sheath felt too good, and with a gasp, the elephant’s cock emerged, sticking up above the line of streaks across his belly where Jack last whipped him.

"That’s enough," Jack said hastily.

Cunt disengaged and stepped back.

"Now, Number 112, it’s definitely going to be harder to miss that lovely cock of yours with the next whipping. Are you sure you don’t know anything? Hmm?"
The elephant squeezed his eyes closed and shook his head.

"Your loss," Jack said, swinging the whip again.

*************

Number 10 was really outdoing himself. He had to give the bear credit; he was lasting a lot longer than the furs the pig was used to working on. It made it kind of fun, actually, trying to see what would finally break him, but he was getting tired, and Mysto had shown no interest in letting up.
The bear now looked like some kind of science experiment gone wrong: electrodes came off his body like spider webs attached to his cock, balls, and nipples and went up his ass. Number 10 had tried shocking every combination of those and had even tried shocking them all at once, but although the bear exhibited all the signs of duress, his resolve was decidedly the strongest the pig had ever encountered.
Mysto had a more annoyed outlook; he needed to rescue those cubs before they got sold off somewhere, and this bear was interfering. They had made only limited progress: the bear started out surly, then sullen, then claiming innocence, and now he was finally at the point of not knowing anything. While Mysto was enjoying inflicting pain on him, he began to consider a perhaps more practical solution.

"You look tired," he said suddenly to the bear, halting Number 10. "Maybe you should sleep. You’ll feel better after you rest and get some sleep. This will all be just a bad dream after you sleep."
The bear’s head nodded, and Mysto watched him cautiously. 

"Wiggle your left paw," he said. 

After a bit of a delay, the bear’s left paw twitched.

"What is your name?"
"I am Don Luciano Marinetti," the bear replied.

"No, you are Number 111," Mysto replied.

"Yes, that’s right."
"What is your name?"
"I am Number 111."
"Very good. Now, where are those cubs?"
"What cubs?"
"The ones I showed you in the picture."
"I do not know those cubs."
Mysto’s eyes narrowed.

"You were blackmailing a pimp, Korvsky. What were you making him do?"
"Blackmail the attorney general."
"To do what?"
"Let the police do what they do."
Mysto frowned. "Huh?"
The bear said nothing.

"What does that mean, ‘let the police do what they do’?"
"The government knows best."
Mysto was almost certain the bear was fucking with him now. He decided to change tactics.

"Why were you blackmailing Korvsky?"
"To avoid trouble."
"With whom?"
The bear hesitated. Mysto knew he was about to hit a breakthrough: even under hypnosis, the bear was resisting; this must be what he needed to know!
"Number 11, come here," Mysto said abruptly.

The cheetah came over curiously as Mysto pulled on a winch, moving the bear from standing upright to being held flat in the air.

"Go stick your dick in his mouth," Mysto said.

The cheetah hesitated but did as told, stepping up to the massive bear and gingerly parting his lips with a finger to reveal a lot of very big, very sharp teeth.

"Open your mouth," Mysto told the bear, and he did as told.

"Push it in," Mysto ordered the former attorney general.

The cheetah cringed and put his dick into the bear’s mouth, his ass puckered tightly in fear.

"Good. Stay there," Mysto told him. "Number 111, you currently have the attorney general’s prick in your mouth. How does that make you feel?"
"Furious," the bear mumbled around the cock, yet his body remained relaxed.

"What would you like to do about it?" Mysto pressed.

"Bite it off," the bear growled.

"Ah, but you’re not going to," Mysto said. "You’re going to suck it. You’re going to want to bite it off, but your body is going to betray you and nurse that cock until it spits in your mouth. Isn’t that right?"
"Yes, that’s right."
"Good. Get to it."
The cheetah gasped in pleasure as the bear’s tongue began stroking over his cock, eliciting and licking away drops of pre.

Hmm. He certainly seems to be under.

"Stop," Mysto said.

The bear ceased licking immediately, and the cheetah groaned; he was so close!

"Wasn’t that humiliating?" Mysto asked the bear.
"Yes."
"Makes you feel like a child forced to do something the adults want you to, doesn’t it?" Mysto prodded.

"Yes."
"Is that how they felt when the johns came to use them?"
A tear fell down the bear’s cheek, but he said nothing.

"Fuck him," Mysto said to Number 11. "Do it hard."
"This is how they felt," Mysto said, "just how you’re about to feel. Somebody stronger than they pinned them down and made them obey, just as I’m doing to you right now."
He yanked the electrodes out of the bear’s ass, and Number 11 jabbed himself inside. The bear roared in pain as the barbed prick rubbed against the sores in his ass left by the electrodes.

"Yes, that hurts, doesn’t it?" Mysto said, feigning kindness and petting the bear’s shoulder. "Did they cry when the johns fucked them?"
Tears streamed down the bear’s face now, and he nodded.

"Yeah, I’ll bet they did. And you watched them get raped, didn’t you? You watched them and did nothing."
"Yes," the bear blubbered.

"Where were you?" Mysto asked intently. "Where did this happen?"
"The police," the bear said, his cheeks suddenly drying. "Don’t trust the cops; they’re in on it."
Number 11 came with a roar, and the bear passed out.

Mysto frowned thoughtfully, giving the cheetah a dismissive wave to go get back to training. "Don’t trust the cops," he mused. He glanced over at Jack and the elephant across the room, wondering how they were making out.

*************
The tip of the elephant’s cock bled from the lash, and he trumpeted in agony.
"Ooh," Jack hissed, cringing. "That’s got to smart!" His expression flattened. "What did you do?"
"Trafficking cubs," a voice said behind him.

Jack turned and saw Mysto standing there.

"Your buddy the Don just spilled the beans," Mysto said grimly to the elephant. As an aside, he said to Jack, "pay up."
Jack sighed. "Okay, fine, you win."
They’d bet to see which one would talk first, and Jack had lost. He dropped to his knees and nuzzled his master’s cock as Mysto took over the interrogation.
"You were trafficking cubs," Mysto said again accusingly, almost unaware of his slave’s devoted attention to his cock. "You, who were supposed to protect and serve, were running the trafficking ring all along! Jack, enough!" His body shook with fury, and Jack quickly backed out of the way.

"Give me that flogger," Mysto ordered, and Jack handed it over. 

"Don’t break him, Master," the horse warned. "We still need to know where they are."
"Oh, he’ll tell us," Mysto said icily. "Just like the Don did. He will suffer, then he will talk, and then he will suffer the punishment."
"No!" the elephant cried. "It wasn’t me! I wasn’t running it!"
"Oh, so you can remember things now, huh?" Jack growled.

"I told you," Mysto said. "Who’s running it, and where are those fucking cubs?!"
"The—the governor. He’s running it," the elephant stammered. "He’s got them in his basement. He was gonna sell them; we just had to keep things under wraps long enough for him to get rid of this shipment."
"This shipment?!" Mysto roared. "This shipment?! These are cubs we’re talking about—innocent, helpless, living, breathing, terrified young furs who have been taken against their wills from their parents and forced to endure rape and who knows what else? You dare to call them a shipment?!"
The dragon swung the cat. Blood spurted from three red lines across the elephant’s cock. But Mysto didn’t stop. His whole head purple with rage, he lividly swung and swung. Jack began yelling for him to stop, but it wasn’t until the much stronger horse grabbed his master’s hand and took the whip away that the lashings finally stopped. The elephant moaned in pain as his shredded penis bled profusely.

"Cunt, get some bandages!" Jack barked, "and some vinegar!"
The white horse ran up carrying the supplies.

"This is for you, Mysto," Jack said, pouring the vinegar on the elephant’s cock, eliciting a trumpeting scream. "Now to stop the bleeding." He quickly wrapped the bandages around the elephant’s cock and taped it in place before knocking the crying elephant out with a blow to the head.

"Cunt, get some furs to help you, and get him to his bed. Chain him up well, and then go do Number 111, too."
Cunt scurried off to do as told.

"Come on," Jack said to his master, whose eyes streamed angry tears.

The horse led him up the stairs and sat him down on the couch, sitting next to him.

"They are innocent," Mysto said, his face contorted with compassion and anger, "and those assholes were supposed to protect them."
"We got ‘em, Master," Jack said, hugging his master close. "We know where they are now."
"We’ve got to go get them!" Mysto said, suddenly jumping up and wiping his eyes. "They could be sold any second!"
"I’ll get the troops together," Jack said.

Mysto blinked, his eyes suddenly fiercely alert. "Yes, do that," he said, thinking fast. "The governor has a meeting right now. I will go deal with him. You and the slaves get the cubs out. Hmm…" he shook his head. "It won’t do to have furs in crotchless uniforms handling cubs—especially exploited ones," he said. He sighed. "We can’t call the police; they’d take them and move them somewhere else to wait to be sold. Damn it," he hissed.
"How about we buy some clothes?" Jack suggested.

"No time, and you’d be seen," Mysto replied. "Oh!" His face brightened. "Go into the kitchen and take out all the towels you can find. Do the same in the bathroom. Sew them to the bottoms of your garments. Doesn’t have to be pretty, just effective.

"How do the slaves use their skills if their genitals are covered?" Jack asked.

"Use Velcro," Mysto replied. "There’s some in the drawer of my desk. Just enough to get it to hold; don't waste time making it look pretty. Take the veterans and half the second-gen slaves; leave the others here to make sure the newbies are kept in their place."
Jack frowned. "Aren’t you coming?"
Mysto shook his head. "No, I’m going to go deal with the governor."
"Don’t you need help?" Jack asked skeptically.

Mysto nodded. "Take a separate vehicle. As soon as you get the cubs someplace safe, come to the governor’s office and back me up."
"But where do we take them?" Jack protested. "Surely you don’t want them here?!"
Mysto shook his head and huffed. "All right, next-best thing. Stay with them there until help arrives. I'll instruct them to whistle when they get there so you know it's them." His voice lowered as he grasped Jack's wrist. "Check them; make sure they're really help."
Jack nodded as Mysto strode to his computer, inserted a thumb drive, and dropped a bunch of files onto it. While they copied, he typed up a hasty note and printed it. Then he dropped the thumb drive and the note into an envelope marked "Urgent".
"I’ll drop this off on the way," he said. "Get your jumpsuits modified and be ready to go in an hour. Time is of the essence!"
"Yes, Master!"
Jack rushed to the kitchen and bathroom and grabbed all the towels he could find, grabbed the Velcro and a lot of thread and needles from the desk, and rushed downstairs.

The preparations were hasty, but the towels quickly made makeshift detachable covers for the slaves’ nether-regions. Mysto departed as soon as he’d checked them, leaving Jack to get the slaves on the truck and get his own ride dropped off. They stopped a couple of miles from the governor’s mansion and dropped off the car out of sight in a parking lot free of video cameras.
Jack jumped into the passenger seat of the truck, and they continued down the road, parking in the delivery entrance to the governor’s mansion.

"I’ll need to see your security clearance," a security guard said to Cunt in the driver’s seat as Jack stepped out and went around the front of the truck.

"Security clearance, oh, here it is," Jack said, knocking the security guard out. "Quick!" he said to Cunt.

The white horse threw up the roll-up door on the truck and let the slaves out. They quickly and quietly snuck around to the service entrance, and Jack used the guard’s badge to open the door.
"Intru—" a guard began to yell before Number Four clamped his mouth shut and Number Seven cut his pants open and plunged into him.
"Hurry!" Jack hissed. "Spread out. Incapacitate everybody, and if Number One or 17 is with you, rape the guilty. We’ve got to find the basement."
The furs spread out, moving with nigh-demonic speed and determination as they scoured the house, looking for the way into the basement, raping everything in their way.
"Guys!" Number 18 said, "I think I found something."
In the kitchen, they found a narrow stairwell flanked by two guards. Taking the guards out was easy, but then they had decide how to check the area downstairs without scarring any cubs for life or exposing themselves to unnecessary risk.

Jack went first, with Number Nine behind him and Number One behind the elk.

As soon as he could see, Jack breathed a sigh of relief. "All clear," he called, and the others followed him down as quickly as they could.
The basement was surprisingly sparse; there wasn’t anything down there except about 40 naked and terrified cubs huddled together in the back corner.

"Hey, cubs," Jack said as kindly as he could—cubs kinda freaked him out in general, and this was not his forte.

The cubs shrank back. Jack frowned thoughtfully and squatted down to hopefully not look so intimidating.

"It’s okay," he said as soothingly as he could to the nearest cub. "I’m not going to hurt you. Where are your parents?"
The cubs looked at him nervously. One finally stepped forward hesitantly.

"Hi, little guy," the big horse said awkwardly. "Do you know who your mommy is?"
The cub shook his head, gripping the fur on his hip nervously.
"Well, um, who’s your daddy?" Jack asked.

The cub gulped, trembling in terror as he took a deep breath and said, "Y—you are." He bit his lip, squeezed his eyes closed, and then forced a smile. "My big, strong daddy," he recited. 

It was clear to Jack that the poor cub had no idea what he was saying and said it only because he’d been forced to—how many times, Jack dared not venture to guess, but it made him nauseous. The cub toddled forward hesitantly—each step a battle between the suffering he knew he was about to endure and the punishment he’d receive if he didn’t—and put his paw on Jack’s crotch.

Jack jumped backward, recoiling in horror and falling on his butt before scrambling to his hooves and backing away from the young wolf.

"Daddy—why do you back away?" the cub asked. Tears in his eyes and trembling, he swallowed and asked, "Am I in trouble, Daddy?" He began to breathe quickly. "Please don’t hurt me, Daddy!" he cried, bursting into tears. "I’m sorry, Daddy! Please don’t hurt me, Daddy!"
Jack’s jaw dropped as he fought back tears of his own and the wave of nausea that washed over him at the sound of those words. But he had to overcome that quickly. 
"No—no, but you mustn’t touch anybody there!" he said, rushing forward to take the cub in his arms and hug him close. 

The cub stopped crying, a bit bewildered by the fact that Jack wasn’t hitting him. 
"But if I don’t touch Daddy there, I don’t get fed!" the cub protested, his lip quivering as another tear fell down his cheek.

Oh, fucking shit. Jack sighed. He had to admit: he had no idea what to do about this. He needed a therapist… Damn it, Mysto, I need your help!
He heard a whistle, and he and the others immediately turned towards the staircase. "Be real quiet, cubs," he whispered. "Not a peep."
Then he gestured towards the stairwell with his head, and the slaves lined up on either side of it, making a U-shape around the stairwell.
"Guys in the front, take off your guards," Jack breathed. "Guys in the back, keep them on and make sure the cubs can’t see."
The slaves nodded, and the ones in the front took off their covers.

"Number One, Number 17, as soon as you see a fur, yell innocent or guilty. Everybody else, be ready to go. Cunt, you and yours pull the innocent ones to safety and show them where the cubs are. The rest of you—well, you know what to do. Stack the bodies out of the way."
The whistle came again. With a nod to the slaves, Jack whistled back. The whistle came again, two short pulses. Jack echoed. This continued as the whistle got louder and louder.

"Get ready," Jack breathed.

With a final whistle from Jack, they heard footsteps on the stairs above. They waited breathlessly.

A fur popped her head in the door.

"Innocent!" Number One yelled.

"Oh, thank goodness you’re here," Cunt said immediately, pulling her to the right and leading her straight to the furs. "We can’t trust the police, so we needed someone we could trust to help get these cubs to safety."
The ferret gasped. "You’re the…" she trailed off, swallowing hard. "I haven’t done anything; please don’t hurt me!"
"Get back up there to deal with the next one," Jack said to Cunt. "I’ll handle this."
The horses exchanged places, and the terrified ferret stared up at Jack in fear.

"We’re not going to hurt you," he said firmly, "but we need your help right now." He gestured with his head over to the cubs. "There are about 40 terrified cubs over there that have been seriously fucked up in the head, and I don’t know how to help them. Shit, I had one of them come on to me for fear he wouldn’t get fed if he didn’t!"—he swallowed down the wave of nausea again—"Did you bring anybody from CPS with you or anybody who knows how to get these cubs home?"
"I’m from CPS," the ferret said, frowning. "Wait, but you’re—" She blinked, confused.

"We’re the good guys," Jack said. "The cops are corrupt. The attorney general is corrupt. The police chief is corrupt. The governor is corrupt."
The ferret shook her head. "No, the whole government can’t be corrupt! This is a trick!"
She reached in her bag for pepper spray. Jack easily disarmed her, and kicked the can far out of reach.

"This is no trick," Jack said. "Look at where you are: how else would these cubs get into the governor’s basement?"
"You brought them here to frame the governor, you sick pervert!" the ferret growled.

"Fuck, I don’t have time for this!" Jack cried in frustration. "Look, just deal with the cubs, okay? We’ve got to finish screening you people, and then I have to go help my master."
He turned and left her there, looking bewildered. She turned slowly to see all the cubs looking at her uncertainly.

"Ohh, um," a girl cub said hesitantly. "Pretty lady?"
"Yes, sweetheart?" the ferret asked, kneeling and holding out her arms.

"Um, pretty lady…" the cub said, cautiously approaching her, "Do you want to put your finger in me?" she asked nervously.

"Oh, my gosh!" the ferret gasped, recoiling just as Jack had. She turned and ran to the back of the group of slaves.

"You need some serious professional help!" she yelled over the sound of the slaves. 

"We’re not the bad guys!" Jack repeated himself irritably.

"No, you need a therapist to help the cubs!" she said.

"No shit!" Jack yelled.

"Guilty!" Number 17 called.

The furs pounced on the otter, making all kinds of commotion.

"Did you bring one with you?" Jack called over the din.

"Dr. Stetson," the ferret called back.

"Stetson? Who’s he?"
"There!" the ferret cried, pointing.

"Innocent!" Number One yelled.

"Cunt, get him over here!" Jack roared.

The white horse quickly grabbed the rhino and moved him out of the way.
"Dr. Stetson, these kids are really damaged," the ferret said. "How do we get them home?"
"Ask them who their parents are," the rhino replied. 

"Yeah, I tried that," Jack said.

"Sorry, who are you?" the rhino asked.

"I’m leading the charge to free these cubs," Jack said.

The rhino’s eyes narrowed suspiciously.
"Look, just figure out how to get them home," Jack said, exasperated. "I know how it looks, but we’ll deal with that later. Just get them home," he reiterated, grimacing. "And figure out how to get them to stop reaching for my crotch." He shuddered.

Two guilty furs and ten innocent ones later, the stream of furs coming down the stairs finally stopped. All told, 25 volunteers came down, three of which were guilty. Dr. Stetson got backup from a couple of his colleagues while the others helped to begin trying to instill some decency back into the lives of the poor cubs.
"Okay, let’s move out," Jack said. "They’re in good hands."
"What?" the ferret demanded. "You can’t just—"
"Let’s go," Jack said, interrupting.

The slaves all disappeared up the stairs, leaving the cubs with the rescuers. They jumped into their van, Jack closed the door, and they left from the service entrance just as news vans arrived at the main gate.
"Phew," Jack breathed, looking in the side mirror to make sure they weren't followed. "Made it."
Cunt drove the truck a couple of miles up the road and then dropped Jack off at his ride. The truck hurried down the road as the black horse got into the car and sped to the governor’s office.

"A Doctor Mysto to see you, Sir," the governor’s secretary said, interrupting.
"Janine, can’t you see I’m in the middle of a meeting?" the raccoon growled, annoyed.
"I’m sorry, sir, but he said it’s about the missing furs from the courthouse."
The raccoon’s expression changed. "Oh, then don’t keep him waiting! Send him in!" he cried.

The dragon walked in, smiling cordially.

"Hello, Governor," he said, shaking the governor’s hand. "Not to worry. I’ll stand; what I have to say won’t take long," he said when the governor looked helplessly at his lack of chairs; the two across from his desk already had furs from his current meeting occupying them.
"So you know what happened at the courthouse?" the governor asked anxiously.

"I do," Mysto replied, placing a stack of photographs on the governor’s desk.

The governor frowned and began looking through them. He stopped abruptly, recoiling in horror.

"What the hell is this?!" he demanded, dropping a picture of a young fur crying as he was raped by a fur that looked just like the governor.

"I was hoping you could tell me that," Mysto smiled coolly. "The governor will have to reschedule your visit," he said to the visitors, opening the door and extending his arm, inviting them to leave.

Seeing their questioning and put-off expressions, he added, "Once he gets out of prison in about a hundred years."
"Over my dead body!" the governor roared, rushing for the door. Mysto caught him by the shirt and slammed him to the desk, knocking the pictures to the floor.

The visiting furs stared in horror at the pictures—dozens of pictures of under-aged furs in various states of terror and pain as they were raped by the governor.
"I would advise you to leave," Mysto said to them. "The governor and I have some business to attend to."
The two mice scurried out of the governor’s office just as Jack walked in the door. The horse nodded to Mysto, who sighed in relief.
"I recognize you," the governor said, pointing accusingly at Jack. "You’re the one who led the attack on the courthouse!"
"Wrong," Mysto replied. "I led that attack and let you believe it was my slave here. Simple misdirection," he said. "But the Attorney General was just a pawn of a pawn of a pawn, wasn't he? All this time, my big prize has been you, hasn’t it?" 

He shook his head as Jack took over pinning the governor to his desk. 
"It should have been so obvious!" Mysto berated himself as he took a few steps away. "Who else but the governor could ultimately ensure that the attorney general acquitted the trafficking cronies, gave wrist-slaps to sexual derelicts, and convicted the innocent under false pretenses to make sure it looked like he was doing his job? Of course it was you!"
He threw his wings open in anger, his eyes flashing with fire and fury. Flicking open his hand, he exposed his long, sharp claws.

"I have been wanting to do this for a long time," he growled, advancing on the governor.
"Murdering a public official is a capital case!" the governor protested, struggling against Jack’s iron grip.

Mysto scoffed. "You think I’d let you off with death?" he asked, shaking his head slowly. "Oh, no. No, that’s far too good for you. Tie him down, Jack."
Jumping up on the desk and sitting on the governor, Jack quickly bound the raccoon’s arms and legs, spread-eagling him on the desk with his clothes still on.

"Uh, should I have stripped him first?" Jack asked.

"No," Mysto replied with a wicked grin. "He gets to have them cut off. I don’t want any chance of him getting out of here with a shred of dignity left."
With that, the dragon expertly slashed his claws across the raccoon, making him jump against the restraints in terror, yet Mysto’s claws left him completely untouched.
The raccoon’s eyes widened and his chest quaked with shallow breaths.

"What are you going to do?" he asked.

"Something you’ve had coming for a long time," Mysto said, picking up a shred of the raccoon’s clothing and pulling on it.

The raccoon’s clothes unraveled like a knitted shirt when pulling a loose thread. Mysto dropped the tattered remains on the ground and then leaned over the raccoon.

"The penalty for most sex-based offenses used to be castration," Mysto growled. "How I wish you had a hundred testicles that I could cut off one-by-one. Only then might the punishment do justice to the crime, but this will have to do."
"Wait, no! I’m the governor!" the raccoon screamed. "You can’t do this to me!"
"Didn’t you hear?" Jack asked, clicking on the TV.

"Demands for the governor’s head today as an anonymous tip led rescuers to the governor’s mansion, where they found the vigilante group that has been terrorizing the city the last few weeks holed up. After removing three of the rescuers, the vigilantes disappeared, leaving the cubs in good hands."
"The rescuers said that the vigilantes claimed to be the good guys before they left. Cub Protective Services is now trying to locate the cubs’ parents. Without a police department, the task is arduous, and the rescuers are begging anyone with information about missing cubs to come forward."
"The dearth of missing furs reports for all of these cubs is particularly troubling, and it seems to add credence to another development in the story: the anonymous tip also included at least a hundred pages of documentation and pictures linking the governor, the attorney general, and the police chief—all high-ranking government officials—to criminal underworld fixtures such as Don Marinetti and Dmitri Korvsky in a cub-trafficking scheme spanning throughout the state. If the accusations are true, then it may be that these high-ranking officials deliberately suppressed the cubs’ missing furs reports to cover their own tracks. All of these individuals have gone missing over the last several weeks, and it is believed that the terrorists were in fact hunting them down. Whether they are alive or dead remains unknown. The state is now in an uproar, trying to figure out how to reinstate law and order, especially with the desperate need to get these cubs safely home."
The reporter’s voice cracked, and he looked directly into the camera. "My niece was one of the cubs that was found," he said, his eyes wet. "Regardless of the views of this station or anybody else, my sincerest thanks from the bottom of my heart goes out to the furs who found her and have gotten her safely home. Thank you. Thank you!"
The news cut to commercial as the reporter lost his composure, and Jack turned the TV off, turning to look at the raccoon.
"You’re finished," Mysto said. "The citizens want your head, and they can have it—after I’ve extracted my own pound of flesh!"
His razor-sharp claw flicked over the raccoon’s scrotum, and the raccoon howled in pain, bucking against the ropes that bound him to the desk.

"No, nono, no, no, no!" the raccoon cried as Mysto reached in and pulled a testicle out slowly, letting the tendons, blood vessels, and vas deferens trail along behind it.

"Open wide," Mysto said.

The raccoon closed his mouth tightly, panting through his nose as he shook his head violently, his eyes filled with terror.

"I said, ‘open!’" Mysto growled, squeezing the raccoon’s cheeks and forcing his mouth open. The raccoon struggled, and Mysto shoved the testicle into his mouth.

"Now chew," Mysto snarled, holding his hand over the raccoon’s mouth so he couldn’t spit it out.

When the raccoon refused, Mysto gestured to Jack, who punched the raccoon in the chin. The testicle burst and the vas deferens sliced in two between the governor's teeth. The raccoon began retching.

"Swallow," Mysto ordered, clamping the governor’s mouth closed.
Tears came to the raccoon’s eyes as he swallowed his ruined testicle. Dragon and horse watched in satisfaction as Mysto pulled the other testicle out and offered it to the raccoon.
"Be a good boy and eat the other one," Mysto warned, "or I’ll let my slave break your teeth when he punches you again."
The raccoon squeezed his eyes closed and cracked his mouth open. Mysto shoved the orb inside, and the raccoon chewed his own testicle and swallowed.

"Our work here is done," Mysto said, as he and Jack turned and left, leaving the emasculated governor for the citizens to find.
Back at the house, the call went up, "Praise be to Mysto!" and the room reverberated with the chorus as the slaves simultaneously began fucking their nearest partners.

Mysto waved and nodded, happy to see all of the slaves celebrating.

"Wow, Mysto," Jack said, slipping his hand around Mysto’s shoulder. "You did it. How does it feel after 15 years to have finally achieved your goal?"
Mysto smirked and nodded. "It’s true, this was a great day for us. But our work is just beginning."
"What are you going to do next?" Cunt asked, standing on the other side of Jack.
"We'll wait, keep our ears and noses to the ground, and when sexual predation rears its ugly head again, we'll cut it off," Mysto replied with grim satisfaction.

"Always so serious," the horse chuckled, nuzzling his master's face. The dragon turned and grinned as Jack brought his lips to him. They kissed passionately.

"Shame to let them have all the fun," Jack grinned, glancing down at the orgy below.

"Oh, fine," Mysto laughed.

Jack picked up Mysto, flexed his hard-on, and lowered his master onto it while Cunt leaned over to take the dragon’s cock in his mouth. The three made love standing there at the bottom of the stairs as almost 400 slaves began running their next drill.
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