[b]Please note that this story takes place [u]in the PAST[/u], BEFORE Fang’s car wreck.[/b]
Tuesday November 3, 2020



It was two AM on a Tuesday morning. Vapor’s cellphone rang waking her and Fang. Both are 17 years old.

“H-hello?” She asked groggily hitting the speaker phone button.

“V-Vapor?” The voice asked.

“I-Izzy? What’s going on? Why are you calling in the middle of the night?” Vapor asked.

“I. I love you. I’m going to miss you. Please don’t cry for me,” Izzy said.

“W… What? IZZY? What do you mean? Talk to me!” Vapor said springing up from the bed.

“I can’t take it anymore. I see Cain every time I close my eyes. I want to be with him again,” she said crying.

“Izzy. Don’t do anything. Think of Hanna and Drogo. They need you Izzy. Your CUBS need you,” Vapor said getting dressed, while Fang was too.

“I can’t Vapor. I’m sorry,” Izzy said.

“Uh. Uh… Izzy, remember that night you stayed over and we were scaring Fang all the time?” Vapor said while Fang and her rushed down the stairs.

“I can’t Vapor. No,” she said.

Fang started the 2005 Subaru STI and floored the pedal before Vapor had time to buckle up. Before he even left their driveway he was already doing 45 MPH, he hit the brakes and quickly turned the wheels to the right. Once on the road he floored it, hitting nearly 100 MPH on their road, a 40 MPH zone. He slowed down as they took the first curve, heading into town. Being so late at night, very few were out. He floored it and blew through a red light, then another and then a third. Vapor hit and scowled at him to slow down and drive properly. He slowed down then stopped at the fourth red light. As soon as it turned green he pushed the pedal down and headed through town, properly. After ten minutes, he made a right turn onto the dirt road, then floored it. The car rushed down the near one mile straight away until a left turn was coming up. He hit the brakes and down shifted a couple of times, his engine revved high. Vapor held on tight as the car slid around the 90 degree turn. Izzy’s house was just a mile away now. The exhaust roared loudly as he floored, kicking up gravel and dirt, it clanked loudly against the wheel-wells and gas tank.

“Izzy, where is Hanna and Drogo right now?” Vapor asked.

“Bedroom sleeping,” she replied sobbing. Vapor could hear water running in the background, then the sound of metal clinking on the tiled floor. 

“Izzy, go check on your cubs. I think I hear, uh, Hanna crying for you,” Vapor said, trying to distract her. Just twenty-five seconds later, Fang hit the brakes and slid to a stop. Izzy’s and her father’s trucks was sitting outside in front of the house. They quickly rushed up to the porch and banged on the door hard and loud. Fang was yelling to Izzy or Rocky to let them in. After no answer after over a full minute he moved back then rushed with full speed. His shoulder hit the door and busted the door open. The lock jamb plate and the door itself flew inwards. They both ran in while Rocky, Izzy’s father, rushed down the stairs.

“What the hell?” Rocky said holding his shotgun, pointing it at them both.

“Rocky! Bathroom. Where? Izzy!” Vapor said.

“Why are you breaking in?” Rocky asked.

“FUCKING HELL BATHROOM WHERE???” Vapor asked, scared not for the shotgun but for Izzy.

“Right there and on the second floor at the end of the hallway,” he replied. “What is going on?” He asked again. Fang rushed over to the bathroom on the first floor and opened it. It didn’t have a bathtub. “Izzy called me. Talking like she was suicidal,” Vapor said while her and Fang ran upstairs with Rocky right behind them. Fang turned the knob on the bathroom door. It was locked.

“Izzy! Open up!” Fang said.

“Go away! I’m done. I can’t,” Izzy said.

“No Izzy. Please! Please open up,” Vapor begged.

“Go. Now,” Izzy replied.

“Izzy what’s going on? Why are they here?” Rocky asked.

“Fucking go away,” Izzy cried then went silent as they tried to get her to open the door for nearly two minutes.

Fang pulled Rocky away from the door then ran towards the door. Again he busted through the door. The almost hollow thin door splintered into dozens of pieces. He hit the sink and almost slipped on the wet floor. Vapor and Rocky rushed in to see Izzy in the bathtub. Holding her body under. Her eye’s closed. Then suddenly her mouth opened. Both Rocky and Vapor grabbed her and pulled her out of the tub and sat her on the floor.

Izzy laid on the floor, soaking wet, and coughing up water, after she came back to. Fang sat on the floor, with blood running down from his arm, mixing in with the water. In his arm was a good sized piece of splintered door. Rocky was on the phone with emergency services. Vapor was sitting down next to Izzy, she was who performed CPR on Izzy for over ten minutes.

It didn’t take long for paramedic’s to arrive at the house with busted doors. Rocky called them up to the bathroom. Vapor was in the bedroom trying to get Hanna and Drogo calmed down and back to sleep. After a bit of trying she was successful then stepped out into the hallway. The paramedics was finally carrying Izzy down the stairs after checking on her for over ten minutes. Another paramedic remained in the bathroom patching up Fang. Luckily his would was mostly just a surface wound. The paramedic was able to extract the big splinter and flushed the wound clean with saline solution. He placed a good amount of gauze then wrapped it with a bandage. Fang refused to be taken to the hospital and asked for on-scene treatment. Vapor looked at Rocky and placed her paw on his arm.

“Go. Go with Izzy. Call us and we’ll come pick you up when it’s time,” Vapor said.

“Thank you. Vapor. But what about Hanna and Drogo?” He asked.

“We’ll take care of them. Listen Rocky, when Izzy called me, she said she was having nightmares about Cain again. It’s why she did this. Don’t be too hard on her, okay?” Vapor said.

“Thank you Vapor and Fang,” he said then rushed out. Vapor stood at the overlook and looked down and watched the middle-aged mouse rush down the stairs.

“Mr. Dawn, we’ll have the doors repaired by the time you come back,” she said.

“Thanks,” he replied then rushed out. Rocky climbed into the ambulance just seconds before the doors closed and it took off.

Fang pulled his cellphone out and looked at it. It was broken, bent nearly in half. It was smashed against the sink when he burst into the room.

“You trying to call Willow?” Vapor asked.

“Yeah,” he replied.

“Start cleaning up, I’ll call,” she said then stepped out. As she walked into the living room she spotted a pack of Izzy’s cigarettes sitting on the wall shelf near the door. She shook her head, then noticed that her body was shaking really bad. Both her and Fang were shaking. As the adrenaline rush started to slow down, they both noticed how scared and freaked out they were. She picked up the pack and headed outside. She frowned then lit one up, just to try it, to see what Izzy feels like when she smokes. She coughed when she inhaled then shook her head. Izzy often sat near her and smoked and it wasn’t that bad to Vapor, but directly it burned and was rough in her lungs. She sat it down in a makeshift ashtray out on the porch. She pulled her phone out and called Willow. Unsurprisingly Willow was upset when she noticed the caller ID.

“Vapor. Why in the hell are you calling me at this time of night? It best be a good reason. Plus we’re like 50 feet away you could have walked over and woke me up,” Willow said.

“Actually, no Willow, we’re like six or seven miles away. Fang and I are at Izzy’s house-”

“What are you doing over there on a school night?” Willow scowled.

“Willow. Shut. Up,” Vapor said.

“Watch you-”

“Willow, don’t make me repeat myself. Just listen,” she said.

“Okay, you have one minute before I ground you and Fang,” Willow replied.

“I got a call from Izzy. She was speaking incoherently. Suicidal talk. Saying she was sorry. That she loved us. Thanks for everything. Fang and I instantly rushed over. She was trying to drown herself in the bathtub when Fang broke down the door,” Vapor explained.

“Oh god, is Izzy okay?” Willow asked.

“She’s awake but kind of out of it. She’s on the way to the hospital. Mr. Dawn is with her. Fang and I are staying over here tonight to care for Hanna and Drogo. We might miss school today,” she explained.

“Okay. Are you two okay?” Willow asked.

“Yeah mostly. Fang got a huge splinter from the door when he broke it down. But other than that we’re fine. We wanted to call you and let you know. We’ve been here for about forty-five minutes to an hour,” she replied.

“Thanks Vapor. Uh, you two just be careful. Thanks for letting me know,” Willow said.

“Hey, first thing in the morning could you call for someone to come over here and fix this house? Fang busted two doors down. I told Mr. Dawn we’d pay for the damages and get it fix,” Vapor said.

“Yeah. I’ll do that. Keep me updated if anything changes,” Willow said.

“We will. Love you Willow. Good night,” Vapor said.

“Love you too sweetie. Be safe tonight,” Willow replied then hung up.

Vapor looked down at the cigarette which was already burned up completely. She shook her head and put it out completely. She headed back upstairs to help Fang clean up the bathroom. Fang was still sitting on the floor and leaning against the wall when Vapor walked back in. She faintly smiled at him then squatted down.

“You okay baby?” Fang asked.

“Yeah. You?” She replied.

“Shaken up but okay. Arm hurts a little but nothing too bad,” he replied.

“Okay. I’ve got pain meds in my bag if you need any,” she said and started wiping up the water from the floor.
***

Later that day Rocky sat in the hospital room while Izzy was laying in the bed. Next to her was Mrs. Folweur, her therapist. The two of them had just started talking after the therapist arrived.

“Izzy. This is a huge set back. What happened?” Mrs. Folweur asked. Izzy sighed and shook her head.

“Izzy, come on. Don’t pent it up,” she said.

“I went to sleep and I dreamed of Cain. We were back together, but with Hanna and Drogo. As a happy family,” Izzy explained then exhaled. “I woke up and tried to forget it. I closed my eyes and all I could see was Cain. Right there. Like he was there in my room.”

“Was this the first time this has happened?” She asked.

“No. Four nights in a row. They’ve been keeping me awake. I kept myself awake. Lots of soda,” she replied.

“That’s why you’ve been so exhausted and where all the drinks been going,” Rocky said.

“Yeah dad. I’m sorry. I should have told you or Mrs. Folweur,” she replied.

“Izzy, you need to understand this. The only reason why you are NOT in the psych-ward right now for your suicide attempt is because your father said it was accidental. That you fell asleep in the bathtub. If you make this mistake again, the hospital will think of one of two scenarios. Either your father has been trying to drown you or that you’re suicidal. They’ll have CPS investigate your father. Once they find nothing they’ll say it’s suicidal tempts. You’ll be taken to a mental health asylum. You will LOSE custody of your cubs Izzy. They will be put into an orphanage, if your father is unable to take care of them. Do you understand this Isabella?” She explained.

“Yeah. I understand,” she replied nodding her head. She turned her head and looked at her father. She faintly smiled at him, until he shook his head at her.

“I’m sorry dad. I really am. I was stupid… Again,” she said.

“It’ll be okay Izzy,” he replied.

“Izzy. I’m going to put you on another prescription. Since you gave your dad a hard time taking all of the others, by you not wanting to take them, this one is a liquid. Your dad will put it in any type of drink or wet food. It’s tasteless. He’ll do that once a day for the next three months. This medication should help keep your mind free during sleep. It’s an antipsychotic. Well it’s kind of closer to an antidepressant. It’s used for Schizophrenia, Bipolar Disorder and for Psychotic Depression,” she explained. Izzy sighed and nodded.

“Izzy. I really want you to work with me on this. I need you to tell me each time you have those dreams. It will take about a week for this new medication to start working fully. If you continue having these dreams, please, please, let me know Izzy. Please,” she said.

“Okay Mrs. Folweur. I will,” she replied.

After another half hour of chat a knock sounded at the door. A doctor pushed his head in.

“May I come in?” She asked.

“Yes. I’m done with Miss Dawn,” Mrs. Folweur replied standing up from the chair.

“Izzy, I want you to write down all of your dreams, thoughts, actions and call me about anything we spoke of, okay?” She said.

“Yes ma’am. Thanks and sorry for causing issues,” she replied.

“Take care Izzy. Be a good girl,” Mrs. Folweur said taking Izzy’s case file folder and then her laptop bag. They watched her leave the room. The doctor walked up and looked down at Izzy.

“How are you feeling?” The doctor asked.

“I’m good. Ready to go home,” she replied.

“Well. Let me check your vitals then we’ll talk about releasing you,” the doctor replied.

About two hours later Rocky and Izzy walked out of the hospital. Near the front was Vapor and Fang, in his car. He pulled the car up closer to let Rocky and Izzy in. Izzy was in the hospital for over fifteen hours. It’s now seven-twenty PM. The sun was already starting to set.

“Thanks for picking us up,” Rocky said.

“No problem. How are you doing Izzy?” Fang asked.

“I’m good,” she replied. “Where are my cubs at?”

“They’re at our house. Quill is watching them. Willow is at the orphanage,” Vapor replied.

“Okay. Thanks,” Izzy replied then laid her head against the window.

“We’ll cubsit them for a few days to let you rest up,” Vapor said.

“Thanks Vapor,” she replied as Fang pulled out onto the street.

Half way back home Izzy sat up and sighed.“I’m sorry I did this again,” she said.

“Don’t worry about it Izzy,” Rocky said.

“We understand that you’re going through rough times Izzy. We’re here if you need anything. All you have to do is call and ask for help, not what you did last night,” Vapor said.

“I know Vapor. Hey Fang can you stop at the next gas station please?” She asked.

Fang pulled into a convenience store a few miles down the highway. Izzy got out and headed inside. A few minutes later she stepped out with a loaded plastic bag. She reached in and pulled out a pack of cigarettes. She stood at the end of building and smoked one before returning to the car.

“Thanks Fang,” she replied and handed each of them a soft drink.

Izzy and Rocky got out of the car and headed up to the house. He looked at the new door and door jamb then headed back to the car. After thanking both of them for the help he headed inside the house. Izzy was laying down on the couch. He walked up to her and sat down on the floor next to her. He smiled then brushed her bangs out of her eyes.

“You okay Izzy?” He asked.

“Yes daddy,” she replied.

“Okay. Let me help you to your bedroom,” he said.

“I think I just want to watch TV for now. You go on to bed,” she replied sitting up.

“Okay, goodnight Izzy. I love you,” he said then kissed her muzzle.

“Love you too daddy,” she replied. She watched him go upstairs then walk across the balcony. He stopped and took hold of the balcony and looked down at his daughter. She smiled at him and slowly waved her paw. He smiled at her for a few seconds then entered his bedroom. He laid down and closed his eyes. He thought about the past 24 hours, thinking about the evil that was battling. He rolled over onto his side with a sigh, soon falling asleep.

The next morning Rocky came down the stairs to see Izzy sleeping on the couch. On her arms was Hanna’s teddy bear. He walked up to her and pulled the blanket up to her neck, covering her up. It had turned cold overnight, temperatures dropped by more than 25 degrees Fahrenheit. He walked towards the kitchen, stopping at the thermostat and turning the heat on.

Izzy woke up to the smell of bacon and eggs. She sat up and stretched then got up. She folded the blanket and laid it on the arm of the couch. She walked up behind her dad and wrapped her arms around his chest and hugged him.

“Morning sweetie,” he said.

“Morning daddy,” she replied.

“How are you feeling?” He asked.

“I’m good,” she replied taking the plate that her father handed to her.

They sat down and began eating breakfast. It wasn’t long before they had both finished. Izzy did the dishes then headed into the living room. Her dad was putting on his coat. She walked up to him and he explained he needed to do some stuff in case it starts snowing. She grabbed her coat and headed outside to help. As they walked towards the barn she lit up a cigarette. Rocky looked over and down at her with a slight frown. He hated that she was smoking but didn’t want to hurt her by telling her she couldn’t smoke anymore. He knew it was wrong to buy her cigarettes but it did seem to help her, at times. Especially after a panic attack. He placed his arm around her shoulders and they walked out to the barn.

He handed her the blanket and straps for the horse. She knew what to do. She hooked a rope to the horse and lead him out of his stall then tied him to a post. She put the blanket on him and strapped it around his body. She patted his shoulder blade, in turn he turned his head and bumped her, causing her to stagger.

“Daddy, can I take him out for a walk?” She asked.

“Sure. Just stay out of the fields and mud,” he said. She grinned and rushed over to the saddle. She attempted the pick up the heavy saddle. Rocky chuckled and helped her. He tossed it on the horse, strapped it on and lifted Izzy up. She smiled and thanked him as he handed her the reins. She pulled the reins to the left and the horse headed out of the barn. She lead him around a few farm equipment to let him warm up his legs and muscles. After a couple of minutes she pulled on the reins to head out past the fields. She held on to him as she rode on the horse, along the tree line of their property. They property extended into the woods but they never really went into them. She had when she was younger but eventually stopped after her dad asked her not to, that she could easily get lost or hurt or both. She patted the horses neck as they continued to ride their way around the land. On the far end, furthest away from the house, she pulled both reins back and whoa’d him to a stop. She lifted her leg over the saddle and dropped to the ground. She took the reins and lead him to the small pond. He dipped his snout in and took a few large drinks. He neighed with happiness then bumped his head against her again. She walked in front of him and placed her paws on his snout and smiled. She kissed the bridge of his snout. He pushed against her.

“No Fritz, we can’t. I did wrong those times,” she said to him. He neighed in response then pushed his head against her again.

“Fritz, no. If I were to get caught again, I’d be thrown in an insane asylum and lose my cubs, forever,” she replied.

“It’ll be fine, we won’t get caught out here,” Fritz spoke.

“Fritz,” she said then watched him turn around. His large dick hung below him, fully erect and dripping with precum already. She sighed and rubbed his side.

“Fine,” she said. She pulled off her clothes and got below him. Fritz lowered down and Izzy took his dick in paw. She lined him up then groaned as his three inch wide dick pushed into her. She was already soaking wet from the ride and him teasing her. His dick filled her completely. She moaned and he neighed while he thrusted in and out. Her head laid against the ground and her right paw running down and against her vulva, feeling him inside her. She started playing with her clit. He lowered down on his front legs, straddling over but not crushing her. It only took a couple of minutes until he neighed and his dick flared inside her. His semen shot out filling her full. Her belly expanded as he continue to pour his hot, sticky, gooey, feral cum deep into her most inner depths. Her body convulsed with enjoyment, content and fullness. Her legs collapsed, sending her to the ground. His dick pulled out and hung above her lower back, leaking more cum on her, it ran down her sides and between her butt checks, some pooled on her anus. His cum poured out of her and pooled between her legs. After a few minutes she sat up underneath him. His dick halfway erect still, gently flopping as it twitched. She placed her paws on him and started rubbing, her fluid and his semen lubricating him as she pawed him off. She opened wide and took his head in her mouth. Her tongue ran over the top a few times until she pushed her tongue into his urethra. She darted her tongue in and out multiple times. His hips bucked sending his dick further in. She continued rubbing and sucking him while bracing for the impending neigh. He grunted. She felt his seed flowing through her paws wrapped around his member. She took exhaled and braced. He unloaded in her mouth. Semen shot out forcibly from her mouth. It ran down her throat, muzzle, chest and of course his own dick. Slick and sticky from their fun. She pulled his dick out of her mouth and moved out from underneath the feral horse. Her body was covered in his semen. She moved back under him and took his dick once more. She pressed it at her anus. He pushed hard. Finally his feral dick pushed through and entered her rectum. He pushed in slowly, his dick pushing it’s way through her intestines. Soon his full length was inside her, all two foot length. It pressed against her insides while he thrusted in and out. She grunted and buckled her body as she pissed, from his dick rubbing against her bladder. Just moments later he neighed and filled her ass full of his fluid. She lifted up on her handpaws and knees, she looked underneath her. She looked pregnant from the gallons of cum inside her intestines and vagina. He backup, pulling his dick out of her. She moaned as his flared head pulled against her sphincter. With a loud pop, he was free from her. His seed ran out of her ass, only for a few seconds until her sphincter closed up. She stood up and walked in front of him. She kissed his snout. It only took a few seconds for her body to react to the cold wind. She shivered. Fritz pushed against her.

“That was amazing,” he said.

“Fritz. No. I’m going to be in trouble. I have to clean up,” she said.

“Let’s run away together. Let’s make our own life. Have foals of our own. We can do anything we want,” he said.

“That sounds lovely,” she said. She placed her forehead against his and kissed the bridge above his nose.

“What in the hell?” A voice sounded out.

“D-d-d-DADDY!” Izzy said, moving in between Rocky and the horse.

“Izzy? Why? Why this again?” He said with his shotgun in his paws, pointing at the horse.

“Daddy no, it’s not like-” She screamed as the shotgun boomed. She looked back at Fritz. He laid on the ground bleeding and not moving. His head was split open from the two ounce slug that went through its brains. Izzy ran over crying. She lifted Fritz’s head up and cried as it split in two. She looked up at her father, furious. She eyes widened then darkness. Rocky lowered his head and sighed. His daughter laid on the ground, a large portion of her head missing.

Izzy shot up and screamed. She looked around hyperventilating. She was naked and in the room. Her eyes still wide.

“It was all a dream,” she said.

“Are you okay?” A male asked.

“Cain! How? You? You’re dead?” She said sitting up, her body still shaking. He walked up to her and sat down on the bed. He caressed her face and kissed her.

“Mommy and daddy kissing,” Hanna said. Hanna is now 10 years old and pregnant with her daddy’s pup inside her. Izzy shook her head and looked over at her cub. Her mouth ajar. Cain lifted Izzy up and placed her into his lap. Izzy was now 22. Another cub walked up to her parents and hugged them.

“What you need Chlora?” Cain asked rubbing her belly. She giggled and smiled.

“Nothing,” she replied.

“Where’s your brother at?” Izzy asked, finally remembering everything.

“Drogo is in the bathroom,” she replied holding her belly. She too was pregnant, but by Drogo. Chlora was eight and Drogo was nine. Izzy scooted off Cain’s lap and laid back down on bed. Cain looked over and smiled before pulling her legs off the side. He positioned himself between her legs and pushed in, she lifted and wrapped her legs around his waist. Chlora and Hanna sat down and watched their parents fuck. “C-Cain you…re dick feels so go-good,” she moaned out. Minutes into the session both girls were laying on their sides and masturbating, watching their parents. Drogo smiled as he walked in seeing the action. He quickly pulled in his other sister, Leora, twin to Chlora, into the room. They both sat down and joined the fun. Drogo began licking at Leora. He darted his tongue in and out of her vagina then moaned as Hanna took his now erect dick in her mouth. Izzy grabbed hold of the bars on the bed as her body rocked back and forth. The chains on her wrists still strapped her to the wall in the basement. Cain grunted and pushed in deep. He howled as he released his semen deep within her. In the background Drogo was filling Leora with his seed, while Chlora had his mouth locked on her vagina, his tongue darting in and out of her. Hanna sat there having her own orgasm by Drogo’s fist inside her vagina. After recovering Izzy sat up and thought of her dad. She thought of the news report about her father having a heart attack and died while alone in his house. She sighed and laid back down as Cain’s seed leaked from her. She was impregnated hours later, along with Leora.

She shot up screaming from pain. She looked around to see that was in the hospital. Machines beeped furiously and loud. The door flew open and two nurses and a doctor rushed in.

“Izzy, calm down. Take a deep breath,” the doctor urged her, as she struggled to get free from the machines and straps on her wrists holding her down to the bed.

“DADDY! DADDY! DADDY!” She screamed over a dozen times as tears flowed from her face. One of the nurses picked up a syringe from a nearby table and pushed it into a vial and sucked out some of the fluid. She pushed the needle into Izzy’s leg and pressed the plunger down. Just seconds later Izzy slowly lowered back to the bed. She was now calm and looking around, halfway paralyzed.

“Izzy can you hear me?” The doctor asked. She looked over at him and nodded.

“Why am I in the hospital?” She asked.

“Izzy, you were committed to the psych-ward,” he replied.

“What? Why? I want my daddy. NOW!” She screamed.

“We can’t do that Izzy. You attempted suicide three times. You’re here until your 21 or until we think you’re ready for the outside world,” the doctor said. She looked around and finally noticed that her arms weren’t free, but were in a jacket and wrapped around body. Her legs were both strapped to the bed. The walls, ceiling and floor was all white and padded. The bed was also a padded hospital bed.

“No! I only tried twice. In school and in the bathtub,” she cried.

“No Izzy. You tried injecting yourself with a deadly amount of morphine while in the hospital. You almost died, again,” the doctor stated.

“THAT’S BULLSHIT!!! Let me go or I’ll kill you. I’ll rip your throat out. I WANT MY DADDY!!!” She scowled and thrashed trying to escape from the straight jacket.

“25cc of Deutetrabenazine,” the doctor stated. The nurse left the room and returned a moment later. They held Izzy’s legs down and the nurse injected the drug into Izzy’s leg. Izzy continued thrashing, crying and yelling. The nurse took the takeaway table and left, with the other nurse. The doctor looked down at Izzy.

“Try to stay calm and behave. You’ll do better,” he said then headed for the padded door. Izzy continued screaming, crying and yelling. The faint screams of the dozen other psyche-ward patients could be heard echoing through the building.

An unknown amount of years later Izzy was continuing to thrash against the padded bed, when the door opened up. A doctor and two aides stepped inside. Izzy looked over with wide eyes. They unstrapped her from the bed only to be placed on a dolly and strapped back down to it. She thrashed and screamed as they lead her down the long dimly lit corridor with the occasional flickering lights. As she was being pushed down she could hear the pained screams of other patients. The wheels on the dolly squeaked as they rotated. A few hundred feet and many turns later she was pushed into a room. The two aides grabbed her arms while the doctor removed the straps of the straight jacket. As soon as they were loose Izzy started thrashing again. The two aides held her tightly as the doctor stripped her from the straight jacket. She stood there nude and thrashing. The doctor nodded at the aides who pushed her against an ice cold metal bed with a padded section for the head. She was quickly strapped to the bed. Each paw was hooked into metal straps and locked. Her tail was pinned down every three inches. The two aides and the doctor stepped back. The doctor pulled a lever causing the bed to start moving upright. Izzy was now staring up at a dark black ceiling. The doctor and aides stepped back up and started hooking up wires to the teenage mouse. After more than forty wires was hooked up, the doctor opened a cabinet door and pulled out a large device. Izzy couldn’t see anything after one of the aides put on a mask on her. She screamed and cried as he pulled the mask over her head. The other placed a bar in her mouth and locked it in place, holding her mouth open, to keep her from biting her tongue. The doctor walked up and pressed the device against her ravaged vagina. It was gaped from years of torture and rape within the asylum. The doctor pushed in the device and pulled a lever, causing it to open up. Her vagina spread open wide. She tried screaming in pain only for it to be muffled by the bar in her mouth. She couldn’t move, struggle or do anything. The doctor continued pulling the lever until it opened her up to more than 7 inches wide. He moved back over to the cabinet and pulled out a long, thin, metal rope with a rounded end. He walked back up and reached in, he pushed the metal rope through her cervix. He pushed it in as much as her insides would take, then connected the end to a large diameter cable. He did the same for her ass. After the metal ropes were inside, he closed the devices and pulled them out. The three of them left the room and into an observation room with a large window. One of the aides placed his paw on an electrical lever and waited for the doctors nod. Moments later Izzy’s body convulsed and shook as the electrical current flowed through her body, vagina and ass. She tried to escape but it was impossible. Tears flowed down her face as the current continued coursing through her body. “Brace yourself Izzy, this one is going to be fun,” the doctor spoke on an intercom. Her eyes were bloodshot from the pain and crying. The doctor turned a dial then nodded to the aide. He pulled the lever and they watched as Izzy’s body jumped and convulsed. Her insides were heating up. It was painful. Burning. She closed her eyes trying to forget the pain. The doctor turned up and dial to max. Her body wouldn’t stay still as her insides started glowing bright red and smoke coming out from her mouth, vagina and ass.


Izzy’s eyes flew up and started crying and thrashing from the pain. Rocky jumped up from the chair and ran over to her. The door flew open and two nurses ran in. After a short time they finally got her calmed down. She was jetting her eyes back and forth. She was in the hospital again. She looked up at the nurses as they checked her vitals and trying to get her heart rate and breathing to a normal rate. After another few minutes she was mostly calm. She looked over at her dad.

“No more asylum, no more drugs, no more pain, no more pain, no more pain, no more straps, no more anything, please. No more, no more, no more, no more, no more, no more, no more,” she said crying.

“Izzy, you’re safe. You were just having a nightmare while in a coma,” he said taking her paw.

“NO! You’re NOT real! Just another bad day in my shitty fucking life!” She cried and started thrashing. The two nurses held her body down, trying to keep her from ripping the IV’s from her arms.

“Izzy, baby, you’re not dreaming. This is real. Calm down please,” he said.

“NO! IT’S A FUCKING NIGHTMARE!” She yelled. Rocky looked at one of the nurses then back at Izzy. He swung his paw against her face which instantly made her stop struggling and thrashing. She placed her paw on her face and started tearing up from the pain.

“Izzy, you’re in real life not in a dream. In dreams, you don’t feel pain,” he said then lifted her into a hug. She cried and wrapped her arms around his neck.

“Sorry that I smacked you. I couldn’t think of another way,” he said.

“I’m sorry daddy. I’m sorry,” she replied.

“It’s okay Izzy,” he replied as she let out of the hug. She laid down and looked up and exhaled.

“How long have I been here?” Izzy asked.

“Over two weeks,” one of the nurses replied.

“What? Really?” She asked confused sitting up.

“Yes, two weeks. You slipped into a coma soon after arriving at the hospital,” the nurse explained.

“Is Hanna and Drogo okay?” She asked looking over at her father.

“Yes, they’re with Vapor and Fang. They’ve been good cubs. Asking about you daily though,” he replied.

“I’m sorry,” she replied.

“Izzy you’re fine,” he replied and smiled. The two nurses finished checking her vitals and talked to her for a bit about what has happened then left. Rocky was sitting in one of the chairs.

“Daddy, tell me the truth please. Did you shoot and kill Fritz?” She asked sitting up.

“What? No. Why would you think that?” He asked. She nodded and breathed out and in heavily a few times.

“It was only a dream. I should have known since he was actually talking,” she replied and laughed.

“Are you okay Izzy?” He asked.

“Yeah. Nightmare. We had come back home from the hospital and you and me went to do some winter patching on the barn. I took Fritz out for a ride and ended up mating with him again. He was talking. Said that him and me should run away somewhere and have our own pups. You walked up and blew his head open… then mine,” she explained.

“Oh Izzy,” he said walking up to her. He sat down next to her and she lifted up into his lap. He kissed her muzzle and hugged her.

“Fritz is too old to ride now, you know that,” he said.

“I know but it felt so real though,” she replied.

“Dreams can do that,” he replied as the doctor walked in.

“Good day Izzy, how are you feeling?” The doctor asked.

“Um, okay I guess,” she replied.

“Good to hear. Mr. Dawn, could you lay her back on the bed please? I need to do a checkup,” he said. Rocky nodded and Izzy scooted off his lap and laid down. The doctor unbuttoned her gown and laid the flaps to her sides. He put on his stethoscope and put the end on Izzy’s chest. She knew the drill and breathed in and out slowly as he moved it around her chest. He lifted her up and started moving it around her back. He pulled the stethoscope out of his ears and hung them around his neck.

“Your vulva is wet,” he said.

“Um, bad dream,” she replied.

“Just don’t masturbate here please,” the doctor replied causing Izzy to turn bright red and look away.

“You want to talk about that bad dream?” The doctor asked.

“No,” she replied.

“Okay,” he replied checking her heart rate on the monitor.

“Your lungs and breathing appear to be fine and your heart too,” the doctor stated.

“That’s good,” she replied.

“It is good,” he replied handing her a towel to dry herself off.

“When can I go home?” She asked.

“A few days, maybe. I called your therapist and she’s going to drop by tomorrow. She needs to talk to you about your second suicide attempt,” the doctor explained.

“Oh… okay,” she replied and flattened her ears against her head.

“Rest for now Izzy. I’ll check up on you in a few hours,” he said then left the room.

“You told them I tried drowning myself?” Izzy asked.

“Yes Izzy I did. It would be illegal to say that you didn’t,” Rocky replied.

“Yeah,” she replied and laid down.

The following day Izzy woke up to an empty hospital room. She clenched her legs together, having the dire urge to pee. She pressed the button on the nurse call remote and said that she needed the bathroom. A moment later the nurse walked in and up to Izzy. She unhooked the IV’s and wires then helped her walk into the bathroom. Izzy sat down on the toilet and looked up at the nurse as she started to leave the bathroom.

“Where’s my dad?” Izzy asked.

“He headed home after you fell asleep last night. Asked us to tell you he had to do some work on the farm and he’d be back later today,” she replied.

“Oh. Okay,” Izzy replied.

“Oh and he also said to tell everything to the therapist and not to pent up again, including the bad dreams you had yesterday,” the nurse stated. Izzy nodded as the pitter-patter of her urine began hitting the water beneath her. After over a full minute she wiped herself then stood up. She was in a thin gown, as she walked towards the door, her tail would open the back side, causing a slight draft flow around her. Yesterday the doctor had her stand up and put the gown on correctly. They had placed it on her backwards so they could get to her chest easier, without the need to lift her body up. She turned the handle on the door and pushed it open. The nurse stood by the door and smiled at the young teen mouse. She took Izzy’s arm and walked her back to the bed. Once back in the bed, the IV’s and wires were put back into their spots.

“Your therapist should be here today. In the meantime, if you need to walk around just call us please,” the nurse said.

“Thanks. When is food coming?” Izzy asked.

“In about another hour,” the nurse replied.

A few hours later Mrs. Folweur knocked on the door then walked in. She walked up to the bed and smiled at Izzy and said her hello. She pulled up a chair and sat down. She pulled out Izzy’s case file, her laptop and a pen and notepad. After a couple of hours of talking and listening to Izzy’s concerns and dreams, Mrs. Folweur stood up and stretched for a short moment.


“Izzy. I’m going to put you on another prescription. Since you gave your dad a hard time taking all of the others, by you not wanting to take them, this one is a liquid. Your dad will put it in any type of drink or wet food. It’s tasteless. He’ll do that once a day for the next three months. This medication should help keep your mind free during sleep. It’s an antipsychotic. Well it’s kind of closer to an antidepressant. It’s used for Schizophrenia, Bipolar Disorder and for Psychotic Depression,” she explained. Izzy sighed and nodded, but felt like she’s heard this before.

“Izzy. I really want you to work with me on this. I need you to tell me each time you have those dreams. It will take about a week for this new medication to start working fully. If you continue having these dreams, please, please, let me know Izzy. Please,” she said. Izzy’s eye’s widened and looked around.

“You okay Izzy?” She asked.

“Uh… no. I’ve had this dream before. You said exactly the same thing, except my dad was here… Is this another dream?” Izzy asked staring at Mrs. Folweur wide eyed.

“No Izzy, it’s not. This is real Izzy,” she replied.

“Prove it,” Izzy replied. This took Mrs. Folweur by surprise. Really unsure how to appease Izzy. She placed her paw on Izzy’s and smiled.

“Izzy, trust me. This is real not a dream. I understand that the dreams you had yesterday felt real, but they’re not. This is real life,” she said and squeezed Izzy’s paw gently but enough that it pained Izzy just slightly.

“I. I believe you,” she said and laid back down.

“Good girl,” she replied then smiled at Izzy.

“Okay Mrs. Folweur, I’ll write down the dreams and take that medicine,” she said.

“Good. I’ll inform your doctor here about the new medication. They’ll start giving it to you here tonight. You need to drink lots of water before going to sleep. It will dehydrate you if you’re not careful. When you get back home, keep drinking water, especially if you’re in heat or exercising. Dehydration is bad and nothing good comes from it,” she explained.

“Yeah I know. Cain punished me a few times like that. Just a bit of water each day for a week, with little food, only bread. I was really weak afterwards,” she said.

“You never told me that he did that to you,” she said.

“There’s a lot I haven’t told you,” she replied.

“Would you be willing to share your most difficult time you had while there?” Mrs. Folweur asked sitting back down.

“Most difficult huh? Probably not the most difficult time, but he did plug my ass up for almost two weeks. Liquid food. The pain was severe. But the end was reliving and was kind of fun,” she said.

“How do you mean fun?” She asked.

“He unplugged me and just moments later it all came out. It went everywhere in the tub. It even managed to hit the ceiling,” she explained and chuckled.

“I bet you felt nothing but relief after that,” she said.

“Oh yeah. After cleaning it up, he fucked me good. Filled me full. It felt nice coming out. His cum I mean. He had it all pent up and was taking some type of pill that made his body produce so much cum. His balls where over four times their normal size. It felt really nice as it oozed out slowly then exploded. Although the clean up from the fur on my ass wasn’t nice though,” she explained.

“He had some weird ways to torture you Izzy,” she said.

“At least he didn’t drug me or let others rape me like so many others do. He really did care for me,” she said with a slight smile.

“Maybe so, but what he did was still wrong and it’s affected you ever since,” she replied.

“Yeah I know. Cain was total scum, but I still loved him. I have his kids and I see him in them both,” Izzy said as she started fidgeting her legs together.

“You need to use the bathroom?” Mrs. Folweur asked.

“No, just thinking about all this is making me horny,” she admitted with her face blushing. The rapid beeping from the machine finally hit the therapists ears. She looked over at the machine it was showing her heart rate at 120 bpm. She chuckled and had Izzy do some breathing exercises. After just a couple of minutes her heart rate was back to around 85 bpm. After a bit more talk Mrs. Folweur stood up and gathered up her things. She looked down at Izzy and smiled.

“I have to go Izzy, I have other appointments at the office. I’ll see you next week okay?” She said.

“Thank you,” Izzy replied.

“Take care Izzy and call me if you have any bad or suicidal thoughts, even if it’s at two AM,” she said picking up her bag.

“I will. Thank you again,” Izzy said.


A few days later Izzy and Rocky stepped into their home. She walked over and sat down on the couch. She picked up Hanna’s teddy bear and hugged it. She placed her nose against it and breathed in deeply.

“Eww,” she said gagging. She held it away from her and walked it into the laundry room. She tossed it into the washer and put in a little detergent and turned it on. She walked back in to see Rocky standing there. His arms crossed and frowning at her.

“What?” She asked.

“Come and sit down,” he said sitting down on the couch.

“Yes daddy?” She asked sitting down.

“I don’t know how I should deal with you Izzy. I know that you’ve been through a lot and going through a lot, but your actions that night. I don’t know if I can keep it up Izzy. I worry about you a lot already, having to get you to your therapy sessions, caring for Hanna and Drogo when you’re in school, fighting you to take your four pills and everything else. I can’t keep doing it Izzy. I’ll say this once. ONCE! If you try committing suicide anymore, I will commit you Izzy. And since I wouldn’t be able to care for the cubs, I’ll have no choice to give them up. I’ll do what I can to get Wolfe family to take them in. But if they can’t, they will go to the orphanage. Willow runs the place and will ensure they get a nice loving family. You do not have any more chances Izzy. One more time and you will be committed. Do you understand?” Rocky said ending with a deep, sad, exhale. She closed her eyes and nodded slowly.

“Yes daddy,” she replied.

“Good. I don’t want to do that Izzy. I love you and it would kill me to do that. Don’t force my paw Izzy. I beg you. Call Mrs. Folweur or Vapor, anyone. Talk to them try to pull out of the bad thoughts,” he said.

“Okay daddy, I will,” she replied. He pulled her over and hugged her.

“I was so scared that I had lost you when you started convulsing in the hospital. They put you into a drug induced coma to get you to stop,” he said.

“I’m sorry daddy. I really am,” she said with tears flowing down her face.

“Another thing Izzy, your bank account has very little money left in it. You only have fifteen thousand left. This hospital visit cost over four-hundred thousand dollars. What that scum gave you, it’s pretty much gone now. It’s been used up with hospital visits, that surgery and therapy,” he explained.

“What are we going to do about therapy now?” She asked.

“I went up four levels our my medical care. They will now pay fifty percent of each session,” he replied.

“Well that’s mostly good, I guess,” she replied.

“Well, with the fifteen thousand, you’ll be able to pay for your sessions for another four to six months I think,” he replied.

“Okay,” she replied.

“I’ll talk with Mrs. Folweur on your next appointment to see if she has any type of cheaper sessions or some type of payment plan,” he replied.

“Okay,” she replied and sighed silently.


A few weeks later Fang and Vapor knocked of the farmhouse door and waited until it opened up. Izzy smiled after pulling the door open. She hugged and kissed Vapor and Fang both. Hanna and Drogo both attached themselves their mom and hugged and kissed her. Izzy invited her friends in and sat down. Both Hanna and Drogo sat in her lap while the three teenage friends talked to each other. Izzy apologized multiple times for her actions, again. Fang and Vapor told her not to worry about it, said they were happy to have saved her before anything worse happened. She smiled at her friends then hugged Drogo after he hugged her.
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