nd in many more ways you couldn’t conceive of in your worst nightmares. And then, when there is almost nothing left, I will rip out your little heart and show it to you before you perish.” He breathed heavily and hot into the boy’s ear before backing away. “You will beg for death before I’m through, but I will not comply until I’ve extracted every succulent drop of agony from your little body.”

The evil rabbit grinned broadly at the boy’s reaction, the terror nourishing his vile, black heart.

“But before my game begins, there is another to indulge,” he said softly as he traced a single claw down the boy’s body towards his little genitals, pinching the little fuzzy sack between his fingers and twisting it sharply.
Daniel grabbed those wrists firmly as those sharp claws pierced into his skin, screaming towards a full sob, his terror reaching new heights as everything he did to try to save himself from his life being ended so much sooner than it should was derailed. He was easily no match for the skilled and methodical killer.

He tilted his head away from the crazed rabbit's whispers as much as he could, pinned at his chest with those sharp claws, naked, wiggling underneath to try to get some form of comfort. His eyes widened more and more with every word, and his quickening pulse could be felt as his chest pounded more rapidly and harder against Red's painful grip.

Daniel's skin was pale again as Red's intentions were made very clear. He'd seen the results of that “game” in the bar, all over the floor, and a still beating heart in the bunny's claws before he ran away.

“No.. Oh please no!!”

There would be no apologizing, fighting would earn him more pain, Mr. Red was doing this simply to satisfy a desire to torture and kill. Not even obedience would get him out of this. He began thrashing and scraping those blunt claws on anything he could reach, his legs twitching as he tried to pull them out from under his captor. Every moment he remained trapped was another dose of fear as he frantically made one more attempt to get free, bargaining at the same time.

“I'll do anything! Don't kill me, I'll do anything!”

Once he figured out where that claw was going, and observing that confusing, lustful stare from those terrifying eyes, his pulse grew even harder. He had no idea why, or what to expect, but every little voice in his head was screaming “Danger!”

“Please! I don't—HURK!!”

His voice was cut off as his tiny sack became the target of the abuse, the nausea unbearable, shaky paws gripping Mr. Red's wrist tightly, and tighter the more the pain grew, tears openly flowing down his face as he forced out a long squeak, begging with his wet eyes, one of which developing a dark ring around it from the earlier punch, for the pain to stop, clenching his teeth, which caused more pain in his snout, but he couldn't stop clenching them as is boy bits were so tightly and painfully squeezed in.
“Oh I know you will,” Mister Red replied casually. “One way or another, you will. They always do.”

Daniel’s agonized screams and terrified begging were music to the killer’s ears, which twitched in their auditory ecstasy as the torture continued. With the boy’s little fuzzy testicles in his grip, he twisted the flesh a full 180 degrees until the tight skin of those undeveloped orbs had wrapped painfully around his thumb, before he released them. Mister Red was following the insistent instructions of his inner voice, a position he rarely put himself in, but his expertise in the raping and mutilation of cubs was limited to the goriest aspects. And he had to admit, this pedo-fuck was very creative.
Give a kiss, a big kiss! The boys they love the kissing, love it! The voice squealed delightfully.

Mister Red didn’t approve of the idea to stick his tongue out near the little boy’s own buck teeth. He would without a doubt resist and attempt to bite. Unless of course… The rabbit smirked cleverly as he latched onto the shocked little boy’s chin, still recovering from the abuse to his genitals, and with a quick jerk dislocated his jaw with a tiny crack. Such delicate bones, Mister Red thought even as he plunged down and, securing his own buck teeth in behind Daniels’, forced a brutal and most positively agonizing kiss upon the boy.

His reached his tongue deep inside, probing every inch right to the back of the cub’s throat and tasting the blood from his nose that had dribbled inside. Despite himself, he tentatively considered biting Daniel’s tongue off as he nipped and pinched it between his incisors. He excitedly imagined the taste of the blood that would flow. However, if he did so now, he wouldn’t get to hear anymore pleas and there would be a strong possibility of the buck drowning in his own blood, a scenario which Red did not approve of in the least.

For a few minutes he maintained the vile kiss, exploring everywhere inside until he was positive there was more of his own saliva inside than the boy’s along with the blood of his previous victims, and released him. With another quick jerk he popped the jaw back into place, and grinned demonically, his glowing eyes burning with glee.

It was so cute the way the boy desperately struggled and scratched at Mister Red’s arm with his blunt, ineffective claws the entire time he tormented him, but eventually he was going to have to bind them if he wanted to proceed further. It was either that or surgically removing them, but the pedo urged for the former.

Removing his claws from Daniel’s chest, immediately missing the feeling of that frantically beating heart pulsing against his palm, he gripped the buck by the head and sat him upright, pressing him against the killer’s blood-stained shirt as he forced each little arm behind his back and bound them painfully tight. He dropped the cub back down and smiled at Daniel as he himself began to disrobe, popping the buttons of his dress-shirt off as he ripped it open to expose his blood-mottled chest.

He tossed the shirt aside and proceeded with his pants, revealing the start of an erection and a larger sack. Keeping both of Daniel’s legs pinned down as he worked, he eventually removed the pants and both dress shoes, tossing them all away before placing his paws to either side of the little buck’s head as he stared down at him lustfully.

Removing his clothes had been the pedophile’s idea, but Red didn’t particularly mind since the action struck even more terror into the boy as he made adorably pathetic sounds through his aching jaw.

“I think you’re going to love what we have planned,” he giggled insanely.

With one paw, he reached back down to the boy’s tiny bits, mere inches away from his own. Make it grow, make it grow then make it suffer! Suffer! With one sharp claw, Red very carefully delved into Daniel’s undeveloped sheath, probing with surgical precision for the inexperienced bit of flesh that resided within. Patiently but eagerly, he worked to coax it out against the cub’s will. He didn’t believe with the amount of pain the boy was enduring by now that it would work, but the voice in his head spoke otherwise.

Either way, he reveled in the shock and horror on Daniel’s face as he worked.
Daniel's sobs grew much louder as Mr. Red ignored his pleas for mercy, but soon those sobs would be cut short as his little sack was then twisted and stretched, cutting off Daniel's screams completely. His muzzle was open and his head shaking, but not even a whisper coming out as his little sack was abused. His claws started digging rapidly at the bunny's arm and chest, squirming frantically to ease the pain any way he could.

His eyes were rolling back as Red finally finished. He couldn't understand why he wasn't just being killed. He watched in anticipation as that paw slowly gripped his lower jaw. There was an audible pop, and a tremendous amount of pain. The screams returned, and were shortly cut off by the sudden kiss. He froze for a second. This wasn't the kind of kiss Daniel gave to his parents. This was a dirty kiss, and that much he knew.

Daniel was quite confused, but the pain demanded more attention than figuring out what was going on. Letting out muffled screams into the bigger buck's mouth as he felt that adult tongue questing around inside, occasionally brushing over his throat and cutting them a little. He didn't like it one bit. He didn't like being kissed by his killer, and the pain in his jaw was unbearable. His claws were scraping against Red's back, and were moving around to his face just as he pulled back.

Daniel was sobbing both in pain and in shame, his paws reaching up to his jaw, but the adult beat him to it, and snapped it back into place. His back arched from the sharp pain returning, letting out another shriek. His sobs carried the hint of humiliation as well as the torment he was being put through.

Being lifted off the mattress, Daniel could reach his attacker's face again, but before his claws met with him, they were captured, and he could feel the rope being wrapped around his wrists. His heart pounded faster as he was slowly losing every means to defend himself, as little good as they've done so far. He tried to bite into Red's arm, but his jaw and snout were aching so badly, he saw stars every time he bit down hard enough to even be noticed.

Deposited down on the mattress, he watched in terror as Mr. Red began taking off his own clothes. Daniel couldn't grasp what was going on. He didn't understand why the older bunny felt he had to be naked as well, but he didn't like it, and he knew there was something to it. Something sinister and evil, as everything had been thus far.

He gasped out sharply as he felt that claw slipping into his sheath and very lightly playing with his little member. He didn't want that claw in there! He didn't want that claw touching him in any way, much less his little penis. His arms twitched, wanting to reach out and stop this before it somehow concluded badly, but otherwise he stayed very still, knowing any wrong movement would be quite unfortunate. He couldn't understand this fascination the killer had with his privates.

“W-What are you doing?!”
Still looming over Daniel’s little body, Red raised his head and took a deep breath as he relished in the reverberating cries of his victim as they echoed all around the alley and out into the street. It was clear as day what was happening, and anyone could have heard and come investigating. The adrenaline of it gave the killer such a thrill, and it was clear in the way it made the fur of his back stand on end.

This little boy was going to suffer a horrific fate, and others could potentially stop it if they only thought to step outdoors and follow the sound. But Mister Red knew they wouldn’t; they never did. Fear in this city was rampant, and these streets were dangerous at the best of times. But in the end, most just wouldn’t assist simply for not wanting to get involved.

Red lowered his terrifying gaze to the boy again, enjoying with amusement and arousal as the boy has tried to scratch helplessly and use his injured jaw to bite. It was cute; or so thought the molester inside him, anyway. The buck could still hear it whispering suggestions that almost bordered on demands.

He continued to work his claw around inside the boy’s tiny sheath, tickling and stroking the delicate flesh of his penis, even as his own twitched eagerly and impatiently. It was taking far too long to coax an arousal out of the boy, who had no idea what his goals were, evidenced by his terrified question.

“Playing a game,” he answered with a grin. “And if you don’t start playing along soon, your death will only be that much more agonizing… Perhaps I’ll dismember you slowly.”

To add emphasis to his next words, he gripped one of the boy’s ears tightly in his claws, shredding just a little bit of the flesh as he did. “Limb…” he stressed, releasing and grabbing the boy’s right arm, dragging his claws through the flesh painfully as he did. “…By limb.”

“That is, if you continue to resist. You will die either way. It’s entirely up to you just how agonizing that death will be. Be a good boy, and maybe I’ll numb a little of your pain with this before you perish.” As he spoke, he held up a syringe containing a sedative, all the while his claw still probing uncomfortably deeper inside the cavity in which his little member resided.
Every moment that claw was feeling around inside his little sheath was frightening. He'd already felt that claw inside his body where there were no openings before, and now it was inside his sheath. Daniel stayed very still, not wanting to move in a way that would put that claw inside him even further, though his arms were still pulling against that rope, wanting to get that claw out of him. His small tip was indeed starting to peek out. He didn't know why this was happening, and he didn't care. He just wanted it to stop.

The answer he got back was just as vague, and at the same time just as troubling as everything else this psychotic bunny had told him. One unexpected scratch to his ear, and Daniel had to fight the urge to arch his back as that sensitive area was torn, letting out a tormented shriek already, and the claws to his arm wasn't much less painful. His body was shuddering and twitching, fighting the urge to squirm and risk damage to his privates.

Quick footsteps were soon heard from the entrance to the alley. Daniel's ears twitched as he tilted his head back, hoping to find someone coming to save him, and indeed, someone heard his screams and sobs, and was coming to investigate. A large male deer had stepped into view, with a long lead pipe he had picked up on his way in, expecting trouble.

The Buck's eyes widened as he stepped in, seeing the adult and cub both naked, and the cub was obviously being brutally assaulted.

The buck froze as he saw this disturbing scene, but Daniel, seeing his only chance of escaping his fate, took it instantly.

“HELP ME!! GET HIM AWAY!!”

With that, the buck raised the pipe threateningly, snorting and baring his teeth, trying his best to look tough.

“You better get up off of that kid right now, you sick fuck!”

Daniel was ready. As soon as Mr. red would turn his back, he'd get back to his feet and look for a way past, and take it.
Mister Red’s efforts in forcing an erection had begun to pay off when he too heard the footsteps approaching. His head jerked up as Daniel’s tilted back, the boy expressing relief and hope, but the killer expressing nothing short of manic exhilaration. It was a surprise to say the least, but one he was more than happy to show his gratitude for.

So many times in the past he had killed, his victims screaming undeterred in sheer agony, and no one ever came. Deep down that was always a source of disappointment. So at the sight of the deer rounding the corner already prepared for a fight, the glee on Red’s face was indescribable and his eyes seemed to burn even brighter.

Daniel screamed for help underneath him and the older rabbit casually placed a paw on his sore jaw, pinning it shut as he addressed his unexpected visitor.

“I do love a Good Samaritan,” Red chuckled. “The hero has come to save the day. Oh woe is the villain, my plans are thwarted. How ever will I go on?”

A look of unsettled confusion crossed the deer’s face before shaking it off and brandishing his weapon threateningly. “I said back off, you fucking freak! Let the cub go!”

Red reached for the meat-hook which he’d placed nearby, picking it up and scraping the metal against the concrete. “I’m afraid this is a game between Daniel and I. But you’re welcome to join us.”

The insane rabbit started to ease off of Daniel as he rose to his feet, but he hadn’t relinquished his hold yet; he pressed a footpaw square on the boy’s genitals and abdomen, keeping his legs spread with the threat of crushing his little bones.

Standing up completely unclothed and sporting a healthy erection, Red somehow looked even more dangerous than when he was clothed in his blood-soaked fabric. The deer took a step back, eyes wide with a mixture of disgust, anger and terror. His red eyes, glowing from an unnatural internal light, had always struck fear into his victims; some more than others.

This buck seemed undeterred however, though only barely. He believed his superior height and strength would be more than enough to take down a naked pedophile with a meat-hook.

“Are you sure you’re willing to play this game?” he queried. “The penalty for losing may not be worth the risk.”

He grinned again while the buck snarled, fuelled by anger and righteousness and ready to crack open the evil bunny’s skull. As he began to move forward aggressively, Red released Daniel and jabbed his heel into the boy’s ribs to deter motion. The rabbit stepped towards the charging buck slowly, caressing the grip on his meat-hook, erection still raging and experiencing a different kind of excitement.

The bystander crossed the gap in mere seconds and was upon the rabbit with a vengeance as Mister Red stood motionless until the distance between them was small enough to make the deer think he was in control. But as he swung the pipe, it missed completely. Red ducked out of range with ease as he moved out of the path of the deer’s mass and, with all the speed and grace of the master assassin Red had killed long ago, he spun around and caught the deer’s neck in his bloody hook, even as he continued to fall forward.

With a single jerk, Mister Red slit his throat and dropped the enraged buck to his knees.

As the pipe dropped to the ground and the deer scrambled to stanch the bleeding of his torn throat, the rabbit placed a paw on his shoulder and pushed him to the side.

At that moment, Red suddenly noticed the buck was gone from the mattress and had just ran past him in the short span of time it had taken to dispatch his aggressor. The buck turned sharply and followed Daniel, his expression a dead calm as he caught up to the escaping buck just outside the mouth of the alley and raised a footpaw to the back of his head. Forcing the boy off of his feet with his own momentum, he brought the cub’s head straight down on the edge of the sidewalk, incidentally curb-stomping his already aching jaws into the hard concrete.

“Bad boy,” he said in a deadly calm tone as he kept his foot pressed against the back of his head.

Daniel had suddenly started making a lot noise, causing Mister Red to crouch down and investigate. Gripping the boy by the back of his head, he lifted it off of the curb. A bloody tooth dripped out of the cub’s mouth as he did so, and the grin returned.

“Well, fancy that,” he stated with amusement. “Come now, Daniel, I think I know the perfect punishment for your disobedience.”

Grabbing the bleeding boy by the scruff, he picked him up and returned to the scene of his to-be crime.
Daniel watched with hope as the Buck stood willing to protect him, waiting as Red stood up, his sheath suddenly sandwiched uncomfortably between his tummy and Red's foot. His body shook as Red's attention turned almost fully to the Buck. For once, the pain wasn't as dominant in his mind, just the hope that it would soon be over.

One quick kick to his ribs drew out another yelp from the little bunny as Red finally stepped away, waiting for the Buck to charge in. This was his chance. This was the only chance he would get. With wide, worried eyes he watched his attacker slowly stepping towards the would-be hero, slowly working his way to his feet, and as soon as the buck charged in, Daniel stood up, eyes scanning for an opening.

He stepped over to the wall furthest from the action, and started strafing against it, worried eyes watching to make sure he couldn't see those glowing red eyes and thus those eyes would never see him, and once Red attacked, he made his move, getting behind him again and taking off. He didn't see the fatal blow. He thought the fight would last longer than it did, and he would have enough time to get away.

He was free! He was alive! He was finally going home where he could be protected from the evil bunny. He didn't hear Red approaching him, and his hopes were suddenly dashed as he was struck with a powerful kick from behind. His mind barely had enough time to register what had happened until he was already on the concrete, seeing stars. His arms bound, he couldn't have protected his face, leaving him dazed, a large piece of one of his front teeth now laying on the sidewalk along with a splat of blood.

When his senses returned to him, there was a grip on the back of his neck. He knew immediately who those clawed fingers belonged to, the claws on his feet scraping against the concrete as he was then dragged right back into the alley.

“NAAAAAAAAH!!!”

He screamed out again, calling for help, hoping someone else would come and give him the chance the Buck gave him, his body stiff in anticipation of what might happen to him after his failed escape attempt, and stiffening harder as the sight and smell of the fresh blood hit their respective senses.
As Mister Red approached the bleeding buck he was still moving, crawling to the wall and trying to restrict the crimson flow as it bubbled around his fingers. The gash had been deep enough for a slow death, as per the murderous buck’s MO. Still holding Daniel by his scruff, he stopped by the buck and pushed him over so that he was facing his soon-to-be killer. The deer pressed himself up against the wall in terror, gurgling pleas through his damaged throat.

Wrapping an arm tightly around the little boy’s chest, he held him aloft and crouched down in from of the would-be hero. With the curved edge of his meat-hook, Mister Red forced Daniel’s gaze forward.

“Take a good look, Daniel,” Mister Red said calmly but with a hint of giddiness. “This is what happens to heroes… And naughty little boys. But don’t fear for him, he won’t get to suffer as long as you will.”

Suddenly, with practiced paws, Red whipped outwards with the meat-hook, slicing open the deer’s abdomen with quick jagged jerks until his internal organs spilled forth, much to the man’s immense horror as he weakly scrambled to hold it in. But his life was fading fast and there was little he could do now.

The crazed buck set the meat-hook aside and with his free paw, reached deep inside the dying deer, to the sound of agonized, bubbling cries. Red continued deeper until half his arm was inside where he unceremoniously gripped the deer’s failing heart and, with several harsh jerks, ripped it free. The rabbit held it up for all to see as it beat only two times before failing; the deer only saw it for a moment before passing, just long enough for his face to freeze in a state of mind-numbing shock.

Once the hero was dead, Mister Red crushed the heart violently in his claws and dropped it into the corpse’s mess of now external organs. He shook his paw a few times to rid it of the excess blood before gripping Daniel’s chin tightly as he whispered into his ear.

“Your death won’t be nearly as merciful, I assure you.” As he spoke, his still erect and throbbing penis peaked out between Daniel’s legs. “Or as quick… We have plans for you. But first there’s the question of your punishment…”

Red suddenly rose to his feet after wiping his arm off on the dead deer’s shirt. Returning to the mattress, he threw the trembling little boy down and pinned him in place once more. He then reached for some of the supplies he had “acquired” from an ambulance earlier and from inside one of the pouches, he produced a pair of surgical pliers.

“It’s a shame you broke your tooth,” he began as he inspected the shiny metal instrument. “That must be frightfully painful. Fear not, I’ll make it all better.”

Grinning deviously, Mister Red grabbed Daniel’s head tightly and forced his jaws open so he could see the offending tooth, snapped clean in half. He pinched it between the pliers and, with no tact whatsoever, jerked forward hard, ripping the remainder of the tooth out of the gums.

The delicious screams the little boy produced encouraged him further as, one by one, each of Daniel’s buck teeth were removed by force.
Daniel sobbed loudly after putting all his hopes in that failed escape attempt, only to be dragged back into the makeshift torture chamber. Every part of his body was aching, those claw marks stinging as they left red stains on his fur. At this point, professional help wouldn't rid him of the nightmares, but he knew it was about to get much worse, and now he was forced to face his dying would-be rescuer.

Now his soft little body was pressed up tightly against that of the killer. Red could feel Daniel shuddering, a shudder that he would likely live with the rest of his days because of the trauma caused to his young mind. His eyes shift down to Red's cock for a moment as it throbbed against his soft tummy. His gaze was soon forced back to the hero.

As soon as the meat-hook tore into the deer's abdomen, Daniel's body jerked and shook against the murderer's body, clenching his eyes shut, the smell of the buck's guts making him nauseous and weak, but he couldn't faint or vomit. Those drugs were still in effect, and his heart raced harder as he heard the squishing noises of Red's paw digging inside the buck. He knew what was happening, he'd seen it before and didn't wish to see it again.

Shoved back down on the mattress, Daniel opened his eyes, and then widened them as they centered on the pliers. Once that bloody paw forced his mouth open, he started to get a good guess what that tool was for, squirming frantically, but unable to fight the grip on his small jaws, watched in horror as that tool moved in closer.

“Naah! Naaaaah!”

He squeaked in a high pitch as he felt them clamp down on his tooth, and then pulled out with a bloody tooth, causing him to give his attacker the delicious screams he craved as his body flopped helplessly on the mattress. With the second tooth then yanked out, his body arched and then resumed its helpless flopping against the mattress, eyes clenched shut as the pain throbbed through his face. The torture continued, and he couldn't understand the pleasure Red gained in hurting him so much.
Red methodically relieved Daniel of the fourth and final pesky tooth, leaving behind a small, gushing, blood-filled hole. Depositing it on the mattress beside the boy’s head, he gave the trembling, aching jaw an unfriendly pat.

“There, now isn’t that much better?” Mister Red asked with a monstrous grin. “No more troublesome teeth to worry about.”

Daniel’s jaw hung open and quivering from the intensity of the pain, and it filled Red with all sorts of joy. Even the molester inside him was ecstatic as it begged the rabbit to face-fuck the bloody opening. But the excess of blood was a concern; laying on his back, the little cub wouldn’t be able to clear his throat easily.

To remedy this problem, Mister Red reached over to his side and scooped up the boy’s shredded shorts. Scrunching it into a ball he said, “Open wide, little bunny,” and jammed the mass of fabric into his mouth, forcing his jaw open to its limits. Unfortunately this solution meant Red wouldn’t get to hear any more of those delicious screams for a while.

In the meantime, as he waited for the worst of the bleeding from the boy’s gums to die down, he went straight to work again not so much coaxing as forcing an erection. He pressed down painfully on the little penis’s fleshy housing, pinching from either side of it and utilizing a mixture of stimulation and brute force to pull the little appendage out into the open; the last place Daniel could ever want it.

Once he’d acquired the little boy’s diminutive equipment, he forced it to stay out by tugging on it harshly, sliding his fingers up and down its short length roughly but carefully. Even in as much pain as the boy was, the inner voice demanded the further violation and humiliation of a forced orgasm. Mister Red on the other hand was shaking his head at what he was doing. The pain would be too overwhelming for any sort of arousal short of direct, acute stimulation of the prostate.

The pedophile had other desires to satisfy first, however. Not something Red was entirely opposed to, but it lacked the impact he sought. In compliance to his unnatural inner urges, the larger buck shifted his position until he was holding Daniel’s legs down with his paws and had positioned his anus, and by extension the rest of his posterior, directly over the boy’s head. 

“Mind the smell, little Daniel,” he snickered, pressing his sack and bony cheeks against the boy’s head as he sat on it; this would satisfy some of his urges, at least.

All the maneuvering put him in place to reach his head down to the little terrified piece of flesh between Daniel’s legs. He breathed hot and heavily over it, forcing it downward with his snout before wrapping his lips around it. His inner voice was euphoric as Mister Red abused the little penis with his tongue and teeth, lightly nipping at it as he forced excitement upon it with his skilled tongue. Hopefully the body was willing enough to comply, or Red would have to sorely disappoint the molester inside him.

Then Mister Red would have to find a way to make this a more pleasurable experience for himself.
Left shaking in pain from his would-be dentist, Daniel's eyes were wet, his voice as shaky as the rest of him, his jaws and face put through all manner of torture tonight. The pain throbbed through his gums, each time oozing out blood into his mouth, which he was forced to either swallow or spit out, the latter being more difficult than it would normally be.

The shorts stuffed into his jaws would prevent that, but also put more strain on that jaw that had been dislocated, relocated, pried and pulled. Seeing red's bare end coming down at him, he turned his head, and squealed out as his head was painfully sandwiched against the mattress.

The evil bunny was playing with his privates again, but those pinches and pulls on it drew out more muffled protests and sobbing into the cloth. His legs struggled in Red's grip, unable to see what was going on, and he could barely move. This was so much worse than the first time it was played with.

Once Red began sucking and nipping at Daniel's painfully forced erection, his muffled squeals started to become frantic. His body started thrashing underneath, but nearly immobile. His eyes widened, his body jerking intensely with every stimulation. It was like tickling, but worse. It was too intense for the 5-year-old.

It wouldn't be very easy to force the little bunny into an orgasm. If it weren't for the drugs preventing it, he would pass out first. His cub muscles tensed and flexed tightly, his pulse racing harshly. He couldn't understand what was going on, but he wanted it to stop, trying desperately to move his hips away, but he was pinned down too well, soon screaming desperately into the gag as if he was in pain.
After several more minutes of abusing the little buck’s genitals without progress, Mister Red was beginning to get fed up. Catering to this particular obsession of the inner voice had gone on for long enough, and this particular act was not the killer’s MO. There was little joy to be had in this oral endeavor. Even the boy’s thrashing and jerking as he worked wasn’t nearly as fun as when he was causing true pain.

The buck continued for a moment, assaulting the little appendage in his mouth to keep its forced cooperation, but eventually he slid down further, engulfing more of the boy’s little penis and rolling it around on his tongue as his buck teeth forced Daniel’s sheath back to expose as much of the sensitive flesh as possible.

Mister Red was grinning with malevolence even as the molester violently objected to his intentions. It would be a win-win situation; shirk the pedo’s influence and gain a little excitement of his own. Red relaxed his jaws slightly as his abuse slowed to a stop.

Then his jaws snapped shut in an instant, snipping through the little boy’s shaft with practically no resistance. Blood immediately dribbled free as he felt Daniel’s body react violently, taking in the sudden, sharp increase in the pitch of his terrified, muffled screams. Red pulled away, severing what little bits of flesh remained intact, even as the cub’s full-bodied thrashing began shifting into stunned horror.

Proud of his work, the severed stump of Daniel’s penis receding back into its sheath as it gushed blood, Mister Red repositioned himself once more so he was facing the boy again, a fresh coat of blood on his lips.

“Got a present for you,” he said through the blood and the severed penis.

He pulled out the balled up, bloody mess that used to be his shorts and forced his jaws to stay open again as Red opened his mouth to reveal the tiny piece of flesh that used to be Daniel’s penis. He let it slide down his tongue on a river of blood that dribbled drop by drop into the horrified buck’s mouth until at last, the little thing slipped off.

The instant in was inside Daniel’s mouth, he forced the jaws shut painfully so he couldn’t eject the foul bit of dying flesh that had once been his boyhood. With his free paw, Red snatched up what remained of the cub’s shirt and ripped off a long strip of fabric with his teeth, using it to fasten those revolted, trembling jaws shut. The boy’s cries would have to be muffled from now on, but it was worth it.

“Keep that safe now, would you?” Red instructed as his lips formed into another blood-soaked grin.
Daniel had no idea what he was feeling as the completely overwhelming sensation continued wiggle, and he wanted it to stop, but the end he had in mind wasn't exactly the end Mr. Red had planned for him. Even he could tell, once those teeth held his little member in an uncomfortable grip, what was about to happen. His squeals grew in pitch, though he couldn't easily move with his dick trapped between those teeth.

Once Red bit that undeveloped cock right off the base, Daniel's screams intensified as expected. He was in so much pain that for a brief moment, his legs started to overpower Red's arms in a burst of strength from adrenaline and pain that quickly died down, leaving his legs trapped again, but the thrashing continued as he felt the last strands of flesh that remained ripped right out of his sheath.

Finally with the shorts taken out of his mouth, the full force of his lungs pushed out a wail the likes of which Daniel would never have expected possible. His body shook violently from the horrible pain as his mouth was forced open, and his screams were cut off momentarily as his own member fell into his mouth, a look of complete disgust pushing his eyes shut, trying to spit it back out before that cloth wrapped around his muzzle. His screams quickly resumed.

In the distance, the sirens of the police and the firefighters could be heard approaching the burning bar. Daniel tilted his head back and tried desperately to send his tormented screams out of the alley and to the police, but it was too far away now. He was completely at Red's mercy, and he didn't want to find out what horrifying games the evil bunny would come up with next.
Mister Red leaned over Daniel’s head, eagerly soaking up every ounce or joy the boy’s agony flooded his body with. The screams and the terror, disgust and disbelief at what had just happened, were intoxicating. This was going to be one of those many nights to remember. And perhaps he’d acquire a souvenir again; considering all his previous ones had burned up in the blaze at the apartment.

Maybe an eye, or a finger; perhaps even the little boy’s gnarled penis, assuming he didn’t even up chewing it to bits or swallowing it before Red was finished with him.

With the undignified and inappropriately performed penectomy out of the way, Mister Red settled down for the pedophile’s “main event” as it were. However to advance, he’d have to bind Daniel’s legs somehow and all that was left at his disposal was a long rope and a much shorter one.

Looking around for something to act as a suitable implement for bondage, he eventually settled of the belt from the pants he’d tossed aside. He flexed the length of leather in his grip and set about concocting a somewhat elaborate system of stringing up the boy’s legs, unaware of the OCD-like influence another personality of his was having on him.

Red began by tying one end of the short rope to Daniel’s right leg, dealing with his incessant squirming with a quick fist to the agonized boy’s ribs. The other leg he bound in the buckle side of his belt, pinching it nice and tight. After that he had to take a moment to figure out how to bring the two together and up.

After a short internal deliberation, he settled on forfeiting his beloved weapon. He didn’t necessarily need it for defense; it was just far more fun slicing his aggressors open.

With the meat-hook in paw, he stabbed the pointy hook through the second-to-last eyelet of the belt and knotted the other end of the rope to the loop. Then finally, he tied the longer rope to the handle and looked up for a place to string it to. A rusted out segment of railing from one of the fire-escapes had fallen over at some point in the past and hung directly over the mattress.

Grinning at his ingenuity, Red tied a piece of concrete from the pile nearby to the rope and tossed it gracefully over one of the railing’s bars, catching it on the return. As for a place to tie it off, that same pile of heavy, pinned debris was as good as any. Testing the immobility of one of the cinderblocks at the bottom of the mess, he deemed it satisfactory and wrapped the rope around it.

The entire time Daniel had been struggling, but keeping the buck put was pretty much a non-issue anymore. All the pain radiating from his severed little wiener would make running impossibly excruciating now. He could still kick however, but with a sudden, rough tug on the rope, he solved that problem as well. Daniel’s legs were forced painfully up and around Red’s midriff, perfectly in line for his intentions.

He tied a sturdy knot in the rope as he finally returned full attention to his soon to be raped victim. There was still just a hint of confusion in those horrified eyes, as the boy clearly didn’t know the next task on Red’s sizeable list; but he would find out soon enough.

Mister Red leaned over Daniel again as he positioned himself.

“It’s a shame your father isn’t here, Daniel. I’d have greatly enjoyed forcing him to watch as I steal your innocence before I steal your life,” Red taunted in his usual, gravelly tone, grinning maniacally. “Perhaps when they find what is left of you afterwards, they’ll do an autopsy; I’ll certainly have done most of the work for them in that regard.”

As Red prepared to make a forceful entry, he noticed a droopiness in Daniel’s eyes and grumbled. He was on the verge of going into shock already, and the dose he’d given him earlier was beginning to wear off.

The homicidal rabbit reached for the syringe from before and held it over Daniel’s head.

“It’s not time for sleeping yet, Daniel. There’s still much work to do. Wakey, wakey.” Red jammed the needle cruelly into the poor little buck’s neck, injecting just a little bit more into his pain-ridden body.

As soon as he was sure the boy wasn’t going to be taking a nap, Mister Red proceeded to force his erection against the tiny boy’s tight anus. He wasn’t sure if there’d even be enough room inside the boy for his own not-substantial size, but he didn’t particularly care; if he ripped open the boy’s innards, all the better.

It didn’t take long with the larger rabbit’s forceful, deliberate bucking before he ripped his way inside. Even with his small size he’d only gotten in halfway before the boy’s inner muscles tensed and blocked the way. The sensation of those muscles pressed so tightly against his flesh only served to make him bucker harder and more eagerly to force his way in further, bit by bit.

Eventually all of Mister Red’s efforts were rewarded as the hilt of his member finally jerked inside, jamming up painfully against the deepest depths of Daniel’s little rectum. The concluding thrust actually hurt Red himself as well, but he reveled in the feeling of his sore penis, crammed so deep inside, he could feel the boy’s muscles clenching all the way along its length.

The instant the initial euphoria wore off the lusting rabbit pulled back, taking a little of the boy’s sphincter with it as it attempted to invert the cub’s rectum. Then the sharp, fast thrusting began, slowly at first as he worked to loosen up the screaming muscles of Daniel’s anus bit by bit. Mister Red basked in arousal and elation as Daniel’s muffled cries intensified.
Daniel dreaded whatever twisted plans were swirling in the sadistic bunny's mind. There wasn't much deliberation in his own mind, once that rope was wrapped around his foot, that he didn't want any part of whatever was to come. He was being punished severely for his curiosity, effectively killing it for good, and he'd not yet seen anything good come from the signs of Mr. Red's internal deliberations.

He yelped out as a fist slammed down on his ribs. It wasn't the worst thing the buck had done to him by a long shot, but it was still effective in getting his leg in place. He only managed to kick out once with his remaining leg before it was captured as well. The frightened bunny was whining loudly as he was slowly losing any hope of escape he had left.

By the time Red had finished tying off the rope and returned to him, his pulse still showed the amount of terror still left in him, but his eyes weren't. His pulse soon slowed a bit as Daniel slowly started to become mentally removed from the situation, a feeling of relief that unfortunately didn't last very long, ending with a jab against his neck, and a new flood of anxiety as he came to his senses, greeted with those glowing red eyes again.

He tried to scream, but he couldn't. From his lower jaw, his tongue could be seen desperately working at the severed member that became slightly lodged in his throat as he was close to fainting. After several desperate tries, he was forced to take a big, long gulp, sending the piece of flesh in a lump down his esophagus.

Once his airway was free, he was sobbing uncontrollably about what just happened, but that, too wouldn't last long as Red positioned himself over him, and started bucking his erect lapine tip against his sphincter. For the first several thrusts, it was highly uncomfortable, but not overly painful as Daniel squeaked and grunted from the unpleasant feeling.

Once his sphincter gave way, his eyes bulged as he soon felt that adult member taking advantage of the new opening and ripping its way inside, causing him to reflexively squeeze down on his attacker's cock, letting out a muffled shriek from the tormenting pain, already dribbling a bit of blood against Red's invading shaft. His white tummy seemed to collapse as it tensed from the second penetration as Red went all-in, Daniel arching his back as his rectum was invaded, that long adult shaft forcing its way deep into the helpless, screaming little 5-year-old.

Every inch of that fully developed shaft was agonizing. For all Daniel knew, the only purpose of this tormenting action was to hurt him for fun, and it was working, but as his pleading eyes met with those remorseless, terrifying red ones, he was starting to pick up on a certain added pleasure that wasn't there before. He didn't know what it was, or why it was, but it was scaring him even more.

To Daniel's extreme dismay, the torture didn't stop there. His screams grew more intense as he felt that adult shaft, agonizingly thick from his perspective, moving inside him, squeezing down against it in hopes of stopping it, but it didn't stop. It just kept forcing its way through his small body, Daniel's blood the only lube the psychotic bunny was using to take his virginity.

As Red's cock pressed and slid against Daniel's prostate, drops of blood dribbled out of his sheath, further staining his white fur. His severed cock was making this even more painful than it would otherwise be. He stared pleadingly into Red's eyes as his body was rocked by harder thrusts, but that only intensified his fear by observing that even more twisted pleasure in those frightening eyes.
There was a hint of disappointment in Red’s eyes when the boy, in his agony and terror, had reflexively swallowed his own little penis. It however immediately turned into a thrilled grin.

“I’ll have to retrieve that later,” he hissed, the teeth in his smile dripping with blood and saliva.

Not once did Mister Red stop thrusting or slow down, he only sped up and made each entry hurt more than the last, until he was literally pounding into the little buck’s ass like only his species could. His short, blood-soaked tail twitched excitedly as his testicles slapped against Daniel’s rump painfully. It was a sickly, wet chorus of bloody sloshing as the boy’s anus leaked blood all over his own genitals as well as Red’s.

Seeing Daniel’s little sheath, now void of the penis that used to reside inside, as it leaked blood mixed with a translucent fluid filled the psychotic rabbit with ravenous lust. He picked up speed even further, lifting the little cub’s lower half completely off the mattress as he dug his claws into the mattress at his feet.

Red’s claws bit hungrily into the 5-year-olds body, scratching him deeply in multiple places as he struggled to find a good grip. Eventually, his eyes burning with wicked desire, his blood-soaked claws found their way around Daniel’s scrawny little neck and squeezed with total abandon. It took him a moment to recover his senses and loosen his grip just short of the boy losing consciousness.

“Hah… hah… Almost lost yah there, little Daniel,” Red said derisively, enjoying the personal nature of addressing him by name as he tore deep into the boy’s innards with each pounding thrust.

As he continued his relentless assault with no clear sign of stopping any time soon, Mister Red leaned down close to the boy’s face and breathed hot and heavy as he licked the blood from his battered nose and dragged his tongue up the bridge of his snout. He paused there for a moment, then lunged at one of the buck’s trembling ears and ripped through the thin flesh like tissue-paper, nearly tearing off a bloody piece that he left dangling.

Reassuming his position over Daniel’s head, he grinned maniacally but wordlessly as he unrelentingly pounding into the boy’s posterior, uncaring of the fact that he’d torn the hole so badly now that it could no longer clench effectively against the invasion. Meanwhile, the blood filling the tortured boy’s rectum from multiple interior tears, gushed out in rhythm to his abuse.

“Hah… Not long now,” Red said breathlessly as he began panting from his own exertion. “Going to fill you up… Then empty you out.” He grinned despite his gasping, tongue hanging out and drooling.
Daniel's small body was jerking and flopping against the mattress, arching his back and trying to pull his legs free as the sadistic adult used his torn and bloody hole so viciously, shrieking in unyielding pain from the merciless rape. His eyes remained wide with shock and agony, wanting this tormenting assault on his inner walls to end.

Once the torture of the pounding shaft inside him combined with the grabbing claws all over his little body, making even more gashes into the boy, he was starting to wish for death, just as Mr. Red had predicted, anything to get this torment to stop, but as those paws squeezed down on his throat, he immediately started to second-guess himself, not knowing what he wanted, to be in so much pain and live, or to be killed and end it all. The only sure thing was that he didn't have a choice.

His eyes grew wider as his mortality became clear from having his throat squeezed so hard. Even with the grip loosened, he was forcing breaths in and out, his screams lacked a little volume, but had that same intensity as he felt the fully developed shaft slam into his body again and again. He felt like it was killing him, and didn't know how right he was.

He tried to turn his head as the evil bunny leaned down, but he couldn't, looking right into those horrible red eyes as that tongue scooped up some of the blood from his face. His soft body then arched, pressing against his attacker with a tormented shriek as one of his sensitive ears became the target, wiggling right up against his captor until his ear was ripped away, his vision going black for just a second from the combined pain from both ends of his body, but the drugs still would not give him the luxury of passing out.

Too many times he'd seen his own blood dripping from those grinning teeth, starting to wonder how much more he had left to lose. All he could do was scream, and hope that someone would hear his muffled cries for help. His mind raced with terror, bouncing back and forth between wanting to die and wanting to live. The continued pain and mental as well as physical torture was taking its toll on his mind, but all he could do was continue screaming.
The little cub didn’t know it, but he was running out of blood very quickly. Mister Red however was acutely aware. He’d have to start moving quickly now if he wanted to enjoy the last few moments of Daniel’s tortured existence.

By now, the maniacal rabbit had the boy folded practically in half as he continued pounding violently downward, straining Daniel’s spine as he relentlessly violated him as deeply as he could, having poked numerous holes through the back of his rectum at this point; he might as well have been raping the cub’s internal organs. But he didn’t stop.

Arched over the boy with his paws on the mattress, he carried on without mercy, working himself towards an orgasm that was just out of reach now. He was going to fill not just Daniel’s rectum, but the gory spaces in-between his organs as well, with his eager sperm; just picturing it made Mister Red shiver with delight.

Eventually, after nearly five long glorious minutes, Red suddenly bucked as hard as he could; once, twice, and finally a third time. His seed pumped deep into Daniel’s ruptured innards, hot and sticky and mixed with the blood of the little buck’s fatal internal injuries.

Mister Red groaned audibly, almost as loudly as Daniel’s muffled shrieks, and then exhaled sharply into heavy panting. He grinned again, but his head was too far over for the boy to see. However, he looked down at himself to where the boy’s eyes were glued with horror. His body was folded so sharply that his wrecked and bleeding anus was almost visible to himself. But Red’s penis was very visible, plunged all the way inside.

Chuckling darkly, he slowly rose up out of that destroyed hole with blood dripping from his body as his erection, soaked in gore, pulled out with ease. Daniel’s life was quickly draining out of him; the only thing that kept him conscious was the injection Red had administered.

After having thoroughly destroyed the boy’s anus in perhaps the least brutal way he could have imagined, the pedophile’s interest disappeared, leaving just Mister Red in all his glory. He gazed down at the boy and a new fire burst to life in his violent eyes.

