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 Dragon and Colossus
      -- Zerrex R. Narrius

The city is no longer the same as it once was: it belongs, yet does not belong, to its 
Master, and it is no longer divided. The Mayor makes his own decisions, yet he too dances 
like a puppet on a string to the whims of the Master… but the Master only serves the 
people, and he no longer holds them as mere prey and cattle. To him, they have all become 
Cindys, Tinmen and Elliots… with a few scatterings of Lones and a few other morons who 
he won’t deign to name.

Baskin’s Grove is whole now. The war inside has ended, the evil has been driven out, the 
goliath powered by the rich and famous has fallen. Three years have passed since what some 
call the Boss’s Judgment and others call the Wrath of Retribution. Some few even have 
referred to it as justice, but at this even the boss disagrees with the faintest of  smiles. 

The godlike mansions and rambling estates have fallen into ruin or become far smaller, 
for the most part: only the mayor’s manse remains ridiculously oversized, with more than a 
hundred rooms to serve one person and his servants… but the mayor himself finds no 
solace in this place. No matter how often he moves from room to room, no matter how 
often he changes around the furniture and décor, the ghosts of the past haunt him. The 
bloodstains that dot the house have sunk deeper than the lacquered hardwood, become part 
of its history, and this knowledge alone is enough to keep him in line even without the 
threat of  the Boss looming nearby.

“Apple Villa” has become akin to the place it once sought to choke out of existence: 
homely, comfortably sized, common. And in some places are the slums, or the ‘apple core’ 
as people have come to call it. On the other side of the bridge still sits Comfort Town… 
but now it truly is a town of warm comforts and kindness. There no air of despair left, the 
slums on this side of the bridge have shrunk, and many of the building materials for the 
renovations done on the fresh-painted homes have been taken from the dead ruins of the 
mansions. The construction business boomed in Baskin’s Grove… free materials taken from 
the mansions as they were ripped down room by room, to be used again to shore up and fix 
the once-dying homes on the other side of the bridge. It is a strange irony… karmic justice 
in many ways. 

There is still an air of unease between the few rich residents that stayed instead of left, 
refusing to give their ground – but eventually losing their property as they felt the bitter 
bite of taxes and fines – and there is still crime and poverty: unavoidable evils. For the most 
part, everything is kept in line by the Boss, however … the drugs, the booze, the pits, the 
prison, the apple core and the Comfort slums. Even the single gang that has sprung up does 
little more than harass unfortunate passers-by with harsh words and intimidation tactics… 



but they learned long ago to never bite, as the Boss would quickly and harshly punish their 
actions.

The Boss, too, is different than he was before, yet the same. A gentility has entered his 
heart from his years spent with his new wife and daughter, surrounded now by true 
friends… but equally, he is just as cruel, just as able to deal out the harshest of pain and 
tortures to those who dare break his rules or tread down a path of evil intent. His honor is 
perhaps more important now than before, but he is still more than willing to make clear 
that the cost of  interfering with his newfound life… is a cost greater than dying.

In short, he still owned the town… and he still loved his work. 
~~~

Zerrex Narrius stands quietly in the doorway, his eyes roving over his daughter’s 
sleeping body. His home in the same is ever, simple and yet the perfect size for him: Cherry 
hasn’t added much, and nor has Cindy… well, except for her room, of course, which is its 
own little kingdom. The female Drakkaren had insisted she didn’t want to trouble Zerrex by 
having a whole new section of house built for her… so they had eventually negotiated out 
this little wonder here.

A small, quaint little one-room cottage now sat in the backyard – which itself had been 
widened into a fair-sized, grassy field. On the outside, the cottage looked almost like a 
miniature log-cabin, except for the Japanese-style wooden awning and heavy wood pillars 
supporting it. There were shuttered windows on every wall, even one on either side of the 
heavy oak door, and the shutters had been painted a dark green in contrast to the rustic, 
natural brown and yellow of the logs of the cabin… something the reptile had complained 
about on more than one occasion. Cindy always rebuked him, however, and was perhaps still 
the only person that could manage to change his mind on something he thought he’d 
decided firmly…

The roof was tiled with black shingles, and sloped – again, in oriental style. The effect 
was a miniature cabin out of a fantasy world… if the windows hadn’t been placed so high, 
Zerrex would have mused on whether it belonged to hobbits or elves or some other race of 
supernatural being. As it was, he still had plenty of amusement taunting Cindy for it… but 
he admired his daughter’s ability to design. The interior, of course, was nothing like the 
exterior…

Cindy was neat and tidy, and had made her one room into a kingdom. A black leather 
couch against one wall, with a plain table in front of it, and then a plain leather chair at the 
head of the table: near the foot sat a small television on a wooden stand. This was the living 
room: the other half of the cabin was devoted to being her bedroom, with two bookshelves, 
her large, fluffy bed that was big enough for even Zerrex to be comfortable in, and 
countless other knickknacks she had managed to fit in somehow. All of it easily lit by the 
hanging chandelier lights… these currently off, and his daughter curled tight in her 
blankets, dressed in a pair of  pants and a bikini top. She was starting to take after them…

 “In more ways than just clothes, too.” Zerrex added quietly to himself, as he admired 
his daughter’s sleeping form, letting out a soft laugh. It’s like… by being around us… she’s 



been given some weird boost to be more like her real parents… at least, more like her 
Daddy. Although she doesn’t seem to mind calling Cherry “mom,” anyway.

It was true: the once petite – although shapely – Drakkaren had changed much over the 
last few years: she had sprung up to a surprising seven-two from her once-small five-five, as 
if her father’s genes had lain dormant until she’d found out Zerrex was truly her parent. Her 
evergreen scales had darkened a bit, making the gold that covered her chest a bit more 
pronounced: overall, he thought it just made her all the more attractive. Also, with her 
constant badgering to let her train and exercise with them, she’d developed quite a good bit 
of muscle as well… not so much as Cherry, but a bit more than would be expected for your 
usual waitress at a well-to-do bar like Elliot’s had become. 

And of course the style of clothing she liked had changed, too… now she had a pair of 
heavy motorcycle boots like Cherry, and she often wore either skintight jeans or a miniskirt 
cut halfway up her thigh or further. Her once somewhat-conservative blouses had also been 
traded out for tank tops or simple bikini tops like she wore now, and she had taken to 
wearing some extra little accessories she’d picked up Gods knew where.

 “They do add to her look, though.” Zerrex murmured softly to himself, his eyes roving 
over to these objects-in-question, which currently sat on her dresser. He couldn’t help the 
faint gleam of entertainment in his emerald irises as he eyed the spiked and studded 
bracelets and the chain weave belt, however. Yet even when she wore those… she still 
retained her strange innocence. Somehow, she made the pseudo-military, half-punk 
imitation she did of her parents more cute than anything else… and he thought that Cindy 
herself even knew this. Which was probably part of the reason she loved to parade herself 
around in her new style so much.

Then Zerrex’s eyes returned to his daughter’s sleeping body, feeling the warmth of the 
sun on his back as he looked at her softly. It was morning, and he’d woken up before 
Cherry, as usual – she was still snoring in bed, naked and sprawled over the mattress – and 
decided to check on Cindy, see if she was awake yet. But since it was still so early, he’d 
somewhat doubted she’d be… so maybe all he really wanted to do was see his sleeping 
daughter and admire her tranquil beauty while he had the time.

For a moment, the large male tilted his head back and forth, half-wanting to crawl into 
bed with her and cuddle as they still often did, let her wake up to him… knowing that 
unlike most other daughters her age, she’d instead smile quietly and curl up all the tighter 
when she saw him holding her close. But then he decided instead to not risk waking her and 
instead letting her sleep, gently closing the door of the small, quaint cottage and heading 
back towards the house. She might have changed in a lot of ways, but she still sleeps as 
much as she always did.

Zerrex laughed a bit to himself as he shook his head slowly, then he paused in the 
backyard to slowly stretch, flexing his muscular form and body as he put his hands in the 
middle of his spine and arched his back slowly, glancing up at the light blue, cloudy sky 
above and adding softly to himself: “I haven’t changed much myself… just a different 
outlook.”



And that was true, perhaps. The Drakkaren looked the same as he did all those years 
back: standing at an intimidating eight-foot-two, with a good bulk of firm, defined muscle 
covering his entire body, he was still able to terrify with just a single glance and kill with 
one hand if he wanted to. His body was powerful – perhaps a bit more well-built now than 
those years back, since now he had Cherry to train with – and still had the same taunt hide 
of emerald scales over his entire form, turning to a deep navy blue over his masculine chest. 
His eyes were a touch lighter than the emerald over most of his body, and this is where, 
perhaps, there was the most change of all: now they shone with something other than 
darkness and sadistic intent, something that was almost noble in essence. Maybe it was for 
this reason that many of those who feared him in the past had come to learn something 
more than respect out of terror for him… some had even come to almost like him for 
reasons other than that he could bend a steel girder into a pretzel if  he wanted to.

 “Or maybe it’s my hair.” The Drakkaren smiled slightly, reaching up to brush the other 
physical oddity he possessed: natural white locks that fell from his head to shoulder length, 
cut in a neat, straight style now instead of the old unkempt version he always did himself. 
He lightly pushed the pure white locks out of his eyes, then shook his head a bit as he 
straightened and flexed his arms, making his muscles bulge as he glanced down over his 
body.

No, he hadn’t changed that much at all… a few new scars, a bit more bulk, a bit more 
dedication. Still the same unhandsome big lizard, though… and now he smiled to himself 
as he headed inside, pushing through the new back door and into the kitchen as he headed 
for the room he shared now with Cherry. But to his surprise, the female in question stood 
in the doorway, one arm resting on the doorframe and the other on her hip, a slight grin on 
her features as she stood naked, head tilted and eyes entertained. “What, you cheating on 
me with your daughter, Boss?”

 “Not exactly cheating. You encourage it, after all.” Zerrex responded, his own smile 
spreading over his features, unable to stop his eyes from drawing slowly over Cherry’s body. 
She was perhaps his first real love, the first person he’d shown true affection to instead of 
just used for raw sex and fucking… but then again, they had always understood each other, 
from the darkest of darks to the brightest lights. It also helped that he found her damned 
attractive.

She was shorter than Cindy – and she hated to be teased about that – but it wasn’t 
really saying anything negative about her height. At six-eleven, she was still taller than most 
people around, after all… and she had developed enough muscle to put some female 
bodybuilders to shame. But her curves were still in all the right places, and the sumptuous, 
very-large breasts that the reptile currently found his eyes roving over definitely put to rest 
any fear of her being anything other than female. Everything about her was taunt, well-kept, 
clean and beautiful… she’d become a bit of a hygiene freak, keeping her body clean, her 
deep beryl scales lustrous – especially where they faded to a lighter vermillion over her chest 
and chiselled abdominals. 



But it was her eyes that truly called to him… ice-blue eyes that were full of strength, a 
dominating streak, and what could be only described as a lust for constant self-
improvement. She was definitely the perfect match-up for him… especially considering her 
abilities other than the physical, but right now all Zerrex wanted to do was glory in her 
physical body as much as he could.

The grin that spread over Cherry’s muzzle let the Drakkaren know that she certainly 
wanted him to enjoy her physical side, too… even though she’d obviously just woken up. 
But the female Drakkaren probably had just as much – if not more – testosterone running 
through her system as the powerfully-built male, and she wasn’t ashamed of her urges in the 
slightest… in fact, she had often egged both Zerrex and Cindy on to doing certain sexual 
things they might not have done without the proper encouragement… and Cherry knew 
how to pull the strings on both her stepdaughter and her husband. 

Now, she stepped forwards, reaching up a hand to gently place against the male’s chest 
as his own moved to grasp her shoulders gently, and her eyes slid up to meet his, the two 
smiling at each other as she tilted her head and asked in a soft, sensuous voice: “Got time 
for a quickie, Zerrex? I’d love to… have a little early morning fun with you. See if we can 
set a new record for ‘most fucks’ over the course of  one day.”

 “You never cease to amaze me…” The reptile couldn’t help but react to the light 
probing of the female, however, as she slid a hand down into his pants… then he allowed 
himself to be led slowly into their room and down onto the bed. Slowly, Cherry guided 
him down onto the bed in a sitting position, then she sat in his lap, her naked body 
pressing against his as she wrapped her arms around his neck, then she leaned up to kiss his 
throat before moving to meet his muzzle, their eyes closing as Zerrex’s arms wrapped tight 
around her body, holding her close, feeling her warmth as their jaws worked hungrily and 
passionately together.

Her body rubbed sensuously against his, firm breasts pushing against his masculine, 
thick chest, tongues slowly twining, dancing, wrestling as they kissed slowly, before Cherry 
pulled back, rolling her weight in his lap and causing the large male to release a deep but 
soft sound of pleasure, instinctively grinding his crotch back up against her. Even through 
the black jeans and boxers he wore, he could feel her heat bearing down on him… it caused 
his member, buried as it was, to stir and shift against the confines of his clothing, and 
Cherry smiled slightly as she felt his movements, arching her back a bit and reaching up a 
hand to brush through her lover’s hair as she whispered to him: “Bring that big, thick cock 
out for me…”

 “You do it…” Zerrex responded, his emerald eyes meeting her sapphire ones, his 
features filled with pleasure, arousal, and a slight grin that held in it both domination and 
playfulness. For a moment, Cherry huffed, equally playful… but then she nodded as she 
felt the Drakkaren’s hands moving slowly up to squeeze her shoulders, travelling gently over 
her sides but purposefully avoiding her breasts, toying with her and forcing her to make 
another move, to serve him first… yet she loved the game, letting him dominate her as only 
he was permitted to. 



She slid down from his lap, getting onto her knees and letting her hands slide over his 
masculine breast and trace along his firm abdominals before settling lightly at his 
waistband, fingers playing gently along it before undoing his fly and grasping the edge of 
his pants and boxers beneath, looking up to meet his eyes as he looked back down at her. 
They gazed at each other, the erotic tension building between them, then Cherry’s eyes slid 
down, over his powerful body and now looking at his crotch with sexual hunger as she 
pulled both pants and boxers quickly down, sliding them free as the reptile lifted his legs 
and tossing them in a pile to the side before she released a light sigh at the sight of his 
massive malehood.

Slowly, she reached out a hand to gently touch the obsidian member, trailing a finger 
down the half-erect but already enormous length as she looked at it with what was almost 
rapture. Zerrex couldn’t help but feel a slight grin at Cherry’s obvious arousal and 
interest… she seemed to enjoy the size and great girth of his cock as much as he did. Or 
rather, from how often she demanded to ride him, possibly more… and then he tilted his 
head upwards, letting his eyes slip closed, one hand moving to grasp the back of her skull 
and the other squeezing gently into her shoulder as she moved forwards to nuzzle the 
bulbous, rounded head of his penis before she traced her tongue slowly along the firm, hard 
flesh. At the same time, her hand stroked gently from just beneath the thick head to the 
base of the shaft, her other moving to gently fondle navy-blue scaled testicles that were 
larger than grapefruit, making the male release a quiet murr as he gently massaged her head 
with one large hand.

After a few moments, she sat back, her hands still resting on thick, now fully hard cock 
and the other on his muscular thigh, gazing over his great length with a slight smile as 
Zerrex opened his eyes and looked down at the female, feeling his huge shaft almost 
painfully erect. Even after all these years, Cherry still had the same effect on him as she 
always had… and he couldn’t help but smile amusedly at the way she eyed his member: not 
with apprehension but definite lust. Most others would be terrified… the Drakkaren 
couldn’t help but muse. After all, it is nearly a meter long…

At thirty-two inches of hard, much-thicker-than-a-can flesh, Zerrex was definitely able 
to kill with his penis if he so desired… and he had many times in the past, when he’d been 
more interested in his own pleasure than maintaining any sort of honor. Those had been 
fun times though… the rapes, the power, the pleasure, the lust. Now he was a bit more 
tempered… yet still he did enjoy the occasional dark night out with Cherry, who had her 
own deep sadistic and voyeuristic streak in her. And she was also one of the few people who 
had been stretched enough – or perhaps was just simply tough enough – to take his full 
length at the hardest the reptile could go without dying… or even being seriously injured 
anymore. And with the way she was looking at him now, her blue eyes moving to meet his 
green…

 “Let me guess… hard and fast?” Zerrex asked softly, as the female slowly stood, letting 
her hands trace up his thick length. He grinned a bit as she simply nodded and gave him a 
seductive smile, then he allowed her to shove him down onto his back, the female crawling 
up and straddling him. Her firm breasts jiggled a bit, nipples already hard, the lips of her 



sex trailing a hot, wet kiss along his shaft as she dragged her body gently along his thick 
member until she reached the head, the male responding with a quiet murr and moving his 
hands to grip her waist as he shifted to lay back along the bed, watching Cherry with both 
love and lust as she licked her muzzle slowly. 

One hand rested on his masculine breast, keeping her balanced slightly forwards, and 
the other grasped his shaft gently… unable to wrap all the way around, yet still easily able 
to guide him as she moved to rest the entrance to her vagina against his thick head. She let 
out a soft sound of pleasure, her body thrumming a bit, muscles flexing as she licked her 
muzzle slowly… and Zerrex couldn’t help but wonder how she could already manage to be 
so hot and bothered at this time in the morning before she began to lightly tease him, 
grinding her sex against the tip of his fleshy obsidian penis, making him grunt quietly in 
surprise and pleasure as his hands squeezed slowly into her waist. 

She tilted her head to look down at him with half-lidded eyes, her sapphire irises 
burning before she slowly pushed herself down, giving a quiet sound of bliss as the thick 
Drakkaren meat ground slowly forwards, forcing open her lips to enter the passage 
beyond… and then suddenly Zerrex’s grip tightened on her hips and he jerked her down 
firmly, thrusting forwards at the same time, and the light gasp turned to a shriek of pleasure 
as Cherry’s body arched, her eyes widening in surprise and ecstasy as she half-fell atop her 
male counterpart, feeling the reptile’s arms wrap tight around her as her breasts pressed 
against him and her hands sought to tangle in his hair, the female moaning hungrily.

Zerrex grunted in deep pleasure, closing his eyes and arching his back as he tilted his 
head back, almost half of his great length buried in the female’s body, amazed as always by 
how she could remain so tight after they had done this so roughly, so many times. Her 
passage was like a hot vise around his shaft, squeezing so hard that it was almost painful, 
but for him the sensation only added to the pleasure. She was slick, tight and wonderful… 
and the reptile released another grunt as he squeezed her down against his body while 
shoving forwards again, feeling Cherry move with him this time, bucking her hips 
downwards as he pistoned his thick shaft up.

His member sank deep into her, almost hilting… and then Cherry’s hands slid from his 
hair to push against his chest as she sat up, his arms loosening automatically from around 
her waist as she shifted her weight, dropping it instead of his crotch and taking in his entire 
length, causing them both to groan in passionate pleasure, the male arching his back before 
he gazed up at her hungrily. Cherry returned the look, their eyes meeting as she began to 
rock her hips firmly, moving up and down his long shaft and releasing short cries of 
pleasure as Zerrex began to move in time with her, pulling back as she did so, thrusting 
hard up as she dropped down. 

Both reptiles began to pant as their bodies worked together with strength and 
quickening speed, both eager to experience the climax promised. Again and again, the thick 
member of the male buried up into Cherry to the hilt, his testicles bouncing on the bed 
with enough force to lightly thwack the female’s taunt buttocks with every thrust. His hands 
gripped tight into her waist, and hers rested on his muscular chest as she leaned forwards, 



breasts bouncing, eyes closed in ecstasy as sharp breaths and short cries came from her ajar 
muzzle with every thrust of  Zerrex’s firm cock into her depths. 

He could feel her passage tightening around his penis, gripping and squeezing his thick 
length, her fluids already dripping down his shaft as his member thudded into her with the 
meaty, erotic sound of flesh-on-flesh. And he wasn’t far off from climax either, from the 
slow stiffening of his shaft and the deep heat he felt in his testicles, the lizard panting hard 
as they worked together with an almost furious strength. It was supposed to be a quickie, 
after all…

Then Cherry arched her back, letting out another loud, almost masculine moan of deep 
pleasure, one of her hands moving back to press into her waist, the other going out to the 
side as she began to bounce even harder up and down the gargantuan cock buried inside of 
her, eyes closed in ecstasy as her passage clenched tight around his penis and then began to 
contract rhythmatically, squeezing firmly into his hot shaft as her juices flowed down his 
girthy cock, lubricating it further and bringing his pleasure all the higher as she worked 
herself  up and down his length powerfully.

The male grunted as he rocked hard against her, trying to keep time with her rapid 
bouncing but finding it impossible, the sounds of Cherry’s cries a beautiful, erotic music to 
him as he pounded into her passage again and again with his massive penis. He groaned 
hungrily as she slowed slightly, meeting his time but continuing a fast and hard pace as her 
orgasm came to a halt, tilting her head down to grin at him, eyes burning with that exotic, 
amazing passion as she bucked her hips firmly against his massive length again and again, 
sweat shining on her scales and her muscles bulging out as she managed to moan out: 
“Come on, Boss… give it to me… I know you want to…”

 “Then get ready…” Zerrex responded, panting a bit harder, feeling himself stiffening 
up further inside of her gripping but slick vagina. In response, she began to bounce her 
weight harder on his body, causing him to hilt with force into her again and again as he 
pistoned his hot, hard shaft into her again and again… and his body reacted, thrusting with 
more power, the reptile’s hands sliding up to grip her shoulders as she leaned forwards, 
grasping his muscular arms and moaning as he pounded up into her over and over, and then 
the reptile felt himself going over the edge as he closed his eyes and let his head fall back, 
releasing a loud, hungry groan as he began to pummel her with even greater force with his 
cock, slamming into her again and again, her breast bouncing rapidly as she moaned, eyes 
widening with erotic delight as she worked herself in time as best she could against the 
stiff-as-steel penis penetrating deep into her body.

The reptile’s fingers squeezed firmly into her shoulders as he arched his back, and then 
he let out a half-roar of pleasure as he felt himself peak, reaching the edge of ecstasy and 
then falling over it as his penis stiffened fully inside his beloved, massive member moving 
with amazing speed and strength in and out as he began to release blast after blast of his 
seed: it jetted up into her, some of it spilling free from where the lips of her sex embraced 
his cock, and Cherry could only moan in pleasure, rocking her head from side to side as she 
felt the hot reptilian load filling her up, burst after burst of seed spilling into her body 



before the male below her finally began to slow, the last of his reptilian semen dripping up 
into her as she too slowed her bouncing.

They still moved together, but it was leisurely, gentle, and both of them panted quietly, 
their energy exhausted from their short but furious lovemaking. A term neither would ever 
use to describe what had just happened, but it was true, nonetheless… it was hard, it was 
fast, but there was more than just passion and lust there. Then Zerrex slowly rose his hand 
as he slid his hands gently from Cherry’s shoulders down her forearms, and then locked his 
hands gently with her, their eyes meeting. Their movements came to a stop, both Drakkaren 
panting, eyes gazing deep into each other’s… and Zerrex mouthed the forbidden words 
between them, making the female smile quietly, then mouth them back as she slowly 
revolved her waist, causing the still-hard male to grunt quietly and release a soft sigh of 
pleasure at the feeling of her toying with his firm length, even buried as it was up inside her 
tight passage.

Then both of them flushed and looked to the side as they heard someone clear their 
throat, and the two stared at Cindy, who was looking at them with a tired and somewhat 
dour expression. The two parents of the younger lizard froze, somewhat embarrassed – not 
at being caught with their pants down in a far more than proverbial manner, but at Cindy 
managing to actually sneak up on them as she did – before the daughter of the two said 
sulkily: “I think you woke up half  the neighbourhood. Can’t you keep it down?” 

 “Uh. No?” Cherry rubbed the back of her head, quickly sitting up on Zerrex and 
letting go of his hands, blushing a deep red: not at the position she was in, but at the fact 
she had been caught being affectionate. Then she quickly stood and pulled herself free of 
the reptile’s shaft, Zerrex’s cock falling back and slapping against his masculine chest with a 
squelch and splat as a bit of their mixed juices poured down Cherry’s thighs, the female 
reaching out to poke Cindy… who looked unamused at best. “It’s no fun quiet, you know, 
kiddo.”

 “Right, right…” Cindy rolled her eyes, then glanced over the two… Zerrex, with his 
still half-erect member, and Cherry, who’s lower half was splattered with a mix of juices 
and a bit of blood from being stretched so quickly and roughly by the large male’s 
enormous length. It was a sight she had seen far too many times now to be embarrassed at 
all by it… one of the prices of living with the people who her parents were. Yet a faint 
smile came to her features as she looked at the two, reaching up to scratch her head slowly 
before turning away and calling over her shoulder: “I’ll put breakfast on. Bacon and 
pancakes sound good?”

 “Sounds great.” Zerrex called back, then he exchanged a confused look with Cherry 
before the female walked to the bathroom with wobbly legs: a moment later, she returned 
with a wet, warm towel, beginning to lightly scrub herself and her husband off. The male 
relaxed under her touch, letting out a sigh of relief as he put his hands behind his head and 
closed his eyes, then he half-opened one to peer at Cherry. “What does she see in us, 
anyway?”



The female glanced back as she finished rubbing the firm abdominals of her lizard mate 
clean, then she paused and frowned musingly before brightening. “Good sex?”

Zerrex snorted and rolled his eyes at this, then he climbed to his feet and stretched 
slowly… before shoving Cherry playfully. The female laughed, then shoved him back, 
making him stumble once as he grinned slightly, then he shook his head before beginning 
to pull on his clothes. Cherry did the same, then the two walked out, the female idly 
throwing the towel into the bathroom as she passed the open door, heading through the 
small hallway and decently-designed living room – unchanged from the day Zerrex had 
furnished it – and into the large kitchen.

Cindy was already busying herself with breakfast preparations, humming a bit and 
working quickly and efficiently as Zerrex leaned on a counter and Cherry sat herself up on 
the island. The male couldn’t help but glance over the clothing they wore, noting the 
similarities of today: Cherry and Cindy both in blue jeans, Zerrex in his usual black 
pants… Cindy and Cherry both in bikini tops that exposed quite a bit of cleavage, Zerrex 
shirtless. Then he smiled slightly as his eyes roved along Cindy’s arms, noting the spiked 
bracelets she wore on each wrist and the studded ones up higher, around her firm biceps: he 
wondered if  she realized that it also made her look a touch butch.

Then she turned and smiled warmly to him, and he softened as she realized she also 
wore the one keepsake Cherry had used to… a low-hanging silver necklace, with a small, 
plain locket at the end. Cherry had passed it on to Cindy less than a year ago, mumbling 
and awkward, saying that she would probably like it. Inside were pictures of her parents… 
and Cindy had cried and hugged Cherry and it had been awkward and uncomfortable and 
yet so wonderful, all at the same time.

But then he paused and smiled slightly tilting his head as he pointed at the other thing 
she was wearing around her neck. “I thought I told you to get rid of  the spiked collar.”

Cindy paused, then she reached up to gently touch one of the conical spikes before 
moving to tap the plain silver clasp gently. “But I like it, Daddy.”  This was followed up by a 
pair of puppy eyes that always made Zerrex feel lame… or like he’d just done something 
really bad that he had to make up for. It was ironic and rather amusing… he could – and 
sometimes still did – kill anyone he got a contract for ruthlessly, no matter their looks, 
skills, or what they once did for the world… but his daughter could make him want to do 
nothing but turn into a big fluffy teddy bear with but a single look.

Cherry turned to look at Zerrex with a slight grin, her own eyes sparkling 
mischievously. “Yeah, lighten up, Zerrex. You know it looks damn good on her, too… she’s 
quite the piece of ass.” Then she paused, coughed, and added lamely as Cindy looked at her 
with amusement: “I mean, our daughter looks very nice with it on. I think.”

Zerrex snorted, shaking his head slightly and tilting his muzzle towards Cherry, who 
was rubbing the back of her head and looking as lame as he sometimes felt. Well, we’re both 
still sorta new to this… parenting and affection thing. It’ll take some time to adjust… “I 
guess she can keep it, then. She… does make that whole thing look quite good.”



 “Thank you, Daddy.” Cindy said primly, then she tapped the spatula she held in her 
hand before turning back to the frying pan, smiling warmly to herself as she flipped the 
bacon. “I hope you two are ready for the picnic today with Elliot, Lone, and Mr. 
Pettigrew.” 

 “Urgh. I hate Lone.” Cherry responded morbidly, peering around the kitchen and then 
glancing over at Zerrex. “He’s always flirting with you… and…” she stopped, seemed to 
fumble for words, then finally said in a soft voice: “I can’t see how you… can stand him 
after what he did to you, Cindy.”

Cindy paused for a moment, then she turned around… and smiled quietly. “What 
happened between us… the… whole rape and everything else… is all in the past now.” She 
stopped, glancing down, then she looked back up, speaking in an equally quiet voice as 
Cherry: “He has good intentions. He just has problems getting them through sometimes, I 
think… he means the best, he’s just… weak sometimes.”

The male Drakkaren studied his daughter closely, then he nodded slowly at the sincerity 
in her eyes… and the lack of pain. She was truly a marvel… stronger, perhaps, than he or 
Cherry ever could be, and able to forgive the darkest of sins, always face the light… and he 
knew that she meant every word she said. “You’re truly a beautiful person, Cindy… you 
never cease to amaze me with what you can do.” 

The young female laughed a bit at this, rubbing the back of her head and smiling 
warmly to her father, then she simply nodded to accept the compliment, turning back to 
the frying pan… before rolling her eyes at her father’s next words. “But you should really 
call Tinny… well, Tinny. And it’ll be nice to see Elliot, but I’m not so sure about seeing 
Lone myself.”

 “You know, there’s nothing worse than a kept grudge.” Cindy said over her shoulder, 
looking at the two with quiet amusement… and not realizing how true her words were, and 
how deep a long-held grudge would affect and tear apart their lives in only a matter of 
hours.

~~~

The Dragokkaren is huge, and he walks with purpose as he enters the roadhouse a few 
miles south of Baskin’s Grove. Everyone inside stops talking to stare at the figure as he steps 
inside, his expensive, polished loafers making little sound as they smoothly press against the 
sawdust-covered flooring of the smoke-choked bar. His stride carries him quickly to the 
bar, and he seats himself, his clothes – a suit, in fact – wrinkleless and pristine. He glances 
at the menu, then speaks in a voice that is softer than one would expect from a creature 
such as himself. “A single glass of  water, if  you please.”

 “Of… of course.” The canine behind the counter stutters, then he picks up a glass and 
heads quickly to the tap, trembling a bit as his eyes return with fear to the creature nearby. 
People have started murmuring, talking perhaps about their own business or this strange 
newcomer, as he fills the glass… then he walks back and places it quietly in front of the 
crimson-scaled entity. “Here… sir.” The last word he adds not out of habit, but simply 
because it seems to be what the very presence of  the creature before him demands.



The large male nods silently and picks up the glass: it is tiny in his hand. He glances 
around the bar, then he rests back on the stool a bit, silent and seemingly contemplative as 
he takes a slow sip of the water. His suit is a professional gray, made up of a pair of pants, 
a dress jacket with a V-shaped open breast and three gold buttons in the shape of dragon 
heads holding the bottom closed, and a white, silk dress shirt beneath that is pressed tight 
to a chest rippling with muscle. The strange, final addition to his suit is the fact he wears a 
championship belt around his waist, nicked with many a scarline… each presumably some 
time he’s won a fight. The plaque on the front of the belt is huge and oversized, displaying 
the golden outlines of two Dragokkaren about to engage in combat, and the initials of 
some long-ago tournament.

His height is obviously ridiculous… but he knows it off by heart, since constant 
measurement is part of his training regiment. He stands at no less than twelve feet and 
three inches, easily topping everyone else in the room: he weighs more than half a ton, and 
all of that is pure muscle. His body ripples with it, and it keeps his clothes taunt and tight 
against his powerful frame: if he wanted to, he could likely burst every seam on his suit. But 
he wouldn’t do that… he happens to like this suit.

His eyes are ice-blue… they are cold, but also possess a deep intelligence that is 
frightening in someone of this size and stature. His scales are lustrous crimson, most likely 
fading a bit over his chest… his features are somewhat handsome but stony, and he 
obviously shows no desire to flaunt his form or body. He sips again at his glass of water, 
then taps on the bar with two neatly-trimmed claws: immediately, the bartender runs over 
as the goliath places the glass down. “Sir? Can I get you anything, sir?”

 “Have you seen this Drakkaren?” he asks in his pleasant voice, then he produces a 
picture from his breast pocket and places it on the counter. The Drakkaren in it is young 
and somewhat sullen-looking, his arms crossed, looking at his feet… but it’s still obviously 
none other than Zerrex Narrius. The barkeeper pales at the picture, then he nods silently, 
and the large Dragokkaren gives the slightest of smiles. “So he’s been spreading trouble 
here, too?”

 “He lives in the town ahead… please don’t tell him I told you any of this, he… he’ll 
kill us all… burn this place to the ground, sir…” whispers the canine, running a hand 
through his golden fur and trembling a bit as he steps back, looking down as he picks up a 
rag and begins to knead it back and forth in his hands. The Dragokkaren sizes him up – 
dirty clothing, jeans, white shirt – and then decides he’s honesty afraid. So before the canine 
can start up again, he simply raises a hand and nods, then motions for the bartender to go 
away. The dog gladly does so.

 “Looks like I’ve finally managed to find you, after all these years…” The large reptile 
says softly, then he stands slowly, reaching into an inside pocket of his jacket to produce his 
wallet and dropping a twenty on the counter before he heads for the door, glass of water 
remaining half-full on the top  as he moves outside with smooth grace.

A few passing-through wannabes notice the display of wealth, and decide the reptile is 
more show than strength, from his tastes. They grin to each other, then get up, the two 



rumpled looking wolves in loose clothing and the sluttily-dressed, dirty-looking vixen 
quickly following their prey outside and into the parking lot, stalking after the Dragokkaren 
as he strides idly towards his car.

The wolves – obviously brothers from their identical grey fur, one a bit taller and 
scruffier than the other, and both dressed as “gangsta” – both produce knives as the vixen 
takes out a taser – given to her a long time ago by parents who once cared, for self defense, 
before she ran away from home… and something she’s turned into a weapon that’s perfect 
for neutralizing prey – and calls in a screechy voice she thinks is seductive: “Hey, big boy, 
got a dollar to spare?”

The Dragokkaren pauses, then he turns around, pulling his hands from his pockets and 
looking over the three with disgust: the dregs of society, marauders who use pack numbers 
to overtake prey stronger than themselves. “I do. Just not for scum like you.”

 “Hey, watch your mouth, asshole.” snarls one of the wolves, holding up his knife: with 
a glance, the reptile identifies it as something military, clichéd and common… he’s 
unimpressed as the other wolf circles a bit to the side and the vixen takes up the other, 
pressing the trigger of her hand taser to make electricity sizzle between the two metal prods 
on the end. “Now, why don’t you just be a good scalebag and hand over your wallet and 
other valuables, huh? Big as you are, I don’t think you can resist gettin’ skewered, fuckface.”

 “Fuck you.” The Dragokkaren responds in a bored tone, glancing down at his polished 
claws and making the others stare, taken aback by his complete lack of fear… and then he 
glances over them with slight irritation. “I don’t have time for this, and I don’t want to soil 
my hands by touching any of  you maggots. Either get lost now, or at least make it quick.”

The wolf who spoke first snarled, then he rose his knife and ran forwards, yelling 
furiously: “Sure, I’ll make it plenty quick you fucking faggot, here you-”

The reptile’s hand shot out, lighting fast, shoving back the hood half-obscuring the 
lupine’s features and seizing his skull, before he simply turns him, diverting all the 
momentum of his charge and adding his own impressive strength before he smashes his 
head straight down and into the hood of a nearby truck; the wolf ’s skull gives a loud, sick 
thud as the hood dents deep inwards, and blood runs from a deep gouge along his head as 
he spasms, knife falling from his hand. His bladder too lets go, and piss stains his pants and 
the reek of it fills the air as he falls to the ground in a broken, unconscious heap, the large 
lizard’s hand still out, his eyes full of  contempt and disgust as he looks over the other two.

They step slowly backwards, horrified, then both turn and flee without a word, 
abandoning their fallen comrade as the Dragokkaren looks after them with distaste. Then 
he shakes his head slowly and turns, heading to his car and muttering under his breath: 
“Stupid children… at least soon I should have a real challenge…”

~~~

“Hey, it’s Zerrex! The Dragon of Baskin’s Grove, hero of Comfort Town, vanquisher of 
the bad apples!” yelled a cheerful voice, and the Drakkaren reached up to touch his temple 
as if pained as Cindy giggled a bit and Cherry snorted amusedly, unable to resist a slight 



grin as the group of reptiles climbed the hill towards the scenic lookout that had apparently 
been chosen as their picnicking spot. Lone was waving ecstatically, apparently bent on 
proving that he wasn’t a worthless slob anymore… and both Tinny and Elliot looked deeply 
relieved to see the three others approaching. Even Tinman was probably getting sick of 
Lone’s banter…

On the bright side, at least, the wolf-in-question was very different than the one Zerrex 
had first encountered and dealt with three years ago… now, Lone Wulfe actually seemed 
concerned with something other than Lone Wulfe… and as to the concerns he did have 
with himself, he was now actually doing things about. Thankfully, he’d gotten rid of his 
ridiculous girdle… and with a bit of hard work – and some coaching from Zerrex, of all 
people – he had lost most of his fat, hence the fact the lupine was currently smiling warmly 
at the three reptiles in only a pair of baggy shorts, unashamed of the small bit of pudgy 
belly he did have left but was steadily working off.

Well, a pair of baggy shorts and his other ridiculous accessories… cloth wrappings 
around his lower legs that he said helped him deal with the continuing pain of having both 
shins blown out, but everyone knew to be just part of his new “style…” an anklet with a 
lapis-lazuli stone inset in it… and a golden pocketwatch on a silver chain. Zerrex would 
never admit to anyone that he was the one who gave Lone the pocketwatch… and even 
more so, that he thought it was an interesting little accessory to have.

But the real difference was in the wolf ’s demeanor and the things he had done for 
Baskin’s Grove as mayor: the lengths he had begun to go to for the people instead of for 
himself. Of course, part of that was because Zerrex was always ready to scare the wolf into 
cooperation, but he liked to think they were making some progress with the lupine at 
least… despite the few regressions that had happened over the three years. 

There had been times, of course, when Lone had tried to seize certain opportunities 
and certain controls from the lizard that should have otherwise been left alone… such as 
the hiring of a mercenary, for instance. Not to kill, as Lone would babble later on, just to 
humble Zerrex a bit. Or to keep him in shape, perhaps, as a little surprise challenge… but 
never to kill.

The mercenary, of course, had ended up in a broken pile on Lone’s doorstep… and the 
Drakkaren would merely glare at the wolf until he turned into a puddle of frightened jello 
in the corner of the room, apologizing again and crying and begging for the big lizard to 
not hurt him anymore. Then Zerrex had sighed and simply left, deciding the wolf really 
wasn’t worth his time… the mercenary had been a nice little diversion from the usual 
boring day-in, day-out, too, but he wouldn’t admit that either… nor the fact he knew that 
Lone hadn’t hired a killer. The weaponry was too complex, with too little chance of scoring 
a lethal hit… when you hired a killer, they generally carried one thing: a really big gun.

Of course, there had been other problems, too… getting Lone to apologize to the town 
and Cindy, for instance. The first he had been too arrogant to do, muttering about how the 
citizens caused most of the problems – true, to a point – and for the second he had been 
too humiliated. Zerrex, however, had forced him into a corner with logic: that if Lone 



hadn’t shown up, there would’ve been no catalyst for the town-wide war, and a strong leader 
always shouldered the responsibilities for those in his unit. The latter had been one of the 
few good things the military had taught him… that when you led people, you had to take 
the blame for their antics as well. It had him very happy the Goth Legion never had to 
abide by that many rules.

Getting him to apologize to Cindy had been harder… it had taken threats of violence 
and the reptile breaking several of the wolf ’s prized possessions before he had agreed. The 
two had met in Elliot’s bar, which was as close to a neutral area as Zerrex could manage to 
find that would accept him, Cherry, the ‘White Tyrant,’ and Cindy in one place together… 
and Elliot had kept his hand below the counter the entire time, glaring at Lone with disgust 
and distaste. Zerrex was just glad he had never pulled out the shotgun he knew the cat’s 
fingers had been resting on, since it would have caused quite a mess of wolf blubber for 
them all to clean up at the end of  the day.

Cindy had taken it well… even thanked Lone quietly and told him that the past was the 
past, and best left where it was. She had even been courteous enough to ask if Lone wanted 
a drink, or anything else… but the wolf had shaken his head with a mixture of humiliation, 
shame, and resentment. Then Zerrex had led him to the final place he had to make amends 
to… the wolf hobbling along, both his legs healing now and his broken body on the mend, 
but still mostly wrapped in bandages and using crutches to stagger around.

Cherry had driven him out past Apple Villa… near the park they were in now, actually. 
They had pulled into a vacant, peaceful forest lot that Zerrex had bought… and then 
climbed out of the car and walked along a stone path Zerrex had lain himself, to a single, 
simple grave that he had also dug and made a crude headstone for… engraved with a 
strange series of twisting lines. When Cherry had asked what it was, Zerrex had merely 
smiled in a sad way that surprised her and hurt her to the core, and then he’d said softly it 
was a picture that she’d once drawn… a self-portrait made from chaos. 

For a while, the three had stood silently at Mary’s grave… the feline who had been the 
real catalyst for the changes in Zerrex, with her death. The female who had believed in him 
more than perhaps Sarah and all the others of the past, and who had inspired him to 
change… with her death. Then the two reptiles had left, Zerrex pausing for a moment and 
half-opening his mouth, feeling some strange urge to comfort the lupine who still stood in 
front of her grave… then he merely sighed softly and walked away. They’d gone back to car 
and driven back into town, knowing Lone would find his own way back… and they had left 
him to face what he had done alone. But Zerrex thought it was a good sign that… the last 
thing he’d seen was the wolf ’s tears falling on the carefully-kept soil… the last thing he’d 
heard was the quiet, miserable sobs of  the lupine.

And now Lone stood in front of them, his arms wide, smiling cheerfully up at Zerrex, 
wanting to prove himself… as he always did lately… and show that he was a changed 
person. Zerrex winced a bit as he thought the wolf was about to hug him, stepping back 
slightly between Cherry and Cindy… both of whom had the effect of making Lone cough 
and put his hands behind his back, shrinking a bit from the two females. 



Elliot and Tinman, however, both stood to greet them, Tinny almost tripping over 
himself as he smiled happily at the two, looking back and forth with childlike joy. Tinny 
had always been the best of them… an innocence that mirrored Cindy’s shone bright in the 
badger’s gold-rimmed hazel eyes. As always, he wore loose jeans and a baggy, too-big 
button-up white shirt, and he kept nervously squeezing an ear as he looked back and forth 
from one female to the other, before nodding to them both and stuttering: “Miss Cherry, 
Miss Cindy, it’s so good to see you again, really it is!”

 “Oh, get lost, Tinny.” Cherry rolled her eyes and aimed a kick at him, and the short 
badger fell over with a squeak, barely avoiding being lashed by the foot of her motorcycle 
boot. Then the large female rocked to the side with a snort as Cindy shoved her, before the 
younger of  the two smiled down at Tinny and extended a hand down.

 “It’s good to see you too, Mr. Pettigrew,” she said politely, as he brightened 
considerably and took her hand, then he blinked as she hauled him easily up to his feet, the 
badger looking somewhat surprised at her display of strength before she blushed a bit and 
coughed. “I’ve been working out with my Dad lots.”

 “Great. Looks like she’s taking after you, Zerrex.” Elliot Meral said mildly, the cat 
walking forwards and patting Tinman on the shoulder as he passed, making the badger start 
a bit in surprise before he smiled again. The feline glanced back and forth along the group, 
noting the male Drakkaren standing somewhat back, then he snorted amusedly as he turned 
his attention to his goddaughter. “Your father still seems as unable to cope with social 
graces as ever.”

Zerrex rolled his eyes at this, crossing his arms and half-glaring at the feline, who 
looked back with mild amusement. Then the Drakakren merely sighed and shook his head, 
relenting and saying instead in a somewhat-moody voice: “Looks like you’ve been doing 
well for yourself, Elliot.”

The cat chuckled and nodded; it was certainly true. Once, he had been owner of a 
broken down bar that just happened to be the Boss’s favorite watering hole… the only 
reason it had never closed down. Now, he was the owner of perhaps the only well-to-do bar 
in the place that many of the old timers still called Comfort Town, and probably the 
friendliest tavern in all of Baskin’s Grove… the reason he could afford to come to a picnic 
in dress pants, a plain but expensive red suit vest with large black buttons, and a longsleeve 
dress shirt beneath. But more then the expensive clothing, it was the very look of the cat 
that made it seem like he had regained something thought long lost forever… the way his 
light gold fur shone, his eyes twinkled, maybe even in the slight bulge of  his belly. 

 “You know I have, Boss… ever since you cleaned up the town and put asshole here in 
line…” A nudge to Lone, who glowered at Elliot. “My business has been booming. Hell, I 
had to rope off your private table ‘cause everyone wants to sit where the legendary Dragon 
of Baskin’s Grove once did.” A faint smile quirked at his lips. “We miss you down at the 
bar, though. Rowdy place could use some help getting quieted down every now and then.”

 “I’d be glad to help you out with that.” Cherry volunteered immediately, as she looked 
up from where she and Cindy were setting up a blanket, Zerrex setting down the large 



cooler he’d been carrying under one arm. Then she blinked as Elliot looked at her mildly 
for a few moments.

 “I said quieted down, not made even more chaotic.” He said flatly, and Cherry snorted 
and turned away, raising her muzzle in the air and looking irritable as Cindy laughed a bit 
behind one hand, sitting down on the blanket and smiling around at them all. Tinny sat 
down on the nearby picnic table, only a few feet from her, both of them shaded by the large 
elm tree that grew tall overhead, and they traded a smile as Zerrex yawned and dropped 
down beside Cherry… then he made a slight face as Lone too sat down, scooting up next 
to him.

There was an awkward silence between them for a moment as the others chatted and 
Cherry rested herself against Zerrex’s side, lacing her hands together and resting them on 
her bare stomach as she apparently went to sleep, making her boredom with the whole 
picnic idea obvious. Then Lone puffed his chest out and sucked in his gut, pointing at 
himself and boasting: “Look, I lost another ten pounds! Soon I’m gonna be working on 
getting abs just like you, Zer!”

Cherry snorted at this, and Lone tossed a dark look at her… safely hidden around the 
larger male as he was. Zerrex merely rolled his eyes, then he looked back down at the wolf 
mildly, who was staring up at him with a fawning expression. “Do you like abuse, or is it 
just me?”

 “Maybe.” Lone gave big eyes, and Zerrex gave another groan and rolled his own 
emerald ones again, before he shook his head and reached up to brush his hair out of his 
face. Then he paused and glanced down at the wolf, looking him over as Lone continued to 
look at him questioningly and adoringly, before finally sighing and nodding. 

“Yes, Lone. You are looking better.”
 “Thanks!” Lone beamed up at him, rubbing the back of his head and looking placated: 

mentally, Zerrex shrugged. Well, it’s not like it really hurts to compliment him every now 
and then… seems to keep the arrogant bastard in check. He paused mentally, then another 
voice in his head added in a mutter: He’s so going to start hitting on you soon, you do 
know that, right?

 “Sure.” The Drakkaren said absently, glancing around at the others. Then Cindy 
opened the cooler as Tinman began rooting through the basket of food he’d brought, and 
Cherry opened one eye, looking interested for the first time since Cindy had all but dragged 
them out of the house and into the car. She sat up a bit as Zerrex pulled out the burgers 
Cindy had made and packed, then he absentmindedly slapped her wrist as she reached for 
one, making the muscular femme snort and pout, sitting back.

Tinman was dealing with Lone in a similar way, the usually meek-looking badger now 
with a stern expression on his face and waggling a spatula threateningly. “Mr. Wulfe, we 
can’t eat until everything’s out. We went over this once already.”

 “Aww, come on, Tinny!” Lone whined, but he packed away with his hands raised in 
surrender as Tinman rose the spatula. “Fine, fine…”



Elliot snickered a bit at this behavior, unpacking his own small cooler and bringing out 
several bottles of whisky he’d dug up for the occasion, unable to stop his eyes from glancing 
at the family of reptiles that was currently setting things out on their little blanket – or, in 
Cherry’s case, sitting on the picnic table and intimidating Lone. He couldn’t help his faint 
amusement as she leaned towards him with what could almost be called a leer, making the 
wolf ’s ears flatten back as he leaned away, then he stared as she flexed and showed off 
muscle far larger than anything the wolf  could hope to ever possibly achieve.

 “Impressive, ain’t it?” Cherry asked silkily, then she laughed and sat back, grinning at 
the lupine again as he blushed beet-red and glanced down, mumbling something under his 
breath. She laughed, then reached out and shoved him gently – causing him to rock 
backwards with enough force to fall off the picnic table and land with a grunt on his back, 
rolling down the hill a bit.

He came to a stop about ten feet down, sprawled on his back and staring morbidly at 
the sky… when a shape suddenly blotted out the sun. For a moment, he found himself 
only staring at this new figure as it glanced down at him with apparent distaste… and then 
the goliath in the suit slowly stepped over him. As he passed, Lone felt a chill run down his 
spine, his blood ice in his veins… it was like Death had just calmly walked by, and he could 
only thank God that Death hadn’t been interested in him but distracted by- “Oh no.”

Elliot frowned slightly as he looked up, the soft crunch of grass too quiet and peaceful 
for it to be Lone working his way back up the hill – plus there was no panting or yelling. 
Then the cat froze as the largest Dragokkaren he had ever seen – no, easily the largest 
person he’d ever seen, far bigger than even the Boss – walked slowly towards their little 
picnic spot. The others were all staring now as well… and then Zerrex finally glanced up, 
caught sight of the red Dragokkaren… and he did something that terrified the others 
present.

He lost his balance; the reptile fell heavily backwards on his rear, as his eyes widened 
and his features paled a bit in surprise and… could it even be fear? Surely the Boss of 
Baskin’s Grove had nothing left to fear… but still, Zerrex only stared, as the tall, red-scaled 
behemoth came to a stop and looked at Zerrex with eyes of ice-blue… eyes that were, in 
fact, filled with coldness and even contempt.

Then the male Drakkaren slowly stood, his head bowed a bit as if in humility, before 
looking up to silently meet the Dragokkaren’s eyes. This too, terrified Elliot and especially 
Tinman… that the Boss, the once-lord and master of the Goth Legion, had to look up to 
meet someone’s eyes… and furthermore, he did it not with his usual dignity and 
confidence, but instead a respect that was again, almost afraid. But it was his next words 
that caused a chill to enter the souls of  all those present… “Hello… uncle.”

Uncle? Cindy thought stupidly, staring from the giant to her father; sure, now that she 
was looking for it, she could see the resemblance… the not-handsome, but not-ugly 
features, the intensity of the eyes, even the build – although the Dragokkaren’s was far 
larger, and his height towered over even Zerrex’s. Definitely from the same family… but… 
Zerrex had never spoken of family, except for the father he himself had killed… and 



sometimes vague references to a mother he had once had. But… Daddy is… getting older 
himself. His uncle, even if  he’s… the younger brother of  his father, must still be…

 “Hello, Zerrex.” The goliath’s voice was soft and cordial, respectful and polite. In it, all 
present could hear the same manner of Zerrex’s speech, the same gentility that often 
masked brutal force… the gentle growl that could easily turn into a vicious snarl or roar. 
“It’s been many years since I’ve seen you last. I almost gave up hope of finding you after you 
entered the military and joined some secret unit… but once you left, you made a trail that 
was quite easy to follow…”

Zerrex nodded silently, looking over his uncle’s body: the uncle he hadn’t seen in many a 
year, since before he’d so-secretly killed his father… and that was what this could only be 
about, as he forced himself to look quietly up into the Dragokkaren’s eyes again. “You’re 
here about… my father, aren’t you?”

The Dragokkaren laughed dryly, reaching up to scuff his neatly-kept claws against his 
jacket, glancing at the sky above. “My big brother was someone I… I always looked up to-”

 “Father was scum.” Zerrex said clearly, despite the fact he was still in shock from seeing 
the giant before him, that he still had the most minute of trembles running through his 
body… and Cindy cheered silently for him, giving her own bitter smile… before letting out 
a startled breath as one of  the giant’s hand shot out.

The backhand slap caught Zerrex with remarkable ease, causing him to wince and 
stumble backwards a step, head rocking to the side… before he forced his eyes back up to 
meet the Dragokkaren’s, who looked both unamused and strangely hurt. “Have respect for 
the dead, Zerrex. For your own blood, who you killed in such a dishonorable way…”

At this, the Drakkaren laughed harshly, his eyes narrowing as his hands clenched into 
tight fists. “A fitting death for him, too. He lived without honor, he died without honor. 
And I don’t respect someone simply because they died… I respect them if they earn it, not 
because of… some stupid chance of Fate or because they went on to a better place or just 
got buried in the dirt.”

His uncle’s eyes roved over Zerrex’s body for a moment, then met his firm emerald gaze, 
seeming to size him up… before the faintest of smiles bridged his muzzle, and he glanced 
around at the gathering. “Fine. But you haven’t introduced me.”

 “How rude of me.” Zerrex responded drolly, but he winced a bit and nodded 
nonetheless, as if this most basic of etiquette was somehow more important than dealing 
with someone who was obviously a dark spectre from the past. He turned to face the others 
– except for Lone, who had scampered around the hilltop to hide in some bushes and listen 
from a safe distance – and said clearly: “This is Markus ‘Requiem’ Narrius, my uncle. He 
prefers his fighting name, Requiem… and he’s likely here to kill me.”

Requiem snorted, crossing his arms and looking at the back of Zerrex’s head with idle 
distaste, before he glanced over the silent crowd of others, his blue eyes seeming to read 
deep into each and every one of them before he nodded a bit as the Drakkaren turned back 



to face him. “Enough idle chitchat. It’s time to show me what you learned… and I hope for 
your sake, it’s something good.”

Zerrex’s emerald eyes narrowed slightly at this, then he snorted and tilted his muzzle 
upwards a bit, slowly reaching up to crack his knuckles before walking past the goliath and 
starting down the hilltop, jerking his head. But the moment he had his back to the 
Dragokkaren, a hand seized the back of his neck and hefted him into the air. He snarled, 
reaching up to grab Requiem’s wrist, but he was already being thrown through the air, 
Cindy screaming and the sounds of dishes clattering and food being turned into mulch as 
she and her mother jumped to their feet. 

The reptile landed heavily on his chest, skidding down to the bottom of the short hill, 
then he coughed and yelled over his shoulder in a ragged voice: “Don’t interfere!”

At the top of the hill, Cherry, Cindy, and Tinman all froze – the three were all facing 
the giant, who had his own fists raised gamely. Slowly, they lowered their stances, turning 
their attention to Zerrex as Requiem let out a quiet snort but gave the faintest of smiles, 
watching as his nephew forced himself to his feet and rubbed at his body, the emerald eyes 
piercing into him even from this distance as he called in a decidedly-disgusted voice: 
“Lesson one. Never turn your back to your opponent?”

 “That’s right.” Requiem said softly, then he reached up and removed his suit-jacket, 
pausing for a moment to hang it on a low branch of the tree before starting down the hill, 
undoing the first few buttons of  his dress shirt. “It seems you’ve forgotten the basics.”

 “I got naïve. I learned trust.” Zerrex responded, backing up a few steps and into a small 
field. Tall grass tickled against his knees as he rose his hands slowly into a ready position, 
watching as Requiem advanced to the foot of the hill… then the Dragokkaren rose his fists 
in a basic streetfighting position. The smaller reptile couldn’t help the faintest of grins as 
their eyes met, then he said in a quiet but carrying voice: “Like old times, huh?”

 “I’m glad we got this chance.” Requiem replied evenly, then he took a single step 
forwards and set himself, before pausing and adding gently: “I won’t hold back.”

 “And I wouldn’t dream of dishonoring you by doing the same.” Zerrex answered in the 
same tone, causing Requiem to tilt his head slightly, before the Drakkaren continued: “I’ve 
always respected you… which is probably why I was so surprised to see you after all these 
years. You were my teacher, after all… my mentor. And I always hoped that it would never 
come down to this. I’ve killed too many others I’ve been close to in my life.”

At this, Requiem gave a bit of a laugh, then he actually smiled: it softened his stony 
features considerably, for the moment took away his intimidating presence. “I thank you for 
that, Zerrex. You know that I’ve felt the same about you. But you killed my brother… and 
blood calls for blood, even if it is the blood of my own family. But enough talk. Actions 
show better.”

Zerrex nodded, and then the two tensed, standing silently, as the others on the hilltop 
watched quietly, and Lone from the nearby pushes, white head poking out and black-tipped 
ears laid back as he silently rooted on Zerrex. But there’s no way Zer could lose, right? I 



mean, sure. The other guy’s bigger and maybe even scarier than the Boss… but… come on! 
The Boss is the Boss!

Similar thoughts ran through the heads of all present… and still the two continued to 
stand, sizing each other up, eyes locked in mental battle… before Requiem finally snorted 
and dropped his stance, tilting his head and looking at Zerrex with disgust. “Are you going 
to do something, or are you going to behave like the coward I may have always overlooked, 
who cut his Daddy’s throat because he wasn’t allowed to play with the other kiddies…”

 “It was more than that!” Zerrex’s body trembled with fury, his teeth gritting at the 
provocation as his voice rose in an infuriated yell: and the others could only stare as the 
Boss was reduced to what seemed almost a spiteful child for a moment, unable to express 
his emotions before he simply charged forwards with a roar.

Requiem’s face became expressionless, eyes cold… but there was disappointment in 
them, too, that such a simple provocation could work so easily. As Zerrex ran forwards, he 
prepared his body, raising an arm and letting the other remain low to cover his stomach, 
before watching as the reptile swung in at him with a vicious – but sloppy, he’d grown 
sloppy – hook… 

The giant merely stepped forwards, getting inside the punch and simply bringing an 
elbow up, smashing it into Zerrex’s muzzle: his forwards momentum caused his feet to keep 
trying to run as his head twisted and upper body jerked back – the effect being the 
Drakkaren falling heavily on his back. For a moment, he only lay there, blood flowing from 
his muzzle and nose, before Requiem slid a foot under his body and hefted him into the air 
as if  he were a pole.

His body spun lazily in the air as he fought to regain his senses, and then he released a 
cry of agony as one of Requiem’s arms caught him firmly in a hard swinging movement, 
knocking him flying through the air to crash into the grasses, rolling several times and 
sending up leaves and pollen before he came to a stop, coughing and forcing himself onto 
all fours.

Requiem merely stood, one arm outstretched, looking disgusted and contemptible. 
“Have you forgotten everything I’ve taught you? Or has the lack of good competition over 
the years made you rusty, Zerrex?”

 “Fuck you!” Cherry yelled down the hill at this, snarling and starting forwards – she 
was quickly restrained by Cindy, who grunted at the effort of holding her mother in place 
as the muscular female attempted to shake her off. “Come and say that to my face, dipshit!”

 “Shut up, Cherry.” Zerrex murmured from his place on the ground, as he sat up with a 
wince, feeling his back give an audible crack. Then he forced himself up to his feet, his eyes 
narrowing, his hands clenching and unclenching before he slowly rose his arms, cold fury 
rising in his body… along with a growing respect, memories of the past, and a strange, 
dark pleasure at fighting someone so powerful, someone who was perhaps even past his 
level. 



Requiem tilted his head, looking somewhat surprised, but then he laughed quietly and 
turned to face his nephew full-on, nodding slowly. “The Narrius family has three traits…” 
He said clearly, his voice even overriding Cherry’s continued yells and taunts. “Great 
physical strength, great vitality, and incredible endurance. Of these… you’ve always had the 
greatest endurance of all of us, even more than your father. Coupled with your strong 
will… I and my big brother had such visions for you.” 

 “Beauty deceives us on the road to truth.” Zerrex responded softly, and Requiem 
blinked a bit at this, before his features tightened as the reptile continued: “The truth in 
this case being I am nothing like my father, who you’ve always tried to take after. Chased 
after, really, like a little dog at his heels-”

 “Shut up.”
 “And he was always too happy to play fetch with you, wasn’t he? Or too busy for his 

little brother Requiem… your strength seems almost at his level, but as always, you’re too 
busy drooling over him to really appreciate-”

And now it was Requiem who made the mistake, losing his temper and snarling in rage 
as he charged forwards, his hands clutched into tight fists as he ran with surprising speed 
towards his nephew. Zerrex, however, was more than ready: as Requiem led in with a vicious 
right cross, the reptile dropped and turned, hands moving up to seize his arm as he pressed 
his body back against the giant’s, before he let out a snarl and hefted, at the same time 
jerking Requiem forwards and using his momentum against him. 

The huge body of the Dragokkaren flipped through the air, as Requiem let out a grunt 
of surprise… but then instead of striking the ground, he kicked down, the Dragokkaen 
landing solidly on his feet instead of smashing down on his back. He quickly revolved the 
grappled arm, seizing one of Zerrex’s wrists as he did so, and suddenly it was the 
Drakkaren who found himself facing vertigo again as Requiem stepped forwards, throwing 
the smaller reptile almost like a baseball and nearly tearing his arm from his socket, causing 
Zerrex to spin end over end in midair.

The world was a blur, but the reptile felt himself falling and simply made himself spin 
faster: the result was that he hit the ground not in a pile, but went into a roll that took him 
to a crouch. He used the extra momentum to spin around on the spot, facing Requiem once 
more, his eyes burning… and Requiem looked back at him coldly before he nodded slowly 
as Zerrex stood. 

A moment later, however, the Dragokkaren smiled and bowed his head a bit, his face 
filled with self-loathing. “I apologize for my earlier provocation and the needless contempt, 
Zerrex. You returned it to me and made me look like a fool.”

 “Apology accepted. I’m sorry myself that it had to come to that.” Zerrex responded 
softly, the tall lizard resetting his position. Requiem did the same, and they nodded to each 
other again as the Dragokkaren took a slow breath… then suddenly moved forwards, 
feinting left and right as his feet moved with only a whisper through the tall grasses.



Zerrex snarled a bit, unprepared for the rush, leaning with the Dragokkaren as he 
feinted… then reaching up as the giant lunged forwards. Their hands met, fingers lacing 
together as they grappled, pitting power against power… and then Zerrex felt himself 
slowly being forced backwards, his muscles bulging.

Immediately, he attempted to get a foot up, slamming it down into Requiem’s thigh to 
climb him like a staircase and deal a kick to his face, but the Dragokkaren suddenly 
straightened his leg, causing Zerrex to stumble forwards instead. He lost his angle, lost his 
base, and suddenly his arms were yanked backwards as Requiem swung his head down, 
smashing his skull firmly into the Drakkaren’s muzzle and causing him to cry out with pain, 
unable to jerk his hands free from the giant’s. His eyes clenched shut in agony, then there 
was another burst of darkness and stars as Requiem smashed into his temple with another 
vicious headbutt, causing him to fall to his knees… only to be met by a firm knee and 
pulled upwards, his arms used like a pupeeteer’s strings by the Dragokkaren as his head was 
jerked upwards, blood flying from his muzzle.

Suddenly, his hands were free, and immediately the reptile grabbed his aching face – an 
understandable but still stupid mistake, as he left his body open. Requiem took the free 
chance, his huge fists smashing into Zerrex’s stomach, crunching in his firm abdominals 
with amazing force and causing him to gag, arms going down to wrap around his stomach 
as his eyes bulged… and then Requiem reached down, one huge hand wrapping around his 
skull and fingers seizing his hair.

The first punch smashed into the reptile’s cheekbone, snapping it… the second sent a 
burst of blood from his mouth as he felt his muzzle dislodge… and the third came down 
as a hammer onto his shoulder as Requiem released his head, sending the Drakkaren down 
in a bloody, broken heap. Nothing but agony seared the Drakkaren’s senses as he twitched 
on the ground, trying to force himself up as nausea and pain fought for a moment for 
dominance… then they combined their forces as he tried to get up on all fours, and the 
reptile vomited, blood and ichors coming up with breakfast.

He could hear screaming – faintly, like background noise – but then it was drowned out 
again as Requiem put a loafer-covered foot on his head and ground his face down into his 
own blood and vile, feeling it entering his nose, covering his face as the giant slowly twisted 
his heel, looking down at him with contempt as Zerrex weakly grabbed at his ankle, the 
Dragokkaren’s features expressionless… but blue eyes filled with some strange pity, some 
dark pain. “What’s wrong with you, Zerrex? You’re sloppy. Pathetic, even. Is this really your 
best?”

Zerrex tried to speak… but he couldn’t. Instead, he slowly forced his hands under him 
again, coughing violently, spasming on the ground as Requiem lifted his foot for a 
moment… and then he began to push himself up, muscles straining and body aching. But 
even before he could get his legs under him, a vicious kick from the Dragokkaren caught 
him under the muzzle and sent him crashing down onto his back, the world going grey as a 
fine arc of  blood flew from his muzzle.



To this point, Cindy and Cherry had been watching in horror, as the male to them who 
was a lover, a father, and even a hero was beaten so viciously and thoroughly: but as 
Requiem began to leisurely step towards Zerrex again after the cruel kick to his face, 
Cindy’s usually-pacifistic nature broke, and the Drakkaren snarled: “Fuck this!” before 
charging forwards and down the hill.

 “My thoughts exactly!” Cherry said furiously, sprinting after her daughter… and then 
moving faster, putting all her speed into running towards the Dragokkaren. And now her 
other abilities had a chance to truly shine, and she saw a chance to save the person she cared 
about using the powers that for so long had been used only for killing and playing with 
prey. 

Cherry was precognitive: and she planned to put this to full use as she moved in towards 
the giant, her eyes steel, her expression furious as ghost images appeared before her, of the 
Dragokkaren turning to intercept her with a hard punch. At the last moment before this 
image connected with her, Cherry suddenly ducked as she reached the giant… and 
Requiem’s punch sailed over her head as he turned, the giant’s features surprised as Cherry 
brought an elbow up to mash into his kidney…

The breath and strength was suddenly gone from her as she felt herself lifted bonelessly 
into the air, impaled on one knee of the giant Dragokkaren, blood flying from her maw as 
her muzzle gaped stupidly. It was like her entire body had gone numb from sheer brute 
force: there was no pain, just dumb surprise that someone had actually fooled her, had been 
good enough to defeat her ability to see into the near future the actions of others… and 
then she was floating, just… slowly floating in the air, it seemed like, and a huge fist was 
sailing towards her face, threatening to blot out the rest of  existence with its size…

Then it was gone, and time returned to normal and the pain was there, was welcome as 
she fell to the ground, landing on all fours and grabbing her stomach with a grunt before 
she hopped backwards, rubbing at her masculine abs as she snarled at Requiem, feeling a 
hand on her shoulder… but snorting as the Dragokkaren stumbled back and away from 
Zerrex’s prone form, harried by what looked almost like metal birds flying back and forth 
around his face. “Tinny…”

The badger in question was snarling, features etched with concentration, standing 
halfway up the hill and making rapid motions with his hands like an expert puppeteer: now 
too was his time to show his abilities, which he’d taken to use as entertainment more than 
battle over the last few years. But the shows for children and adult alike with his 
manipulation over metal had only honed his control sharper, as the metal birds he’d brought 
to show off  turned figure eights and dived at Requiem’s eyes.

The Dragokkaren snarled, confused: never before had he seen something like this, that 
could almost be called ‘magic.’ He took another step backwards, forced to be made unsure 
of himself, but even in his confusion his sharp blue eyes roved over the others who had been 
with Zerrex and landed on Tinny. He snarled, wincing as one of the birds dived at him, 
then he swatted it firmly away, turning it into a crumpled heap of metal… but it still shot 



back at his head, the reptile barely able to tilt his face away in time before he suddenly 
jumped backwards, seizing the first heavy object he could find: Zerrex.

Cindy gasped, Cherry let out an angry squawk, and Tinny faltered for a moment before 
shrieking as Requiem hefted the reptile’s unconscious form up by one foot, then half-spun 
and threw him like a log, grunting with the effort and tearing the tight sleeves of his dress 
shirt. He sailed through the air, and the metal birds fell as Tinman started to shift position 
to dive out of the way… then, suddenly, the badger stopped and instead closed his eyes 
tightly as he held out his arms, as if  to catch the far-larger, far-heavier reptile in his arms.

Zerrex struck heavily against the badger, knocking the wind from him and slamming 
him backwards, but his fall was broken by another pair of arms, Elliot snagging him as he 
collapsed backwards. The chubby feline grunted, falling backwards himself, and the three 
landed in a heap, Elliot rubbing his sore backside and Tinny winded and slightly crushed 
between the two, but looking at the feline thankfully all the same. Zerrex, meanwhile, half-
caught in the arms of the badger, twitched and then let out a hiss of pain, his eyes 
fluttering open as he groaned and forced himself  to sit up.

Requiem made a bit of a face at this, but the task had been accomplished: the metal 
statuettes had returned to being simple pieces of metal. He snorted, then began to walk 
forwards towards Zerrex, watching the Drakkaren slowly picking himself up with help from 
the two others before his attention was once more diverted by a raw, angry yell: the female 
who had charged him earlier was back, this time leaping in with a hard kick aimed at his 
face.

The Dragokkaren snarled, leaning back as one of his hands shot up and snagged the 
ankle of the female: Cherry’s eyes widened, and then she let out another cry as she was 
jerked over Requiem’s head and then slammed straight down into the ground, dirt and bits 
of grass flying up from the force of impact and knocking Cherry senseless, the female 
groaning as Requiem released her leg. The Dragokkaren snorted, then he started towards 
Zerrex again as his eyes lingered on her, making sure she stayed down before turning 
towards where his nephew was… and walking straight into a hard fist.

Requiem staggered, one eye clenching shut in pain and his other widening, fingers 
spasming as he stepped back in surprise… then he slowly reached up to touch his eye as he 
faced the newest aggressor in front of him, another tall female. Not as well built, wearing 
strange clothes and punkish accessories, but her resolve was admirable and she apparently 
had luck on her side… and then she barked: “Don’t you lay another finger on my Daddy!”

 “Zerrex’s daughter… you certainly punch hard enough to be that.” Requiem 
responded, his voice somewhat irritable as he rubbed slowly at his cheek before glaring 
down at her: his eye already felt puffy, however, and there was the faint tine of humiliation 
in his cheeks at being struck by a rookie after making the simple mistake of not paying 
attention to his surroundings. Then he paused, struck by an idea as he looked past her to 
see Zerrex’s wide eyes and the sudden struggling he was making against the others in trying 
to come forwards, despite obviously being too beaten and weakened to fight…



Cindy took another swing at Requiem, a simple, short jab she’d been taught by her 
father, but this time the Dragokkaren caught her fist with ease, looking down at her mildly 
as his much-larger hand engulfed hers. She snarled, then reached her other hand out, jerking 
hard back on her arm and trying to free herself as she shouted: “Cheater! Big stupid 
meanie!”

Requiem looked at her flatly, then he blinked, barely able to sidestep in time as she 
suddenly aimed a hard thrust kick at his crotch in the middle of her otherwise immature 
and untrained prattling. “You’re a tricky one, aren’t you? Acting like the fool but fighting 
with a bit more wisdom.”

 “Bite me.” Cindy responded angrily, ceasing her fighting to instead glare up at the 
Dragokkaren. “And let go of my hand, and get out of here. You don’t have any right to 
come doing this to me or Daddy or anyone else!”

Requiem’s features tightened in a grimace, then he glanced towards Zerrex again, who 
was actually staggering towards him now, apparently trying to warn his daughter back… 
and now the Dragokkaren suddenly hauled Cindy forwards and swung his arm backwards as 
he squatted, jerking her onto his shoulder as she let out a shriek. She began to kick and 
squirm almost immediately, fists hammering against his back as he wrapped one large arm 
around her body to hold her steady, and the Dragokkaren tilted his head towards Zerrex as 
the Drakkaren snarled angrily and began to move towards him at a limping jog, rasping: 
“Let her go!”

As he drew close, the Dragokkaren simply reached out and gently pushed his nephew 
backwards, knocking his unsteady form down onto his ass. And now Zerrex looked up at 
him with the most terrible, helpless expression he had ever seen, and Requiem could only 
look back coldly, saying softly: “If you want her back… then you’ll have to defeat me. I’ll 
give you a week to heal and train your body, and then we’ll meet here again, to finish things 
once and for all, tie up all our loose ends.”

With that, he turned, closing his eyes and focusing himself, ignoring the angry yell of 
Cindy and then the desperate cries of “Daddy! Daddy!” that filled the air afterwards, as her 
useless struggling turned into much more vicious and trained attacks, the female slamming 
elbows into his neck, twisting her weight to try and overbalance him, and trying to roll her 
body over his arm like a contortionist to get herself free. But as he headed towards his car, 
he either simply took what she had to deal out or shifted his weight back against her 
movements, figuring she’d soon exhaust herself.

Zerrex, on the other hand, was still trying to crawl after Requiem, his emerald eyes 
overbright, leaving a trail of blood behind him as he railed on himself for being so easily 
defeated, voices in his head that he hadn’t heard for the longest time laughing at him, 
screaming at him. Then he collapsed, sobbing harshly into the ground as his claws dug 
small trenches in the earth, clenching into the grass as alien emotions ran through his body 
and soul.

Elliot sat silently on the grass, only able to look at the Drakkaren he thought of as 
‘friend,’ watching as the Boss cried and writhed like a dying thing. He had no idea what to 



do… and knew that he couldn’t comfort him, no matter what he did. Not only did he 
realize he didn’t understand what the Boss was going through… he knew this helplessness, 
the idea of losing something he actually cared about was as alien to the Boss as the Boss 
was to him.

Tinny looked silently at Zerrex for a few moments, feeling all the courage that had built 
up in his being dwindling out of him now at that terrible sight. He’d never expected to 
ever… ever… see the Goth Legion’s Captain broken and sobbing… so thoroughly defeated 
and wounded. It was a horrible thing, for a thousand different reasons… and so instead he 
sighed and quietly headed over to Cherry, kneeling by her and surprised to find her awake, 
but… with a hollow, silent look to her eyes, merely laying there in the grass. He stopped, 
then sat down by her quietly, hands in his lap as he looked down at this fearsome female 
who was nonetheless one of his best friends, and then he reached out and gently put a hand 
on the back of hers, seeming to startle her as she looked up, and he offered a faint smile. 
“It’ll be okay. You’ll see. We just gotta get Zerrex up on his feet, that’s all.”

 “But… Cindy… Requiem beat him and took her. Requiem took… Zerrex’s 
daughter… my… child.” Cherry said slowly, in a voice that was uncomprehending, as if she 
still couldn’t get her head around the fact. Tinman nodded quietly, then he reached down 
both hands, taking Cherry’s dirt-covered ones and lifting them lightly in his smaller ones, 
sorrow on his features but a childlike, faint hope in his eyes.

 “Yes. But Requiem made the biggest mistake of all, didn’t he? Do you remember 
fighting Zerrex? Do you remember how hard he fought, what he did after Lone killed Miss 
Mary, may she rest in peace?” He glanced down, then he looked back up quietly. “We’ve all 
heard the stories… do you remember how he hunted down Lone, fought the entire city, and 
forced him to change?”

Cherry nodded slowly, and now some of the haze was clearing from her eyes as she 
whispered a single word: “Yes.”

 “And do you think Zerrex is ever going to stop… now that this has happened? But we 
just need to get him up on his feet again. He’s real hurt right now, and I think that only you 
know how to get him motivated, Miss Cherry.” Tinman replied quietly, giving Cherry’s 
hands a gentle squeeze. 

For a few moments Cherry only looked at him silently, then the faintest of smiles 
bridged her muzzle and she nodded, slowly getting to a crouch as the badger released her 
hands. Then she stopped, and quietly leaned forwards to hug him, making him start in 
surprise before she leaned back and nodded to him, saying softly: “Thanks, Tinny. You’re a 
wonderful guy.”

Meanwhile, Lone had slunk out of the bushes and made his way over to Zerrex, where 
he looked at the Boss with a mixture of pity and disgust. The great Boss, reduced to… this? 
This is the Drakkaren who tore me apart, took the city out of my hands, who I’ve never 
managed to beat no matter how many guns I hire, how many people I tried? Who I started 
trying to change myself  for? He’s… pathetic.



Zerrex didn’t even sense Lone standing over him: he was still bawling, clutching the 
ground, rocking from side to side as he berated himself for being worthless, as memories 
ran through his head and his entire body shuddered with deep agony. Nor did he even react 
when Lone reached down and put a hand on his back, then the wolf leaned in, his muzzle 
trembling a bit, before he whispered in a harsh rush: “I’m better than you!”

Then he leapt back, and his brow furrowed as he looked at the reptile with contempt, 
reaching up to cross his arms before he felt a hand land firmly on his shoulder. He turned, 
and blinked, cowering slightly as Elliot glared up at him, the cat tilting his head and saying 
in an even voice: “Let’s have a talk over here, shall we?”

 “I uh. I have a business appointment…” Lone started meekly, but then he winced as 
Elliot forcefully turned him and began to drag him off around the hill. Before they could 
reach there, however, there was a loud thud of boot-hitting-flesh, and both of them turned, 
eyes wide with shock.

Zerrex groaned in pain, blinking slowly as he found himself on his back, hands slightly 
in the air and his side bleeding a bit from where Cherry’s motorcycle boot had dug into. 
She had her hands on her hips, and she glared down at the Drakkaren before she snorted 
contemptibly and crossed her arms, tilting her head as she asked in a contemptible voice: 
“What happened to you, Zerrex?”

 “What?” Zerrex whispered, staring up at her stupidly. He blinked slowly as tears rolled 
down his cheeks, his body shuddering a bit as Tinny stood nearby and dropped his head 
into a hand with a groan, recognizing what tactic Cherry was trying. But then he blinked 
with surprise as Cherry suddenly changed direction, dropping down to one knee beside the 
large reptile and looking at her husband with compassion.

 “Come on, Boss. He kicked your ass, but you’ve had your ass handed to you before. He 
took Cherry, and you’ve lost things before, things you really cared about and loved.” She 
paused, then spoke in a voice that was both quiet and dangerous. “But this is the first time 
I’ve seen you really actin’ like a maggot about it.”

Zerrex winced, then he nodded silently and sat up, putting his hands in his lap as he 
stared at the ground. It never took much to knock the sense back into him, for which 
Cherry was thankful… but then he looked at her with quiet sorrow as he said softly: “I 
don’t think I can beat Requiem.”

Cherry’s immediate response generally was to make Zerrex angry: pissed off, the reptile 
generally performed incredible feats… although it also meant he would stalk around the 
house and refuse to sleep with her for sometimes days, until she got up the balls to 
apologize. This time, however, Tinny shot her a glare – What the hell! Tinny doesn’t glare? 
Christ fuck, things are weird today… – and she sighed before reaching up to squeeze his 
shoulder. Suddenly, she felt horribly vulnerable, naked, and exposed, as everyone looked at 
her… then she mumbled: “I believe in you, Boss. I think you can.”

But Zerrex smiled at her as if she’d given him the most inspiring speech in the world, a 
look of deep thankfulness emerging as he reached up and grasped her shoulders for a 
moment… then he hugged her tight. She returned the embrace, pressing against him, not 



caring that it probably just made both of them ache even worse… and when he pulled back, 
she saw his resolve had returned as he shakily stood, wiping quietly at his face. “Thank you, 
Cherry… truly. But… that means I gotta start training hard and remembering everything 
about him I can.”

He winced a bit as he rolled his shoulders, still full of sorrow, but not wanting to show 
his emotions in front of the others again: he already felt like an idiot as it was, with 
everyone looking at him. He glanced over everyone, then nodded quietly to them all. 
“Thank you all, too, for… helping me out.” A pause, then he laughed faintly as he rubbed 
at his sore body, wincing a bit. “Cherry and I need to get ready to take on Requiem 
again… but… if anyone could find out where he’s staying, it’d be truly appreciated. I know 
he won’t hurt Cindy… that’s not his style… but… I want to know she’s safe.”

Elliot smiled a bit, then he patted – or rather, firmly slapped – Lone on the back, 
making him wince and twitch, then pale as the feline announced: “Lone will be more than 
happy to do that, I’m sure.”

 “Ye… yeah, sure.” Lone laughed a bit, rubbing the back of his head slowly and 
wincing, peering back and forth as a blush rose in his cheeks now, the wolf trembling 
slightly as he bit his tongue. Then he turned away, muttering under his breath as he headed 
quickly down the hill, simply wanting to be out of everyone’s site. “Stupid… why does 
everyone make me do all the hard work… the dumb crybaby should do his own work…”

Zerrex watched the lupine retreat with a slight frown, then he shook his head before 
glancing down as Tinny tugged at his wrist, much like a child. The badger shuffled from 
foot-to-foot, then he smiled a bit up at Zerrex as he said quietly: “I’d like to help out too, 
Zerrex. I think I can be of  some use to you in training, at least.”

The reptile softened as he looked down at Tinman, then he nodded and laughed 
quietly. “Certainly. I can use all the help I can get…” then his emerald eyes moved up to 
Elliot, and he tilted his head. “You gonna be okay if  I’m unavailable for this week?”

 “I’ve got a shotgun under the bar that can speak about as loud as one of your fists.” 
Elliot answered, giving a slight smile as he brushed at his sleeves. He paused for a moment, 
then spoke again in a soft voice: “Just worry ‘bout gettin’ your little girl back. You know I 
got a soft spot for her.”

 “I’ll make sure you’re first to know she’s alright.” Zerrex responded with a quiet laugh, 
then he glanced to Tinman and Cherry before nodding and turning to head for the car, 
leaving Elliot to stand and watch as they departed. Then the feline sighed and turned back 
towards the hilltop, quietly beginning to gather up all the food and containers left behind, 
and pausing for a moment to stand with the blanket Cindy had lain out so short a time ago 
in his hands, looking down at the patched quilt silently. And to think… we didn’t even get 
to have a good meal.

~~~

Meanwhile, Requiem was already back at what he’d deemed to be a suitable base of 
operations: an old sawmill on the edge of the industrial section of town, near a creek full of 



sludge and past a rusted metal bridge… meaning that anyone approaching would either 
need to be able to jump an impressive distance, or make quite a bit of noise crossing the 
rickety thing.

It hadn’t been hard to subdue Cindy… he just hadn’t wanted to injure her in front of 
her father, in case he got some second wind or did something stupid. Once he’d carried her 
to the car – his abs decidedly aching from the pointy motorcycle boots she wore, his shirt 
ripped, and irritated that he’d left his suit jacket behind – he’d finally dropped her down, 
then landed a clean and easy blow to her neck, knocking her unconscious and allowing him 
to load her into the back seat without trouble. A quick drive following some back roads 
he’d already mastered with the aid of the car’s GPS system, and his dark blue, almost 
hearse-shaped vehicle had pulled up in front of  the mill.

He’d passed it by on his way into town… and so he’d stopped and given it a quick 
cleanout and to throw the bit of luggage he’d carried with him inside, before going into 
town. And once in town, he’d had no issue getting directions on where to find his nephew, 
the feared and respected ‘Boss.’ And to be honest, he had expected more… but he attributed 
his easy win to both the fact that Zerrex had been unprepared, and he had family and 
friends around… and the fact he maybe his nephew seemed to have started to get a bit soft.

Now he stood inside the sawmill, breathing in the air of the place: it wasn’t musty, 
despite the dirt floor that still made up most of the ground below. No, mostly what he 
smelled was the aromatic scent of sawdust that still lingered in the air, despite how many 
years this place had been abandoned… that and freshly-treated wood, as if ghosts still 
worked this place at night. He glanced around, then nodded to himself slowly. This will 
serve me perfectly.

There was plenty of open space in the area, since some of the machines had been 
removed… but also worktables that had only needed the dust wiped off them to be made 
clean. It seemed there had once been stairs leading up to a higher level, but these had been 
removed – likely to prevent people from climbing up after the mill had been shut down. He 
thought, however, it wouldn’t be much of a problem to climb up the crisscrossing supports 
if  he ever wanted to check out the second level and beyond.

Then he rolled his eyes at the sound of Cindy muttering and struggling… he had tied 
her to one of the large support pillars that stretched up to the roof high above, the thick 
wooden log probably strong enough that even he’d have a time trying to break it. He turned 
around, then crossed his arms and looked at her disdainfully. “You’re just wasting your 
strength.”

Cindy merely glared at him, shrugging back and forth in an attempt to loosen the coils 
of rope around her: he’d dug up a length long enough to get more than ten tight loops 
around her before he’d needed to tie it off at the back, leaving most of her body trapped 
against the pillar. She had a fine bruise on her neck, too, from where he’d hit her… but she 
seemed more infuriated about the fact he’d tied her up than that he’d struck her hard 
enough to knock her out. “You’re a big coward, you know that?”



 “I am not.” Requiem said tiredly, reaching up to gently touch his temple before he 
turned away, wishing silently for patience as the female blew a loud raspberry at his back. 
He decided to ignore her as he heard her struggling again against the ropes, instead picking 
up one of his suitcases and putting it down on the worktable. He opened it, then 
rummaged through his clothes with a mutter as he paused for a moment to glance down at 
his tattered shirt.

Cindy snorted, then she continued her loud struggles as she bit the inside of her cheek 
in concentration. Her father had always taught her to think around things, shown her that 
whether in combat or just dealing with people in general, the best thing to do was to 
analyze the situation and use the quickest solution possible. She knew that her struggling 
wouldn’t do anything against these ropes, no… but it was enough to make the Dragokkaren 
ignore her as she carefully nudged her spiked bracelet a bit further up her wrist. Then she 
tilted it as much as she could, using the tip to slowly pick at the bottommost rope and 
knowing that if she could get one length, she could stand a chance at bursting the rest of 
the ropes.

She paused, then added a bit of struggling, glaring at the Dragokkaren’s back before 
watching as he stripped off his shirt, feeling herself stiffening up as a pang of fear went 
through her: what if he wanted to rape her? But then the look of distaste he tossed her as 
he threw his torn shirt onto the worktable almost made her wish that he’d try, the female 
snarling and then spasming against the ropes as she yelled: “What? Are you too good for 
me, with your stupid big muscles, you big… stupid head!”

Requiem closed his eyes as if in pain, standing bare-chested, then he glanced down at 
his own colossal musculature before looking back up at her flatly, crossing his arms and 
feeling his patience slipping away as he asked flatly: “What? Do you want me to rape you 
or something?”

 “Don’t look at me like I’m dirt.” Cindy said huffily, then she tilted her head up and 
away, eyes tightly closed… before one peeked open a bit to peer at him as Requiem 
continued to stand with his arms crossed and his perturbed, irritated gaze on her. She 
looked over him slowly with one eye, taking in the fact that he was indeed far larger than 
any other male she had seen… even bigger than her father, in both bulk and height. And 
more defined, as well, perhaps… but seeing him fight, she knew that he had a surprising 
agility and grace in his body as well. There was also definitely a brain there, something else 
Requiem seemed to have in common with Zerrex, that intellect hidden in what looked like 
pure brawn muscle…

 “Stop looking at me.” Requiem said pettishly, and immediately Cindy opened both her 
eyes and leaned as forwards as she could, staring at him with wide eyes. The Dragokkaren 
grit his teeth and reared back a bit, then he narrowed his eyes before throwing his arms up 
with a mutter. “I’m not having sex with you. This isn’t a porn movie.”

 “You’re a sick son of a bitch!” Cindy shouted angrily at his back, then she began to 
squirm again, carefully moving her wrist to once more hack away at the thick but old ropes. 
“But good, I don’t want to do you either… ugly!”



The Dragokkaren shook his head slowly as he began to sort through his suitcase, 
pulling out the few paperback novels he had stored inside, mumbling under his breath 
before he finally found his wallet – he’d thrown it into here to avoid losing it in the 
confrontation with Zerrex. He paused for a moment to check through it, making sure he 
had enough cash on him to afford the things he wanted to buy, then he reached back into 
the suitcase and pulled out a plain white t-shirt. He quickly slipped it on, before turning to 
look at Cindy mildly, noticing the female Drakkaren had ceased to struggle and now was 
just glaring at him. “I’m going to go out for a little while… maybe as long as an hour.”

 “Untie me. I might have to go pee while you’re gone.” Cindy fluttered her eyes at 
Requiem, and the Dragokkaren rolled his own before shaking his head slowly, then she 
snorted and tilted her head upwards. “Stupid ass.”

 “You have quite a mouth on you.” The red-scaled reptile said drolly, and Cindy jumped 
a bit before pausing, seeming to actually consider this for a moment.

In the past, she had always been polite… innocent, decent, even child-like. But ever 
since she’d started living with her father and who she thought of as her mother, she’d 
started picking up their habits more and more…and perhaps she really had taken more to 
her mother’s quick mouth than she’d realized. She frowned a bit as she looked down at the 
ground, then glanced back up and smiled a bit, feeling suddenly embarrassed. “I’m sorry. I 
just… you know, this whole situation.”

Requiem blinked at this sudden change, then he reached up to rub along the ruby scales 
of his head, frowning a bit… before he finally nodded. For a few moments, there was an 
awkward silence, then the Dragokkaren cleared his throat and pocketed his wallet. “I 
understand. I apologize for having to use you as bait like this.”

Then he turned and headed for the single, sturdy steel door that led in and out of the 
mill, exiting through it… and carefully using the rusty key he’d found to lock it, should 
Cindy somehow escape. He bounced the key in his hand for a moment, looking at the door 
mildly… then shrugged and simply put the key back on the peg by the door. She can’t 
escape the ropes, anyway. Daughter of Zerrex or not, I doubt she’s got the strength to burst 
ropes tied that tight.

Cindy, however, had immediately gone back to work on the ropes, now able to put her 
whole body into the task instead of having to try and hide her movements from the 
formidable Dragokkaren, biting her tongue and muttering under her breath as she picked 
and sawed at the rope with the sharp point of her bracelet. She had never found herself 
more glad that she was today that she’d never blunted the spikes down, despite how many 
times she’d accidentally poked herself  or someone else with them…

A slight grin crested her muzzle as she flexed her body against the rope and heard the 
sound of straining fibers giving away, and within ten minutes more hard work, she’d 
managed to cut through enough of the old length of rope that the few remaining strings 
simply unravelled and were easily snapped with quick movements of her bracelet, the 
bottom coil falling loose. She heard whatever knot that Requiem had tied hit the ground 



with a soft flump behind her… and the rest of the rope fell loose, but it was still tight 
enough to bind her against the log.

She frowned a bit, then closed her eyes and remembered her camping trips with her 
father… when they had hoisted the food backpack up into the trees, out of the reach of 
feral animals and stupid hikers, her Daddy had always just wrapped the rope around the 
tree a good few times, and then he’d tie a loose knot or just not bother if they were only 
going to rest for a few hours and get an early start in the morning, or if Cherry was with 
them because she tended to get up and stuff her face in the middle of the night when no 
one was looking. She’d been surprised that the rope had just… stayed there, and her father 
had explained to her with a smile that it was due to the weight of the thing on the other 
end… the rope stayed tight because it was pulling on it.

 “Same principle.” She whispered to herself, then she took a deep breath, straining 
herself against the rope and feeling it give a little, unravel a little… before she pushed 
herself as tight back against the log as she could. The rope fell loose around her again… 
and then a few coils fell free from her, and Cindy smiled to herself before she wriggled out 
of the ropes and left them puddled around the support pillar, nodding firmly to herself, 
then glancing up as a thought struck her: Would Zerrex… would Daddy be proud of  me? 

The gravity of what had happened… she’d been kidnapped, father and mother beaten 
viciously, and this giant now holding her in bondage… it all suddenly struck her, and she 
began to tremble a bit before a few tears fell down her face, and she couldn’t restrain a single 
deep sob, dropping her face into her hands before she quickly shook her head and grit her 
teeth. No, no, no! No time for this now… you can be the good old innocent Cindy later… 
but for now, you gotta be more like your parents. You can do this, girl… 

She nodded to herself, then quickly headed for the door and tried the handle: as 
expected, she found it locked from the other side, and she knew that even with her strength, 
there was no way she was breaking this thing down. She had been working out a lot with 
her parents over the last few years, but she was still nowhere near their strength… and 
nowhere near that of  the giant who had brought her here, either.

Glancing around, she immediately made for Requiem’s luggage: maybe he’d brought a 
gun, or something else she could use to at least try and hold him at bay, or make sure her 
father had an easier time dealing with him later on. But in all three suitcases she found 
nothing but clothing, a few magazines – mostly weightlifting and marital arts, but one of 
them was an Entertainment Now! – and some other odds and ends… nothing useful or 
even interesting. She made a face, then shook her head and straightened up, taking a quick 
look at her surroundings before blinking and looking up as she heard the sound of metal 
screeching and muttering.

She ran to one of the windows: high for a normal person, but thankfully she was taller 
than a normal person… then gave a sigh of relief as she saw it wasn’t Requiem, but 
someone else who was travelling out this way for Gods knew what reason. A pause as she 
watched the drive on, then she cursed herself for being an idiot, wincing and slapping her 



forehead with one hand as she realized she’d just missed an opportunity to escape. What 
the hell is wrong with me? Ugh. 

The female muttered under her breath, then she sighed before checking out the window 
itself: but it was definitely too small for her to crawl through, even though she could likely 
get a good-sized chunk of wood through it if she wanted to. She mused on this for a 
moment, looking at the dusty window and watching motes dancing in the light, then she 
stepped back and glanced up towards the ceiling high above, rubbing her head slowly. “He 
mentioned a sawmill before he knocked me out… this has to be the Sanderson Windmill 
that the old mayor shut down about five years back…”

She glanced slowly around the interior, frowning a bit and trying to go over every detail 
in her mind, if just so she could come up with some way to break free of the plight she was 
currently in. She knew it had been shut down for ‘safety reasons,’ which meant because it 
had been threatening Apple Villa businesses with fair prices… and that they had sold a lot 
of furniture wholesale from this place. But nothing special about it… it was never used as a 
gang hideout, or a meeting spot for anyone who wanted to take down Reinhold and the 
other Apple Villa aristocracy, and she didn’t think even Zerrex had ever visited this place… 
it was just a pretty windmill on the outside, sawmill on the inside.

Cindy sighed a bit to herself as she walked carefully around the place, opening the small 
storage closet at the back to find several different size lengths of chain… and she mused for 
a moment on using that on Requiem like a whip, but decided against it. However, her 
interest perked when she noticed there was a larger area behind the hanging chains on 
hooks, and she carefully slid through, the jingle-jangle of metal links giving a faint music to 
her movements.

Concealed in the back was apparently another exist… this one, however, had been 
walled up with loosely-mortared bricks. It was cracked in places, and whoever had done it 
had done a sloppy job… but it was nonetheless sturdy when the female tried pushing on it 
gently. Cindy made a face, then shook her head slowly. “Unless I had Daddy’s strength, I 
can’t break through that…”

A pause, however, as she noticed the wooden chairs piled in front of the brick blockade, 
and then the female reached out and gently lifted one of them. It felt strong, and the chairs 
had been designed to be tall and thin but made of firmly-locked segments of wood. At 
this, the female began to get a fairly simple but hopefully effective idea… and she decided 
to take the chair with her, pulling it out and then closing the storeroom door.

She carried the smooth, tall chair with her, liking the weight it had and glancing over it 
again: either overstock, or the remains of the final few hours of work at the mill that no 
one had bothered to sell or take care of. Then she tilted her head upwards with a bit of a 
frown before her eyes widened as she recognized the sound of a car crossing the bridge, the 
squealing far more pronounced than it had been with the earlier vehicle.

The Drakkaren ran quickly to the window and stood on her toes, fingers grabbing at 
the sill lightly as she peered out before biting her cheek at the sight of Requiem’s car 
tottering slowly over the bridge. She silently wished that the bridge would collapse… just 



so that the Dragokkaren would be made miserable, not truly wishing him to die despite her 
plight. But he made it safely over, and so Cindy ran back for the chair, picking it up and 
then running quickly over beside the steel door leading in and out. She hefted the chair up 
over her head, arching her back a bit and preparing to swing, holding the furnishing by the 
back with both hands and gritting her teeth as her muscles bulged a bit: Sorry, really… 
but… I gotta get out of  here.

Less than a minute later, the door was pulled slowly open, and Requiem stepped 
through – hunched ridiculously, as it was, to get through carrying some large, metal thing 
half on his shoulder. Out of sheer luck, however, he carried it on the side not facing the 
Drakkaren… and as Requiem’s eyes filled with surprise at the sight of the empty ropes, 
Cindy swung the chair down viciously.

Requiem let out a yell of pain and frustration as the chair crashed down on his head, 
shattering into fragment as Cindy let out what was half-growl, half feminine squeak, and 
then he straightened automatically, grabbing at his head: the result was that he dropped the 
heavy folding metal table on his foot, making him grunt with displeasure… but his eyes 
widened a bit, features telling more than his sounds about the pain he was in. His body 
went rigid… but in the doorway, the effect merely caused him to crack the top of his head 
and his spine against the top of the doorway, crunching it a bit with the sheer force as both 
his arms knocked against the walls on either side with his reach for his head.

Cindy winced: this wasn’t going according to plan at all, as Requiem’s body filled the 
doorway and left her no way to go but through him… and she figured she’d have an easier 
time with the brick wall. So instead, she carefully backed away, raising her arms and 
grinning sheepishly as the huge Dragokkaren rubbed slowly at his sore head, one sapphire 
eye twitching before he settled a glare on her. “Can’t blame me for trying, can you?”

 “I knew leaving you alone was a mistake…” Requiem muttered under his breath, then 
he reached down, picking up the metal table and stepping inside as he reached back behind 
him to slam the security door, making Cindy wince and then pale a bit as the huge lizard 
advanced on her. She closed her eyes, expecting a blow or to be seized by one of his huge 
hands… but then she felt him move past her, instead unfolding the metal table and 
plonking it down near the wooden ones. She hesitantly opened one eye, seeing his back, 
then she silently began to sidestep towards the door… only to be stopped by the giant 
spinning around and glaring at her. “Going somewhere?”

 “Um. Out?” Cindy gave a bit of a laugh and a faintly-hopeful expression, then she 
wilted as Requiem narrowed his blue eyes at her, sighing and dropping her head as she 
wrung her hands together, knowing that the reptile could easily outrun her if he wanted to. 
Her eyes slowly glanced back up at him, looking at the damage she had caused: a bruise and 
a few small cuts that were barely visible against the crimson of his scales, but she shuffled a 
foot uncomfortably before saying finally: “Sorry.”

The Dragokkaren looked somewhat surprised, then he shook his head and snorted 
quietly. Confusing one, she is… but I’ll have to avoid underestimating her from this point 
on. She packs a hard punch. “Get over to the pillar again… pick up the rope and put it on 



the worktable, then wait there.” The Dragokkaren instructed, and Cindy nodded, quickly 
going about her task as Requiem headed for the store room, keeping himself ready to 
spring back at any moment just in case… but he thought he’d spotted a good length of 
chain in there that he could use.

The Dragokkaren took only a few moments to select two thin-link, good lengths of 
chain, heading quickly back out of the store room and unsurprised to see Cindy once more 
going silently for the door: he cleared his throat loudly, and the Drakkaren looked over her 
shoulder, eyes wide with surprise… before she gave another meek look and headed silently 
over to the huge reptile as he jerked his head at her. He was unable to resist the faintest of 
smiles at her behaviour, eyeing her with mild bemusement. Either Zerrex taught her to 
always be in a certain place… or she’s smart enough to realize she can’t outrun me. Either 
works… “Go sit against the pillar. I’m going to have to chain you in, this time.”

 “But I need to go pee.” Cindy complained, looking up at Requiem for some spark of 
remorse or the like: the Dragokkaren, however, gave her a look that was irritated at best, and 
then he snorted before walking over to pick up the rope that Cindy had neatly rolled up 
and placed on the table, picking up the length and then snapping a good ten or so feet off 
it before heading back to the female. He looked over her mildly, then reached up and tied a 
quick knot around her neck, making her blink before she snarled a bit at him as she realized 
what it was. “Hey, fuck you! I’m not your pet!”

 “Would you prefer me to stand beside you while you pee?” Requiem asked drolly, and 
Cindy blushed a bit, looking away but also seeming to get the point of the lead more. Then 
the Dragokkaren jerked his head at the door leading outside, one end of the ‘leash’ firmly 
held in his hand. “Let’s go, then.”

 “There’s no toilet? What the hell kind of hideout is this, anyway?” Cindy glared at the 
giant for a few moments, then she snorted and tilted her muzzle upwards, looking sulky as 
she strode quickly towards the door: Requiem walked behind her, keeping pace easily and 
glowering at the smaller female with deep irritation. He was careful to reach out a hand and 
keep it against the steel security door, not wanting to take chances should the female feel 
rebellious still… she’d already proven that she would be a bit harder to keep in line than the 
usual hostage. Fearless… and she’s already figured out that I won’t hurt her any more than I 
have to. Truly a child of  Zerrex.

He shook his head a bit as Cindy peered around the outside of the windmill, looking at 
the rusting bridge and the weathered road and realizing they had to be further out of town 
than she’d thought: the massive wall of chain, steel and junk that surrounded the mostly-
abandoned industrial zone was barely visible from here, past a few fields of grass both long 
and cropped short. She thought she could also make out a tractor in the distance, puffing 
busily along, but then Requiem jerked on the lead once, causing her to stumble and glare 
over her shoulder at him as he jerked his head towards the side of the building. “Go around 
the corner there, do your business, come back. If you take too long I’ll come and see what 
the problem is.”



 “Bastard.” Cindy muttered, then she glared at him once more before heading towards 
the building. She paused before turning the corner, but Requiem had already leaned up 
against the windmill, closing his eyes and tilting his head upwards disinterestedly. Well, at 
least he’s not a pervert. Then she shook her head before walking around the corner, 
dropping her pants and underwear and carefully squatting, hating feeling so exposed and 
vulnerable as she tried to move to the most extreme length the lead would give her… which 
wasn’t exactly very far around the side of the building, and still within very easy view of the 
road.

Then, once the female was done her business, she stood and quickly jerked her pants 
back up, hastily doing up her fly as she felt the lead twitch a bit from the Dragokkaren 
shifting. She paused for a moment, looking down at the rope and wondering if she could 
break it without him knowing… then she sighed and figured it would be pointless. Even if 
she could… he’d still know the moment the rope went slack that she was no longer attached 
to the other end of it. He’s too damn smart. Big muscleheads aren’t supposed to be smart 
like this… but I guess he is from Daddy’s family.

The female shook her head slowly, then she stomped around the corner and looked up 
at Requiem irritably: the Dragokkaren looked back, then he jerked his head back towards 
the windmill. “Come on.” 

 “Yeah, yeah…” Cindy muttered, but she once more started back, the reptile following 
behind her. From the few openings and mistakes he’d made so far, she got the distinct 
impression he’d done this on more than one occasion… and, as she walked inside – the 
Dragokkaren once more placing a hand on the door as they moved past it – she couldn’t 
resist glancing over her shoulder at him and asking: “So, uh… how many people have you 
held hostage in your life?”

 “Too many.” Requiem responded absently, as he closed the heavy security door before 
dropping the lead. Cindy immediately reached up and began to fumble at the knot, then she 
blinked and looked up as the Dragokkaren’s hands seized her arms and he forcefully turned 
her around, steering her over to the pillar and then sitting her down. His movements were 
forceful… but she noticed that he was careful, too, not pushing her down or hurting her in 
any way, but simply overpowering her to put her where he wanted. Then he straightened, 
ice-blue eyes gazing down into hers as he said mildly: “I need you to drop your arms. Stop 
fumbling at the lead, since I have no doubt we’ll be using that again.”

The female thought about arguing for a moment… then she shook her head slowly and 
sighed, letting her arms fall to the side: immediately, Requiem threw a length of chain over 
her lap, then he quickly walked around to the other side of the pillar and pulled it tight. 
“Ow! Hey! That hurts!”

 “Sorry. But we tried it nice already, and that apparently didn’t work for you either.” The 
huge Dragokkaren responded idly, as he twisted the chain together on the other side with 
enough force to cause the metal links to bend and grind, able to literally tie the rusting steel 
into a tight knot: he disliked how brittle it was, however… it would break with too much 
struggling, and he didn’t want to underestimate her strength. So he then quickly applied the 



second chain, this too making the female wince as it dug into her scales and once more 
simply crushing and tying the ends of the chain together after making sure it was tight 
enough to leave a brittle knot of broken metal. The top chain restrained her upper arms, 
sloping over her breasts and pinning her upper body… the lower chain was tight around her 
waist, keeping her lower arms in check and digging into her waist. 

He paused for a few moments, then nodded to himself as he walked around to her 
front and looked down at her mildly. She looked back up with obvious discomfort, then she 
frowned at him. “Wait, you didn’t lock me in, you like… attached the chains to the back of 
here or something. What if  I have to use the bathroom?”

 “Oops.” Requiem said drolly, and Cindy merely stared at him before she began to 
struggle, causing the chains to jingle as she snarled up at him, making the Dragokkaren tilt 
his head slightly in what could almost be called distrust.

 “You asshole! Let me out of here, fuckhead!” The female yelled after a short bit of 
struggling, then she stopped, instead panting quietly and glaring at Requiem furiously: the 
towering male merely shook his head, however, looking bemused before he turned away and 
headed over to his luggage to sort things out, frowning at the sight of some of his suitcases 
open and his once neatly-folded clothes sitting in rumpled piles. “Hey! I’m talking to you, 
don’t you walk away from me!”

 “You should check with a psychologist once you get out of here about that mouth of 
yours. It seems to have a different personality every now and then.” Requiem said calmly 
over the growls and struggles of the female, deciding he’d wait at least a day before 
bothering to check how the chains were holding up. He had severe doubts she’d be able to 
break out at all but… just in case, because there was still that worry gnawing at the back of 
her mind.

Cindy merely muttered under her breath at the giant’s insinuations, then she snorted 
and dropped her head, half-sulking as her eyes slipped closed. Not my fault I’ve picked up 
my mother’s mouth… besides…I’m not the helpless girl I used to be. I’m not… ever going 
to let bad things happen to me again that I don’t have to, and I’m going to be just like 
Daddy… I’m going to stop the bad people no matter what I have to do, and I’m not going 
to give up, no matter what…

Thinking of her father, she softened… then ceased to struggle, instead once more 
glancing up at her captor and hesitating for a few moments. So far, Requiem hadn’t exactly 
displayed any cruelty: in fact, thinking about it, he’d been rather kind considering she had 
broken a chair over his head. However, he had beaten her father so viciously and violently, 
and she couldn’t resist seeing if she could once more get the huge Dragokkaren talking 
again as she asked: “Why did you beat up my Daddy so badly… why are you doing all 
this?”

Requiem glanced up, putting his hands flat on the table: for a few moments, he looked 
quietly up at a corner of the sawmill, then he lowered his gaze. He’d expected the 
question… but that didn’t make it any easier to answer, no matter how many times he’d 
gone through the same old idea of what to say. So for a little while, silence spun out… and 



then he finally shrugged, his back still to Cindy, and then he said quietly: “Zerrex… when 
he was young, killed his father… my brother. I want to… avenge my big brother’s wrongful 
death, or…” The Dragokkaren broke off and laughed a bit, an awkward sound as his claws 
tapped a silent beat against the wooden tabletop for a few moments.

 “Well, Zerrex expected nothing less from me than what I gave him. Your father was the 
best and toughest student I’ve ever had the pleasure of teaching… he knows not to back 
down in a fight, and he… we both would never had dishonored the other by not giving our 
best.” With this, he turned towards Cindy, looking at her with a strange expression of half-
sorrow and half-compassion. “You may not understand… but… Zerrex knew I would beat 
him, or that it would be close. I would never treat him like a child by letting him win just 
because we’re blood-related, and I would not dishonor my brother’s memory by not giving 
my all against the one who killed him, even if  it is his own son.”

 “You’re insane. No wonder Daddy hates his family.” Cindy responded flatly, but then 
she looked away, gritting her teeth at the spark of pain that rolled through her body. 
Because, after living with the Boss for so long, she had come to understand things like 
this… things that no one else probably could. Fuck… don’t feel sorry for him, girl, think 
of what he did to Daddy, look what he’s doing to you… “He never, ever talks about his 
past… except to say that it sucked. Hell, I never even heard you mentioned, so I guess you 
aren’t one of  Daddy’s favorite memories.”

Requiem smiled a bit at this, surprising the female as his eyes betrayed the faintest 
stirrings of pain. “I can understand that… my… older brother, he…” A pause. “I loved 
him, and I respected and admired him, and still do… but…

“He could be a bit… extreme.”
~~~

Zerrex panted roughly, blood dripping from his fists, his thick muscles bulging out 
firmly, the dark splotches of bruise over his body giving him a strange and warlike look as 
Cherry stared at him with quiet awe. They stood in an empty section of warehouse in the 
industrial section of town that they had commandeered for the week, and the female was 
sure the roars of the reptile and the sounds of breaking metal had scared away most of the 
employees who were supposed to be working on the other side of  the closed steel shutters.

Broken barrels and unidentifiable piles of metal sat all around the perimeter of the 
high-roofed, concrete room: Tinny was half-laying against one wall, looking stupefied and 
half-clutching at one of Cherry’s pants legs as he too watched Zerrex with a look that was 
both amazed and half-terrified. Again and again he had put together bits of steel with as 
much force as he could, repaired dents and gashes… and now he watched as Zerrex cocked 
one fist back, then he stepped forwards and slammed a fist into the barrel they’d suspended 
from the roof  by a chain with a furious, enraged roar.

The barrel all but imploded, flying across the room as the chain snapped near the 
bottom, metal links flying in all direction before the metal container slammed into the 
concrete wall and fell into the pile of junk all around the edge of the room, cracks 
spiralling outwards from where it had impacted in the surface. Zerrex was left standing with 



one arm extended, body heaving with hard pants, face locked in a snarl before he slowly 
straightened, looking down at his hands silently. They were stained crimson with his own 
blood, and flecked with rust and bits of metal… and then he shook his head slowly as 
Cherry asked in a voice that was enthralled but somewhat dubious nonetheless: “Uh… 
what are we doing again, Boss? ‘Cause I mean, it’s damn sexy, and I mean, I love watching 
you break shit – especially like that – but uh… I don’t exactly see how it’s going to help you 
out.”

 “Hitting Requiem is like hitting a steel wall.” Zerrex replied, closing his eyes and trying 
to still his pounding heart: he’d been doing this for hours now, and his muscles felt like they 
had all torn into pieces. “On top of that, I need to make sure that I can break right 
through his defenses with a single punch if it comes right down to it… or at least make 
sure I can get in a combo that lets me deliver a crushing blow.”

 “Hence the one-hit blow-the-shit-up punches?” Cherry rubbed the back of her head 
slowly as Tinny sat back against the wall, unable to do anything but stare. “Like, uh… 
you’ve broken everything in this room.”

 “Not that.” Zerrex rose a hand tiredly, pointing at the last object, and Cherry winced. 
It was some kind of water heater unit, a giant, currently-empty container made of 
pressurized steel. She frowned at Tinny, then looked back at Zerrex as he rose his head to 
gaze at her quietly: “What?”

Cherry shrugged slowly, rubbing the back of her head as she looked over at the tank 
that sat amidst the metal debris, then she looked down at Tinny with a sigh: “You repair the 
chain and get that up there?”

The badger looked back up at her, seeing the concern in her eyes and smiling faintly: 
most of it, he knew, was reserved for her husband, but there was still plenty there for him… 
and it touched him deeply as he stood shakily and nodded. “Should have just enough 
energy, yeah… it’s… good exercise for me and Zerrex, Miss Cherry.” 

He laughed a bit, then walked forwards, reaching out a hand and causing the broken 
chain to still, then he closed his eyes: the metal lengths shuddered for a moment, and then 
the shattered pieces of metal that had come off with the barrel rose from the floor. They 
shivered in midair, twinkling and looking eerily beautiful before slowly fitting together, 
smoothly fixing the damage as bits and pieces of metal came from the other piles around as 
well, repairing the chain and adding to the length until it hung nearly down to the floor.

Then Tinman relaxed, rubbing at his temple a bit as he opened his eyes, before 
nervously turning to water heater: he nodded appreciatively as Zerrex stepped back towards 
a wall, before putting out both hands towards the cooler and gritting his teeth – it was 
easily one of the largest, heaviest pieces of metal he’d ever had to deal with. But oddly 
enough, he had gotten more practice with his strange talent over the last three years than he 
ever had in all his time in the Goth Legion. 

He made a slight pushing motion, tensing his muscles and staring intently at the tank, 
and it gave a slow wobble before levitating, Tinny unable to repress a grin even through his 



grit teeth. Slowly, he forced it to float over to the chain… and then he forced it to turn 
upright as the chain snaked quickly around the top half.

Instead of wrapping entirely around it, however, the chain instead lay flat against it and 
then seemed to mold and weld itself firmly to the metal, the links easily visible against the 
paint but sinking deep into the steel. Then Tinman fell backwards, and the water cooler 
dropped and jiggled a bit as it swung back and forth, hanging suspended less than a foot 
above the ground.

The badger winced, then he blinked as he found himself caught by Cherry, who smiled 
down at him and nodded firmly. Panting, Tinny smiled in thanks, then he let himself slump 
down to rest against the floor, bits of metal automatically shifting out of his way as he 
curled up on the floor and rose a trembling limb to give a thumbs up.

Zerrex looked at the badger with a faint smile, touched by how far he was willing to go 
for him… even though he had always picked on him as the zero of the Goth Legion so 
many years ago. But the Tinman and Cindy had always shared so much in common… and 
he shook his head a bit as he walked forwards, gritting his teeth as he faced the water heater. 

It was about the same size as Requiem, looming over him… something he wouldn’t be 
able to break in one hit like the smaller barrels, but would instead have to lay into like a 
punching bag. He readied himself, then paused as Cherry caught his eye, the female raising 
one hand a bit and seeming to falter. He tilted his head towards her… and then saw the 
look she was giving him, one of quiet compassion, affection and… almost sorrow as she 
said quietly: “Zerrex… you can take a break… you don’t need to go through all this, put 
yourself in such pain. You’re still a sadistic fuck, and this training might make you stronger 
but…” she stopped, fumbling with her words before finally managing to say: “Aren’t there 
other ways, other things? You shouldn’t push yourself  so hard.”

Zerrex looked at her for a few moments, then his emerald eyes travelled down to the 
concrete floor for a moment; memories he had worked so hard to repress that had been 
growing in him since Requiem’s appearance began flowing back, and he clenched his eyes 
shut as a voice spoke up in his mind suddenly, a callous, cruel… and entertained voice… 
No, don’t push yourself  so hard… you can’t do it, pathetic runt.

And in his world of memories, the Drakkaren is back in the basement of the home he 
did most of his harsher growing up in, of the massive Estate house: perhaps the fact that he 
himself was born richer than any of the inhabitants of Apple Villa is part of the reason he 
has always hated those with money, and who use money as power. He is shivering, and he’s 
only ten, but already tall… although at this point in his life, his muscles are lithe instead of 
bulging, but still far more impressive than to be expected for someone his age. Never good 
enough, of course, never good in the eyes of the giants around him… and maybe that 
explains another part of  the strange obsessions his personality holds.

He stands in the basement, in the private gym. The floor here is concrete, the walls are 
covered in plaques and awards, the ceiling is up fifteen feet: only a few over the head of the 
grinning Dragokkaren standing before him with his arms crossed. He’s the same height as 
Requiem, maybe just an inch or two taller… and although his musculature is nowhere near 



as impressive – proportionally, perhaps only a bit better than his son’s, who he taunts and 
ridicules so often for his ‘scrawny frame,’ – he radiates a far more potent aura of danger. 
His scales are a deeper crimson, barely changing over his entire body with only the slightest 
lightening on his chest… and his eyes, too, are a burning ruby. They are always filled with 
some dark fury… or as now, with a deep, blistering contempt. 

 “You can’t even touch me. You’re like your whore of a mother… weak and pathetic. A 
maggot.” He says clearly, and Zerrex feels the shivers of anger roll through him as his father 
opens his arms and shrugs slowly, palms turned out, shark-like, too-big grin all fangs. 
“What? Are we touchy about her ever since she died?”

 “You killed her…” Zerrex’s response is hurt, infuriated, and his fists tighten. His 
father, Ifret Narrius, merely laughs and shrugs again, then, terribly, his grin turns into a 
smile that betrays the truth: he doesn’t care.

 “What’s your point? She was only good for a fuck… and I can get that anywhere I 
want. The bitch should be honored I took the time to do it myself.” Narrius replies in a 
voice that is horribly casual, and his son lunges at him: but in a single swift movement, the 
Dragokkaren easily smashes his child’s face with a hard dropping hook, sending him 
crashing to the ground in a heap, his jaw broken and blood leaking from his nose and 
mouth. The male towering above him laughs, then, as Zerrex scrabbles at the floor to try 
and force himself up, Narrius raises a foot and drops it on his shoulder, pinning him to the 
ground as he looks down at him with contempt and distaste. “You’re weak. You will always 
be weak. You will always be worthless scum.”

Zerrex’s eyes clench shut, and as a child, he feels tears leaking to the surface… but then 
he hears a familiar voice, and his eyes open, and he realizes that he is not in the past, but 
instead that he is here, at the warehouse, and both Tinny and Cherry are looking at him 
with concern: the reptile snarled, reaching up a bloody hand to wipe at his face, leaving 
streaks of crimson fluid over his cheeks and in his hair as he turned away and said in a 
harsh voice: “I can do it! I’m fine!”

Cherry halted, feeling a prick of pain… and was that self-loathing? She watched as 
Zerrex turned his attention entirely towards the heavy metal canister in front of him, 
lowering her eyes a bit as she crossed her arms quietly, then she nodded, speaking in a nearly 
silent voice a single word: “Okay.”

Then the female backed up quietly, looking down and rubbing at her arms slowly, 
watching with concern but also humiliated by her own actions, for whatever memories or 
thoughts or doubts she had brought up in her husband, her dominant master, her lover and 
Captain… even though she knew he’d hate the fact she still thought of him as the last. So 
instead, she only watched as Zerrex rose his fists, looking at the water heater with his teeth 
grit and eyes burning.

For a few moments, he stood… then he heard his father’s voice speaking in his mind 
again, and it was no longer Requiem that stood in front of him in his imaginings, but the 
male who’d always preferred to be referred to by that hated last name… and so instead of 



letting it continue, he drowned it out with a roar and slammed two fists forwards, knocking 
dents in the pressure-treated steel plating of  the cooler. 

He felt the metal jag, caught the back of his hand on one and cut cleanly into flesh 
below scale, felt himself bleeding… and didn’t care as he followed up with pair after pair of 
hard punches, slamming again and again into the container in a rapid rhythm before finally 
shoving an open palm into the ravaged terrain of the canister with as much force as he 
could manage. The water heater swung upwards in a slow arc, twisting rapidly on the chain, 
metal creaking and squalling… then it swung back down towards the lizard, and Cherry felt 
her eyes widen as Zerrex looked up at it and seemed to freeze up for a moment, a ghost 
image of her lover being smashed by the penduluming metal canister forming for a 
moment-

Then, instead of falling to that fate, Zerrex stepped forwards again and brought a leg 
up in a hard, intercepting kick that sent the huge metal container flying off to the side now, 
swinging even higher as the chains creaked and groaned before it fell back towards the 
reptile, spinning now, the sound of metal links above giving out echoing through the room 
as the Drakkaren rose both his arms, snarling furiously, and then he swept his left arm out 
firmly as he leaned to the right, body bowing forwards and eyes bulging, other arm 
remaining raised defensively as his elbow and forearm mashed into the metal container with 
enough force to bend the huge pressurized canister almost in half and sending it skidding 
along the floor as the chain finally snapped up near the roof.

It fell like a raging snake, whipping back and forth, but the Drakkaren didn’t move, and 
the chain missed him by a good few feet as it clattered to the ground: the sound of the 
water heater striking the wall overrode the comparably-tiny sound of the chain skittering 
against the floor, however. But despite the sounds, Cherry and Tinny could only stare at the 
back of the huge reptile as he stood, eyes closed, muscles tense and body covered in a thin 
sheen of  sweat…

Then he straightened, bloody hands dropping to his sides, and he slowly turned with 
the faintest of smiles as he tossed a single glance at the water heater: he’d dealt enough 
damage that the final strike had caused the side bearing the most damage to rip apart like 
paper. As he watched, the top half slowly twisted and fell, the metal plating unable to 
support the damage any longer and leaving it in two pieces, and then the Drakkaren turned 
his gaze back towards the other two, saying quietly: “I told you I could do it.”

 “I’m sorry I doubted you.” Cherry responded with the faintest of smiles, then she 
looked over at the metal container, shaking her head slowly. His movements… I couldn’t 
read them at the end. I mean, he was far enough away that I could have just made a mistake 
– I’m not always right, after all – but… it seemed different. “You’ve… got something 
special there, Boss. To be able to break that thing in half…”

 “Just the continued damage… my last strike bent it in half from the wrong side, that’s 
all…” Zerrex shrugged a bit, glancing over at the metal unit again as he walked over to 
them, then he looked down at Tinman quietly. “You gonna be okay to help me train some 



more tomorrow? Nothing heavy, but you’ll be throwing a lot of stuff. Same idea as what we 
practiced in the Legion.”

The badger laughed a bit as he got up to his feet, wobbling a bit but then steadying and 
raising a hand as Zerrex rose his own to help him. “I’ll be okay… just got to get some 
sleep.” He paused, then glanced at the lizard’s hands and over his damaged body before 
smiling faintly. “You should really do the same, Boss. You can’t save Cindy if you break 
your body.”

 “I…” Zerrex looked down for a moment, raising his hands slowly and remembering a 
dream he’d once had, about a demon and an angel… and then he looked up and smiled a 
bit in return to the badger. “Yeah. You’re right. You go on home, Tinny… Cherry and I are 
going to do a last bit of training, but… then I promise to… take it easy the rest of the 
night.”

The badger nodded, then he patted Zerrex on the shoulder as he walked away, heading 
for the door leading into the main warehouse and tossing a last glance and wave back to the 
two: the reptiles waved back, then the Drakkaren turned his attention to his wife, looking at 
her softly for a moment before he looked down and shuffled a booted foot. Cherry frowned 
at this behavior, then blushed a bit as the reptile murmured: “I’m sorry for… earlier.”

The female merely stared for a moment, then she looked down as well, rubbing the back 
of her head before straightening and shoving the larger male lightly, making him wince and 
stumble a bit. “Oh, don’t get all emo on me. Nothing major, no worries there…” Cherry 
coughed, looking up at him mildly, then she walked past and crossed her arms, quickly 
changing the subject as she looked around the room. “So what’s this other training you 
want to do?” A pause, then she leered over her shoulder at the Drakkaren, making him roll 
his eyes. “Sex?”

 “You can go find someone else to screw tonight. I don’t exactly feel in the mood with 
my daughter kidnapped and all.” Zerrex said drolly. 

 “We could make another?” Cherry responded, and then she grinned and laughed at the 
horrified look on the reptile’s face before softening. “Aww, get off it. You know I’m 
kidding, Zerrex… I just… I’m not worried. Because I know you’ll get her back for us… 
so… I figure the best way to wait until that time comes is to be myself.”

The male merely looked at her flatly, then he sighed and nodded slowly, shaking his 
head a bit. “You’re an ass.” He paused, and she opened her muzzle to respond with some 
quip, but the muscular female quickly stopped as Zerrex tossed her a deadly look and said 
loudly: “Moving on.

 “I’d like to do some basic training with you… see if I can land a blow on you while 
you dodge.” The tall reptile glanced around the area, nodding to himself as Cherry made a 
bit of a face, and then he smiled slightly down at her, adding in a condescending voice: 
“Well, you know I’ll be careful and I’ll pull my punches, so it’s not so hard on you-”

 “Fuck you.” Cherry said disgustedly, glaring up at him as she reached up to squeeze his 
shoulders painfully, then she forcefully shoved the reptile down a bit, making him wince as 



she looked eye-to-eye with her lover, her own glinting dangerously. “If you even joke about 
that before, during, or after we train, I’m going to sandpaper your entire cock. Then, I’m 
going to shove a spiked four-by-four up your ass. Then-”

 “I get the picture.” Zerrex responded flatly, looking remarkably unfettered by the 
threats. He straightened, shrugging her hands off and making her snort, then reached up 
and flicked her muzzle lightly, making her blink and narrow her eyes at him. “But I take it 
you’ll help me out, then.”

Cherry looked at the Drakkaren mildly for a few moments, then tilted her muzzle up 
thoughtfully… then she lowered it with a grin, her eyes sparkling. “Only if you fuck me 
afterwards.”

The reptile muttered under his breath, then snorted and rolled his eyes. “You can suck 
my cock.”

 “Compromise. Sixty-nine?” The female tilted her head, and Zerrex reached up a hand 
to brush back his sweaty hair, not caring about the blood he smeared through it as he met 
her eyes, barely able to believe that she was serious… or that he had actually married this 
sex-crazed, violent, precognitive, sarcastic bitch. But then a faint smile came to his muzzle 
as he once more sized that up in his head. Actually, those are probably all the reasons I do 
love her so much…

She caught the expression on his face, then nodded firmly, reaching up to put a finger 
against his muzzle as she fidgeted a bit on the spot and licked her own lips lightly, grinning 
at him. “Good. I’ll just take that as a yes. Now, as to the actual training…” And now 
Cherry became serious, losing the air of sometimes-awkward sluttiness she portrayed and 
her eyes looking at him with respect as a leader instead of playfulness. “Do you want me to 
fight back at all? And will you be going to try and corner me or actually land basic hits?”

Zerrex mused a bit, crossing his arms as he thought for a moment, then decided to stick 
with his original idea. “No… just dodge. And I’ll be going for landing hits against you, not 
cornering or trying to force you into submission. I’ll try not to aim for vital spots, though.”

 “Chivalry will kill you one day, Boss, really.” Cherry said dryly, but she was touched 
nonetheless… and she figured that Zerrex would know as much, as she smiled slightly and 
stepped several feet back. She closed her eyes for a moment, concentrating and focusing her 
abilities to the surface, then she took up a ready stance. “Okay, Zerrex. Whenever you’re 
ready.”

The male lizard nodded, assuming his own stance, then he quickly stepped forwards, 
swinging out a palm firmly in a twisting strike aimed for Cherry’s muzzle: she quickly 
leaned out of the way, however, then went up on one foot as the large Drakkaren swept a 
foot in immediately after from the other side. Moving quickly, he twisted his body, turning 
the low shinwards kicking into a graceful heel, his back to Cherry and bowing forwards a 
bit as he brought his leg up in reverse… but even from her awkward position on one foot, 
the female was able to evade his attack, throwing herself backwards and arching her back to 
land on her palms and push off  in a smooth handspring that carried her back to her feet.



She blanched, however, as suddenly Zerrex was leaping towards her, his movements 
amazingly smooth as he shifted immediately from the reversed kick into a double butterfly, 
his entire body twisting smoothly as his legs hooked through the air, waist twisting like a 
dancer’s and hands out for balance. She leapt backwards, but still felt one boot gently scrape 
along her muzzle, making her stumble and then wince, bringing up her arms to hopefully 
block a follow up attack… but none came, and instead she straightened and glared as 
Zerrex looked at her oddly: “Hey! I said, don’t pull your punches! Keep coming or I’ll crack 
your skull open later!”

 “I’m not.” The Drakkaren said slowly, then he reached up and rubbed the back of his 
head, looking hesitant for a moment before he cleared his throat a bit. “Are uh… you?”

 “What?” Cherry blinked, then she faltered for a moment and glanced down, raising a 
hand as the reptile opened his mouth to speak, her own features softening. “I know. I know. 
You already managed to skin me… which is pretty damn impressive, since I’m not even 
tired yet and I’m sure your body’s already hurting from the shit you were doing earlier.

 “It’s like… I dunno.” She looked up and laughed a bit, rubbing the back of her head as 
she shook it slowly. “When I was fighting Requiem, he countered my counter… did it 
every time, in fact. And I… couldn’t even see it. It was like he moved differently or 
something…” A pause, then a glance at the reptile as she frowned a bit.

 “See, I know that my precog’s not entirely based on bein’ psychic or shit like that. After 
all, we were all researched while in the Goth Legion… something about me just having a 
knack for understanding how mechanics work and things move makes up a good part of my 
so-called power, yeah.” She paused again, then coughed and looked lame as Zerrex 
continued to look at her oddly. “I guess it’s like, you and he move differently. Even earlier, I 
thought… I saw you get mashed in by that big fucking piece of metal, but… you just 
slammed it away.”

She fidgeted on the spot, then coughed, then finally threw her arms out as Zerrex 
continued to look at her mildly. “What? Stop staring at me like that, you… fucking fuck!”

The male Drakkaren snorted amusedly, then he walked forwards and reached up to 
gently squeeze Cherry’s shoulders as she looked at him moodily… then she muttered but 
pacified somewhat as he kissed her forehead, the strange, tender gesture causing them both 
to blush a bit. Then he nudged her muzzle up so their eyes met, looking at her for a few 
moments before laughing softly. “The only way I ever beat you was through counterattacks. 
I think… I know that you’ve never, ever gotten something wrong when it comes to 
mechanical or nonliving objects… it’s just with people and stuff you have a problem. 
Maybe you read their intent… and since a counter comes at the last moment, you can’t see 
what they’re planning to do until the last second.”

 “I don’t wanna listen to you ramble on my powers. They’re mine.” Cherry muttered 
irritably, but she closed her eyes and nodded against him nonetheless, before pausing a 
moment and glancing up at him. “I think the more we train together, the more I’ll start to 
see even your unexpected movements, then. Or hell, maybe I’m just getting rusty.” She 



laughed a bit, smiling faintly at her husband as she stepped back and crossed her arms. “We 
don’t all have the same amazing longevity you do.”

 “Yeah. I’m sure that’s it.” Zerrex responded amusedly, holding back his urge to add 
something more vulgar; it would just make Cherry say something even worse. Then he 
paused before nudging her lightly, the ache in his body and a voice in his mind saying that 
enough had been gleaned for today… and a few new ideas coming to mind in terms of 
dealing with Requiem before he paused and leaned down to tease Cherry with a slow kiss, 
making her eyes widen for a moment before they closed.

Their muzzles met firmly, their tongues danced gently for a moment, and then Zerrex 
pulled back and nudged his female counterpart with a slight smile, tilting his head as he 
said softly: “And I think I promised to do something with you, if  I remember correctly…”

 “Ooh… right here? On this cold… hard… floor?” The smaller Drakkaren grinned 
back, obviously pleased by this prospect as she ground her body slowly against his, trailing 
over his musculature and the bruises and blood on his body: things she rather enjoyed, 
found arousing… and didn’t mind making clear to the reptile she was currently pressed so 
tight against. “You know just how to get me off, Boss.”

 “Yeah, yeah.” Zerrex couldn’t help the faint stirring of entertainment and arousal he 
felt through his body, reaching up to draw his hands over her muscular arms as he gazed 
down at her with slight amusement. She was looking back up with half-lidded eyes and that 
look on her face that meant she wanted to play, and wanted it bad… and he couldn’t deny 
that although it didn’t exactly seem like the best time for sex for most couples, he thought it 
would help both of  them out with the stress. After all… we aren’t most couples.

He felt her hand drop and gently press against his crotch, through the fabric of pants 
and boxers below and into his still-flaccid but now twitching member: it elected a soft 
sound of pleasure and interest from the reptile, and he responded by grinding his body 
forwards as he slid his hands to gently settle over her breasts, squeezing them slowly as he 
gazed down at her with a growing hunger. She rocked her body towards him as his hands 
cupped her firm swells, her excited grin turning to a seductive smile as one hand moved 
slowly over his bare chest and bulging musculature.

Her other hand slipped up, stroking along the outline of his gargantuan member to his 
fly and easily undoing it, his pants falling open and sliding down his hips a bit: then 
Zerrex’s hands slid gently up to Cherry’s head as she worked herself gently down his body, 
grinding forwards against his muscular form before finally settling on her knees, both of 
her hands settling on the waistband of his boxers before tugging them slowly downwards 
with his pants. She leaned forwards as her husband’s clothes slid down to puddle around his 
feet, inhaling the scent of his shaft and the sweat and blood that covered his body from his 
intense workout, then she slowly dragged her tongue up the warm black flesh of his 
immensity as Zerrex squeezed her head lightly, letting his head fall back.

His eyes slid closed as her tongue touched the naked scales of his waist, just above his 
now-hardening member, mouth opening a bit to release a sigh of what was almost 
satisfaction as Cherry dragged the end of her muzzle lightly down the length of his penis 



to finally kiss the bulging head. One of her hands rested on his knee: the other she had 
already brought back to undo her bra, and then move quickly to her front as she attempted 
to kick off her motorcycle boots: they refused to fall off so easily, however, and the female 
gave a growl of displeasure before leaning back and sitting on her rear, Zerrex dropping his 
head back forwards and grinning slightly at the look of impatience on Cherry’s face as she 
quickly began to untie one of  her spiked metal boots.

He took the time to step back and extract his feet from his own set of combat boots, 
before kicking his pants aside and idly stroking his thickening Drakkaren meat up to full 
erection, eyes settling on the female’s breasts, enticed by the way they jiggled a bit with every 
movement of the muscular reptile. He admired her body even as she muttered obscenities 
under her breath and finally managed to toss her boots, pants, and the g-string she had 
donned this morning aside, then she turned to look up at him with a faint tinge of color in 
her cheeks; whatever embarrassment she felt was quickly lost in lust as her gaze fell upon 
the male’s fully-erect shaft, however. “Ooh… well, Boss… I’m ready now to please…”

As she spoke, she spun herself slightly towards the larger male, keeping her knees up but 
legs open, arms resting lightly across them as she looked up at Zerrex with a grin and a 
burning desire in her eyes. The reptile smiled slightly at this, licking his muzzle slowly at 
the look on her face and the curves and shape of her body, before he nodded and stepped 
towards her, bringing up a foot to her shoulder and easily pushing her down.

Cherry landed on her back with a bit of a grunt, masculine, scaled body making a flat 
slapping sound as it struck the cement hard, her legs and arms going wide and open… and 
the look in her eye told the reptile she had definitely done that last bit on purpose, as much 
as it must have stung to land so hard on the concrete without saving herself. He couldn’t 
stop himself from slowly licking his own muzzle at the open display she gave him, however, 
eyes roving over the gleaming moistness of her slit to perked nipples… and then he stepped 
slowly over her and turned around, looking down at her as she gazed back up invertedly, 
enjoying the excellent upwards view she gained of her lover’s large testicles and gargantuan 
obsidian shaft. “How do you want to do this, Cherry? You on bottom, or me?”

 “We better warm up that big cock of yours first, Boss…” Cherry responded from 
below him, and he could hear the anticipation in her voice as he rested one hand on his hip, 
the other lazily moving up and down his enormous length. “How about I start on the 
top… I know you love it when I use my tits on that big rod of yours, and that could help 
the… juices start flowin’ for when you finish off  rammin’ me while I’m on the bottom…”

 “Got this all planned out, huh?” Zerrex asked, his eyes glinting with slight 
entertainment and erotic interest before he nodded, then he slowly lowered himself to his 
knees as Cherry murred, a wide grin spreading over her muzzle as the male’s massive 
member lowered towards her… and then he laid on his back and the female snorted in 
disappointment, rolling onto her stomach and resting her muzzle on one hand as Zerrex 
spread his legs a bit and put his hands behind his head, grinning in return as their eyes met 
and he jerked his head invitingly. “And you know I love it when you talk dirty. Mostly 
because you talk like a guy.”



Cherry snorted, then she climbed up to all fours, licking her muzzle slowly as she 
crawled slowly forwards with a look of hunger in her eyes that would frighten away most 
males… but the Boss was one of the few who could keep up with her, if not outdo her 
every now and then. “But I bet it gets you and that big, thick cock of yours off, too, doesn’t 
it? I know how much you love making me all hot and wet, making me scream your name 
like the bitch I am, making me suck and swallow that big, juicy monster of  yours…”

As she spoke, she reached out, drawing a finger slowly up his length as she crawled up 
beside him on her other three limbs… then, in a strangely gentle movement, she lowered 
her head to kiss first his cheek, then his throat, before straightening and locking gazes with 
him for a moment, adding softly: “But that’s for later… right now I’m going to choke your 
penis down and you can get me off with that big tongue of yours. Just roll me over when 
you’re ready… because I’ll be.”

Zerrex murred softly at this, then watched as his wife slowly climbed atop his masculine 
form, spreading her legs as the reptile shifted positions a bit and received a pleasant eyeful 
of Cherry’s indeed-wet vagina, moving one hand up to rest gently on her firm buttocks as 
he felt her shifting to grip his inner thigh, then move a hand to grip and fondle one 
enormous testicle, her breasts pressing down into his thick shaft for a few moments. “It’s 
amazing you can deepthroat this whole length of me, darling… probably one of the 
reasons why I married you…” 

Cherry merely snorted at this, rearing her head back a bit as she sat up slightly on his 
chest, then sliding the hand that was toying with the large, navy-blue orbs of the reptile to 
rest on the base of his shaft, the other moving to grip the huge length of flesh as well, 
shifting it up so that the tip of his enormous cock met her lips. She lapped at it slowly, 
causing the large male to murr quietly in pleasure, leaning forwards a bit to nose under her 
tail and inhale the smell of her hot sex as he caressed a thigh with one hand and buttock 
with the other.

Then, slowly, she lowered her head a bit, letting her muzzle part around the gargantuan, 
hot head of the throbbing black member, the huge penis sliding smoothly up into her maw, 
stretching her jaws slightly. The female gave a soft sigh around the huge penis, her hands 
gripping into the black flesh tightly for a moment and feeling it pulsing lightly in her grip 
as her eyes slid closed, bobbing her head forwards a bit more and taking in more of the 
male’s thick meat. 

Zerrex rocked his head back a bit, murring softly as the female straddling his chest 
bowed forwards slightly, his shaft bending a bit and pushing deeper into her jaws as she 
began to move her hands gently up and down the long girth. Then he leaned his own head 
forwards again, once more nuzzling at the base of her tail before letting his tongue trail 
teasingly around Cherry’s rosebud as both hands settled on her buttocks, making her twitch 
a bit and give another muffled sound of surprised pleasure around the giant member buried 
in her muzzle. Zerrex slowly kissed at the puckered hole again, then he drew his tongue 
gently down to the lips of her sex, his hands sliding down to the front of her thighs again, 
Cherry arching her back a bit and giving her lover easier access with his muzzle.



She murred softly as she paused for a moment, letting the head and a good portion of 
the huge shaft rest in her muzzle and the start of her throat, then she paused and shifted 
forwards a bit more in a stretched position that would be uncomfortable for a normal 
person: with Cherry’s pain tolerance, constant stretching and the erotic pleasure that was 
currently flowing from every corner of her being, however, the slight discomfort was easily 
drowned out by the glory of what she was participating in and experiencing, as she pushed 
her impressive bust forwards to gently settle against either side of the huge shaft, feeling the 
steely flesh easily parting her breasts, the hot rod of Drakkaren meat sending a strange bliss 
through her at the feel of it. She began to move up and down slowly, teasing the first half 
of  the reptile’s cock as she bobbed her head low and squeezed and stroked with her bust.

Zerrex gave a quiet grunt of pleasure, feeling his wife manipulating his shaft with both 
mouth and bosom, and he couldn’t resist a slight grin as he pushed his muzzle against her 
vagina and inhaled her scent deeply: she knew how much he loved a good titfuck, to use 
Cherry’s vulgar but accurate terms. Slowly, he brought his tongue out, dragging it up 
between the female’s lips as he slid one hand over her buttocks to gently tease her rosebud 
with one finger, slowly trailing his fingertip around the edge of her rim before pushing 
gently at it. He felt her reacting in the positive to his teasing, then she gave a faint spasm as 
he moved his other hand forwards around her thigh to lightly tease at her clitoris, gently 
playing two fingers over the nub of  flesh before pinching it lightly.

Cherry let out a soft moan around the huge penis buried up into her muzzle, beginning 
to move with more firmness up and down the gargantuan shaft, lapping and rolling her 
tongue around as much of the hot flesh as she could manage as she continued to squeeze 
and massage her firm swells against the steely length. Her head moved slowly up and down 
as sweat began to roll down her body, her masculine musculature standing out impressively 
as she felt Zerrex beginning to thrust gently upwards, a bit more of his enormous member 
forcing its way up into her jaws and to the back of  her throat, bumping it slowly.

By now, most would have at least gagged… or choked and died from the massive 
member sealing off most of their jaws. But Cherry was able to take quick but efficient 
breaths with every movement of her head, huge breasts continuing to roll up and down the 
Drakkaren meat before her as she pinched hard nipples between two fingers, increasing her 
own bliss. She’d long ago learned that the trick was not to panic… and that the only times 
Zerrex ever choked her was when he was doing it on purpose, and then there came the 
beautiful pleasure of  submitting entirely to a dominating, powerful male… 

Cherry let out another quiet sound of pleasure, bucking her hips gently down against 
the features of the Drakkaren below her as she rocked her head a bit harder up and down 
the enormous shaft, tongue dragging slowly along the huge length. She arched her back 
forwards a bit more, pushing her breasts with greater insistence along the reptile’s hot shaft, 
admiring the strength and power she felt flowing through the hot, thick rod… loving the 
idea of being his property, knowing that even if Zerrex stopped his own teasing and 
lapping at her vagina that she would still go on, that in her deepest, most secret part of 
herself she would always think of herself not as his wife but as his toy, bitch, play-object… 
and that she would die if  he asked, without hesitation, in the most painful of  ways.



Zerrex, meanwhile, was murring quietly at the continued manipulations upon his shaft, 
leaning forwards with a bit more insistence now as one of his fingers slid gently through the 
tight rim of his wife and into her anus, slowly thrusting back and forth as he pushed his 
muzzle against her vagina. Gently, he moved the lips of her sex with the lips of his maw, 
kissing and working against her blossoming passage, tongue delving forwards to rub slowly 
against the walls of her vagina and to taste the sweet taste of his beloved as he rocked his 
head against her, grinding the end of his muzzle firmly to her sex as his other hand slowly 
continued to tease gently at her clit, one finger playing lightly around it before flicking the 
nub of  flesh slowly.

Cherry rocked her hips against him a bit harder in response, and Zerrex felt the end of 
his muzzle push slightly past her lips, stretching the female’s passage and widening her 
straddling legs as the tip of his thick muzzle ground forwards into her vagina. She moaned 
quietly again around his girthy cock, beginning to move her body with more passion up and 
down his member as her masculine musculature bulged slightly, sheening with sweat, and 
Zerrex couldn’t resist a grunt of pleasure of his own, sending his hot breath spilling down 
the female’s tight passage. He could feel her react to that as well, as he pinched her clitoris 
slowly and lapped his tongue slowly along the rough walls of her passage, palm of his other 
hand pushing for a moment against her buttocks as he buried the finger thrusting in and 
out of her anal passage completely in, then he pushed another finger in through her 
loosened rim, causing her to rock back against him once more.

Again, he felt a bit more of his large muzzle pushing into her: only a few inches or so, 
but it was wide enough to stretch her to extremes; perhaps more than his large cock 
normally did, in fact. He could feel a distinct heat rising in his shaft, through, as Cherry 
continued to move herself firmly up and down his giant member, even as he continued to 
thrust his fingers in and out of her rosebud and lapped hungrily at the inside of her sex as 
he bobbed his head slowly back and forth, other hand rubbing lightly against her inner 
thigh for a few moments before returning to nudge and gently squeeze at her clit, playing 
along the nub of flesh slowly. He breathed her scent in and sent half-pants of breath back 
out, rushing down her passage before finally drawing his maw back, leaving her lips gaping 
for a moment before they began to close, the powerful male nosing and teasing her sex with 
slow kisses as they did so, feeling the female rocking her hips harder back against him as he 
felt his own slow thrusts up into her maw picking up in speed and power… then suddenly 
he rolled, twisting his hips hard to drive his cock as far into her maw as he could at this 
angle, causing Cherry to choke for a moment as her eyes snapped open.

Then she felt a moment of vertigo roll through her body before she hit the ground 
hard, her firm breasts jouncing on her body, one hand half-heartedly attempting to dull the 
collision with the ground as her arm shot out, the other reaching up to squeeze into the 
reptile’s thigh as she felt him take the top, trying to cough around the mammoth meat in 
her mouth but unable to do little more than manage a wheeze as she felt him draw back a 
bit. She could feel him repositioning himself – and her, as his powerful hands seized her 
thighs and dragged her legs open, felt him shifting down and her head being forced back as 



he thrusted deeper into her maw at the same time, lining up his body so he could slam his 
gargantuan member straight into her maw and deep into her body.

Zerrex grunted quietly, closing his eyes in pleasure as he felt the muscles of the female’s 
throat contracting and squeezing against his bulging cock, his hands pushing flat against the 
concrete as he lowered his head to lap hungrily at her vagina, as if he’d travelled days 
through the desert and she was the oasis he’d just come to. His tongue dragged over her clit 
and the lips of her sex as he dropped forwards a bit onto his elbows, his own musculature 
standing out, sweat rolling down his body and causing the blood that had stained into his 
arms and chest to run like paint, his hands gripping into her thighs and leaving reddish 
marks as he pulled her legs wider.

Cherry began to buck back against him almost immediately, apparently excited and 
gratified by their change in position, as she squirmed for a moment beneath him, then 
reached up to press her hands against his thick waist, just above his gargantuan penis as he 
began to thrust deep: the first tested the depth he could send the massive shaft into, and 
once more Cherry found herself choking on a rod of gigantic flesh that filled up her throat 
and slammed deep into her body, probably crushing its way into her stomach as she felt a 
burst of strange pain and almost nausea… but it quickly passed, the sensations becoming 
part of the pleasure as the enormous member drew back, then shoved forwards again, and 
this time she found the end of her muzzle struck hard by the Drakkaren’s pair of enormous 
testicles, his musk filling her nostrils for a moment.

The male began to thrust powerfully, digging his member to depths that seemed 
impossible, burying the entire length of his gargantuan cock into the body of his wife: a 
feat that would kill most people in the position they were doing it in. But both Drakkaren 
had been partners for a long time in all things… and from the way the female was bucking 
firmly against the male’s firm tongue, whatever discomfort or pain there was had been easily 
overridden by some insatiable, crazy pleasure.

Zerrex grunted hungrily as he rocked his hips powerfully, holding nothing back as he 
felt the heat in his huge shaft growing, his testicles slapping firmly against Cherry’s nose 
and face as he panted hard and moved his hands to tease at both of the lower regions of the 
female, two fingers sliding smoothly into her anus as the finger of his other hand began to 
thrust quickly in and out of her vagina. His tongue worked and teased at her clitoris, as her 
hips bucked up against him and she let out breathy, muffled moans around the gargantuan 
penis buried down her maw, almost drowned out by the thick, fleshy slap of the reptile’s 
navy-blue orbs striking her features again and again. A thick heat emanated from her vagina 
as he nuzzled the lips of her sex, breathing her in and murring hungrily as he felt her rising 
orgasm, watching her hips buck firmly against his moving fingers as he thrusted the strong 
digits in and out of both passages, then he leaned down and bit firmly into her muscular 
inner thigh, teeth digging deep enough to draw blood and causing Cherry to spasm, jerking 
upwards and swallowing against his thick cock.

The reptile groaned and arched his back, remaining hilted in the fellow reptile’s mouth 
for a moment as Cherry released her own muffled groan around the huge member, and then 



Zerrex looked down with a grin, watching as she bucked hard against his hands again and 
again, feeling her vagina contracting with incredible tightness for what had recently been 
stretched so wide before a burst of her juices flowed down her contracting passage, the 
sweet female nectar bursting from her lips and coating her inner thighs and the hand of the 
reptile as she bucked firmly again and again against his hands, Zerrex leaning down 
immediately to lap at the released fluids and her hot, wet sex.

He felt his own thrusts picking up speed as Cherry moaned and worked herself back 
against him with even greater ferocity, swallowing against his thrusts and sucking back 
firmly as he drew his giant shaft back from her muzzle, her hands reaching up to clench 
tightly into his hips, jerking him down a bit at every thrust, anxious for the power of the 
reptile’s orgasm and his seed. Her own was subsiding even as the strong male continued to 
play with her, drawing his hands free to lap slowly and teasing at her still-rocking hips, the 
sensation of pleasure a deep pulse that swallowed up her entire body and made it hard to 
think or move, the Drakkaren’s tongue a torture so blissful it could drive her insane. She 
moaned hotly as she finally felt him beginning to pick up speed again, as she heard a loud 
grunt over the sound of reptile’s testicles striking her features, and she began to move 
herself more firmly with his thrusts, her breasts rocking with the power of the male’s 
thrusts down her maw.

Zerrex began to thrust deep into her muzzle with even greater strength, feeling his shaft 
stiffening up beyond the consistency of steel, becoming so hard that it was almost painful 
as he shoved harder in and out of the female’s jaws, feeling his girthy obsidian tower of 
flesh scraping along the walls of her throat and tearing into Gods-knew-where, feeling a 
burning sensation on the end of his shaft as he lowered himself a bit more towards her 
body. His tongue tasted blood and sweet juices, flesh and the faintest hint of soap from the 
shower Cherry had taken this morning, and the tastes only added to his excitement as he 
felt his claws digging into her thighs slightly, clenching into her legs as he breathed in her 
scent again and again, reveling in it.

Moments later, he could no longer hold back, his muscles bulging out powerfully as his 
hands slid from her legs to press palm-down against the ground, back arching as his thrusts 
shortened but increased in speed and power, pummelling the female’s jaws with his giant 
shaft as he tilted his head back and let out a loud roar of ecstasy, the erotic bliss 
overpowering him as his hard shaft spasmed in her throat, then began to release blast after 
blast of his thick load likely straight into Cherry’s stomach. The female gargled and choked, 
eyes bulging and hands clawing into his waist as what felt like shotgun blasts slammed into 
her gut again and again, and then she shoved herself down as Zerrex pulled back and the 
thick white load filled her throat even as Cherry tried to take a breath. 

She gagged, choking now on the thick semen of the reptile as Zerrex managed to push 
himself to his knees, a hand settling on base of his thick, sweaty shaft as he pulled back and 
Cherry jerked herself away, trying to get to her knees but instead falling on her stomach 
and coughing hard, but moaning nonetheless, unable to deny the wetness leaking from her 
vagina and the pleasure she was basking in despite the pain and shrouds of grey over her 
vision at the feeling of the reptile’s hot load pouring over her, streamers of it landing on her 



face and back as spasmed a bit on the ground. Seed leaked from her muzzle before she 
finally managed to cough and send a spray of the reptile’s semen out of her jaws to splatter 
on the ground, the female blinking groggily and groaning quietly to herself before she 
slowly tilted her head up at Zerrex, who was on his knees and looking down at her with 
quiet pants and a slight grin, his body heaving and muscles bulging, and enormous, semen-
streaked and saliva-slick cock held in one hand. His hand too was coated with a generous 
helping of his own load, and Cherry blinked slowly at him before giving her own slight grin 
in return and managing in a rusty voice: “Okay. So I don’t have the brightest of ideas for 
my own health. But fuck does it feel good.”

 “Gods, Cherry.” Zerrex laughed softly, slowly climbing to his feet as Cherry shook her 
head – it sent droplets of Drakkaren seed flying like water from her face to splatter on the 
ground as she shakily managed a crouch. Then she glanced up as she saw a hand extended 
towards her, obviously not to help but simply held out… and she looked at it slowly for a 
moment and the seed coating it before looking up at Zerrex, unable to deny the weird 
pleasure it gave her as he merely gave her a look of  command.

She leaned forwards, then slowly lapped along the back of his hand, tasting his hot seed 
again in her mouth and gladly swallowing it, cleaning his hand for him like a feral animal 
offered a treat, using her tongue and careful to get as much as she could before the larger 
reptile drew his hand away: she looked up at him with the faintest of smiles, then she 
managed her own feet and wiped a hand over her face before giving a disgusted look as she 
found it coated in white stuff instead of clear sweat. “Goddammit! What the fuck are you 
eating to make so much of  this shit?”

Zerrex snorted and crossed his arms as he felt his shaft slowly becoming flaccid once 
more… although the sight of his wife as she was – muscles bulging, sweat shining on her 
scales, a look of exasperated fury on features that were coated with a good helping of his 
seed – made him rather want to take her again in some other vicious way, just so he could 
see her staring at him with submission and hunger again. “Ask Cindy, I don’t cook.”

 “Yeah, I will…” Cherry snapped… then both reptiles paused and shifted 
uncomfortably, once more remembering what had happened to their daughter. It drove 
most of the thoughts of sex from Zerrex’s mind, but then he rolled his eyes as the 
masculine female glanced up at him and coughed. “So uh. Can I use your boxers?”

 “Use your own underwear to clean yourself off.” Zerrex responded dryly, walking over 
to his discarded clothing and pulling it on. Cherry merely glared at him, then stomped over 
to her clothes and picked them up before raising her petite bikini top and g-string in either 
hand.

 “There isn’t enough material on these things. And I am not making my fucking jeans 
all crusty and shit with your shit.” she muttered irritably, then looked down at the clothes in 
question for a moment before tossing the two dainty pieces of clothing down, snorting and 
walking over to her motorcycle boots.

Zerrex paused in the act of doing up his own, glancing over at the female and tilting his 
head before he coughed and asked: “Cherry? Uh. What are you doing?”



 “Well, I figure I’m soaked down under, my back feels like there’s a cooling river of lava 
on it or some shit like that, and my face is covered in enough white stuff to make me look 
like a half-rate sex-clown, so I might as well just go out to the car naked.” The female 
responded in a distasteful tone, tossing her husband another glare. “Hopefully I have some 
newspapers I can lay down or something so I don’t get the seats too soaked, but hey, what 
the fuck, right? Won’t show up too bad against the seats anyway, I guess, and it’s not like we 
never fuck in the car.”

The male, however, responded by merely looking at the female flatly. “Cherry. This is a 
storage warehouse for steel products. There’s constantly workers out there assessing the 
goods and running tests on the more-complicated products, and buyers walking around… 
uh… buying stuff.” The lizard finished a bit lamely, but then he coughed and quickly 
managed to get back to the point. “They really won’t appreciate you just going out there 
and walking through them like that…” A pause, then he couldn’t resist a grin and adding: 
“Sexy as you look right now.”

Cherry snorted, but she seemed somewhat pacified with the last comment as she 
finished putting her heavy motorcycle boots on, glancing at her lover and leering over his 
muscular but damaged body. “I ain’t the only one who looks good… and I know. But… I 
don’t really care.” She paused, then gave a stupidly-wide grin, and Zerrex merely sighed 
before nodding and heading for the door.

The female quickly gathered up her clothes and followed, strutting behind him and 
tilting her head upwards cockily, keeping just far enough away from the powerfully-built 
Drakkaren male so that his body wouldn’t be able to screen a view of her from anyone 
except those directly in front of the bulky lizard… which meant no one would miss getting 
an eyeful of her. Her grin toned down to a sly, seductive smile and she half-lidded her eyes 
as Zerrex glanced over his shoulder at her, and he couldn’t help but rolling his emerald irises 
and giving her a morbid look. She’s such a slut. I admit it’s one of the reasons I love her so 
much, but still. There’s such a thing as humility.

On the bright side, it was only a ten minute walk through the warehouse and parking 
lot to the car. On the downside, Cherry insisted on calling out to every male that gaped at 
her and winking at the few she deemed interesting: interesting to her being attractive, 
muscular, and likely not the brightest. The female, of course, was both one of the most 
feared and most favorite down at a strange, quasi-sex-club that Zerrex had helped into 
existence three years ago: whenever the large reptile wasn’t in the mood, she was known to 
frequent the place looking for fun prey. After all, Cherry had two mottos: the more the 
merrier, and prove thyself.

The reason she was a favorite: she had no issue with taking place in gangbangs or group 
sex or any sort of one-on-one action, even in public, at both the sex club and anywhere else. 
The reason she was feared: no matter what the situation, or who the male, or how many 
there were… she would prove she was the dominant through the most vicious means 
needed if so in the mood. And she did love preying on the big males who liked to sit in 
bars and pick up chicks for a quick, rough fuck… mostly because they ended up broken 



and crying by the end of the session, Cherry usually giving idle commands and enjoying her 
dominance.

No, only Zerrex could sometimes control the succubus that so gladly strutted and 
showed her figure and body, attractive despite the impressive – and scary – musculature. 
Part of the reason he had no problem with how openly she flaunted herself, and yet part of 
the reason he did… she could be as nasty as he had been at the height of his viciousness, 
after all. But fortunately, the slightest things could often knock Cherry out of this mode 
and return her to reality… like getting back to the car and finding she had locked the keys 
inside and left them dangling in the ignition.

She stared through the window as Zerrex calmly walked around to the passenger side, 
knowing what was coming next: the female paused, glanced up at the sky, then down 
through the tinted window again before throwing her clothes down with a loud, enraged: 
“Fuck!”

This was quickly followed up by the female bringing her arm up and smashing the 
window in with a firm strike of her elbow, snarling. The window exploded into fragments, 
sparkling pieces of glass covering the seats before she brought her elbow back and reached 
in through the hole, ignoring the shards that fell from the sides and top of the window as 
she hit the button to unlock the doors, and Zerrex calmly opened his side, gently brushing 
his seat off and getting in with a slight smile as Cherry opened her door, then slammed it, 
yelling another obscenity. The door crinkled a bit with the sheer force of impact, and the 
glass that had still been lodged in the window tinkered down, knocked free from sheer force 
before Cherry glared at the window and then opened the back door, throwing her clothes 
on the seat.

She mumbled various obscenities under her breath as she closed the door and reopened 
the front, Zerrex sitting placidly in the seat with his arms crossed, scrunched a bit in the 
too-tight interior but otherwise looking mild and peaceful. Cherry, on the other hand, 
continued to fume as she jerked the lever to pop the trunk open, then she quickly walked 
around to the back and threw it upwards hard enough to cause one of the hinges to creak in 
protest. The still-naked female ignored this, however, bending over to dig through the 
various junk kept in the trunk and not caring about the free view she exposed of her own 
rear to the few people that were standing in front of  the warehouse and staring.

A few moments later, she produced a torn piece of tarp and slammed the trunk, 
denting this as well. She cursed again, then headed back to the open driver’s door, reaching 
in to sweep away the glass from the seat carelessly before she threw the tattered blue piece 
of tarpaulin down and sat herself on it, then she slammed the door again. It gave another 
loud creak, and Cherry grabbed the steering wheel hard enough to cause it to bend slightly, 
keys jittering in the ignition and she snarled and glared ahead for a moment before turning 
her eyes on Zerrex.

The powerfully-built Drakkaren was looking ahead as well, still seeming almost serene, 
then he glanced towards her and tilted his head, asking in a mild voice: “Are you done?”



And, just like that, Cherry felt humiliation heat her cheeks: not the same kind of 
embarrassment that she had vented with the rage she had just done, but one that made her 
feel ashamed instead of stupid. The female gave the faintest of smiles, bowing her head a 
bit to him and nodding, before coughing and looking out ahead again as she started up the 
car and mumbled: “Probably time for a new car anyway…”

 “It’s time for a new car every six months to you.” Zerrex responded, turning his 
attention to her and snorting a bit, causing Cherry to look back at him with a defensive 
expression. “I like to conserve money. And I like this car.”

 “The hell are you talking about? Every six months it’s a new frigging model, you 
jackass.” The female answered irritably, not bothering to look as she drove forwards and 
turned, heading for the exit: her lack of concentration made Zerrex wince visibly. “Or at 
least some new toy or deal… and shit, we never even get any new cars, anyway! I mean, I 
still haven’t played with a fucking GPS, and I really wanna try that whole custom building 
crap.” A pause, a frown, and then an idle glance at the road to confirm it was clear before 
she turned into traffic, barely missing a semi and causing Zerrex to grit his teeth and shrink 
back into his seat a bit. “And I don’t understand this conserving money bullshit. Ever since 
we combined our accounts, we got like… more money than you have sperm in your balls. 
Which makes me think of  a lot more stuff  I can argue with you about, like-”

 “Can’t you please watch the road?” Zerrex asked in a strangled voice, pointing ahead 
and interrupting the female, and Cherry paused to glance up meditatively at the road before 
her before shrugging and turning her eyes from her husband to the street, still not really 
concentrating on driving but at least playing the part as she felt a bit of a blush tinge her 
cheeks again, and a strange softness at the discomfort of  the other reptile. 

 “I’ll never get you, Boss.” she said quietly, deciding to voice her thoughts and making 
the other reptile tilt his head towards her curiously – probably at her gentle tone. “Even if 
we got hit by a fuckin’ tank, you’d probably be unharmed… and you can ride a motorcycle 
like a monkey on crack… but the moment we sit in a car, even when you know I could 
drive us through a hundred-car pileup in a blizzard with a blindfold on, hands tied in front 
of me and back to the steering wheel… you freak right the hell out.” A pause, and Cherry 
attempted to fumble for her words for a moment before glancing to the side as she heard 
Zerrex give a bit of  a quiet chuckle.

He glanced back at her, meeting her eyes for a moment before looking ahead again as he 
slid down the seat a bit, knees pressing against the dashboard. “As I remember… your back 
wasn’t to the steering wheel when you did that.” He said softly, reminding her of an old 
mission past… and Cherry smiled a bit in return before nodding, looking somewhat 
amused despite the pang it gave her.

 “Yeah, well, close.” A pause, a glance down… up… out the side window… back to the 
front… and then finally over to Zerrex, coughing a bit as she finally mumbled: “You um. 
You want. You know… to… like… um. Talk about it?”

Zerrex blinked in surprise as Cherry drummed her fingers on the steering wheel, the 
naked female quickly looking away and out the window, keeping her eyes firmly on the road 



as she came to a halt at a red light, and then the male smiled a bit. Despite the length of 
time they’d been together… the last few years, they had spent most of it in the same old 
thing, not talking much about themselves and more enjoying sex and each other’s company. 
A weird relationship that went deep… but meant they really had never bothered 
confronting a lot of the ghosts of the past, meaning it often had them using each other 
more as sex toys than actual equal partners. But with Cindy added to the mix, she had more 
and more been forcing them to confront their emotions, the past, and deal with their 
feelings… and it had led to a lot of strange confrontations. Not yelling, screaming, or 
talking… but awkward looks at each other, both feeling embarrassed, and stupid, misplaced 
words until one of  them finally left or they managed to come to some resolution.

Cherry had always admired the fact that Zerrex had found the emotional strength to 
change himself from ruthless, vicious rapist-murderer to someone with a bit more integrity 
and humility… without exactly losing any of his badass image. She, on the other hand, 
didn’t want to end up being a crying pansy like all the other females she saw so often these 
days… a sensitive, whiny pile of ‘complex’ emotions that played with other people’s feelings 
and didn’t bother saying things straight up. But now, here she was, making that effort to 
reach out… and Zerrex opened his mouth to say no, to make it easier on them both… 
before he slowly closed his muzzle and instead nodded, managing a quiet: “Sure. We can… 
talk about it tonight, if you want. After we… have another workout. Weights could get us 
both a bit looser.”

 “I’m loose enough, thanks to you.” Cherry quipped, then grinned at the large male, and 
they shared a laugh and smile before she nodded, inwardly relieved at the response and at 
the same time feeling a deep anxiety worming into her body… both wanting to know what 
the reptile had to say and at the same time, wanting things to be as they once were… just 
all death and killing and sadism, where emotions were weak and battle was life and love 
didn’t exist.

Things were simple then… brutal, cold, cruel, but simple. And fun, once you learned 
to enjoy the proper things… but then she paused and glanced over at Zerrex, who had his 
arms crossed and was pressed back into the seat of the car, looking uncomfortable as he 
glanced out the side window… and she decided that she wouldn’t trade the way things were 
for anything in the world.

After all… back in the Goth Legion, she never got to see that somewhat-cute look on 
the giant’s features as he scrunched against the seat… and then she made a face and stuck 
out her tongue, giving a disgusted noise as she passed the semi truck that had almost 
slammed into them earlier. Cute? What the fuck am I thinking? I hate cute! I never use 
stupid words like cute… ugh. Zerrex, the things I do for you… sadistic, wonderful, loving 
and violent son of  a bitch that you are…

~~~

Requiem crossed his arms and looked flatly at Cindy, who glared back, muzzle crinkled 
in a distasteful snarl as their eyes met. The giant had to admit, her resolve was impressive… 
and then he finally shook his head and snorted, rolling his eyes as he said in a disgusted 



voice: “Fine. But if I come back inside and you’ve broken out of those chains again, I’m not 
feeding you for the rest of the week. And you’re going to eat what I bring you for dinner, 
no complaints.”

At this, the female looked mollified and nodded, smiling serenely, and the Dragokkaren 
muttered under his breath at the look. He knew what she was thinking… that she had just 
won a battle against him. And worst of all, he thought she was right… but he couldn’t put 
up with her yelling at him anymore and he didn’t want to hit her… it wouldn’t be proper 
for him to strike a young, defenseless female that was of his own blood, after all. I should 
point out she’s being rude to her great uncle… but that might set her off again. That and 
she’s probably already realized the fact we’re related.

 “Sure. Just get me a burger and a cola, and I can eat a lot so don’t worry about having 
to order anything small. Whatever you’re having, I’ll have.” Cindy said mildly, looking up at 
Requiem as he began to turn. The Dragokkaren paused, however, then he turned back and 
looked down at her flatly, tilting his head slowly, and she frowned. “What?”

 “What makes you think I’m picking up hamburger?” A pause, then a snort as he 
recrossed his arms, looking at her mildly. “Furthermore, what makes you think I’m going to 
buy you what you want me to?”

The female looked ruffled at best, as she struggled lightly against the chains binding her 
against the wooden pillar, the Drakkaren tilting her head upwards and snorting. “Well, 
excuse me all to hell for thinking you were going to pick up some food from Burger Season 
or something, since that’d be the easiest place to get something…”

 “I was actually going to go out to a grocery store and pick up some actual food.” 
Requiem replied stiffly, eyes narrowing a bit. “Burger Season? Give me a break. That’s not 
even real meat… do you know how bad that stuff is for you? I’m surprised Zerrex even 
allows the filth in his house.”

Cindy looked strangely hurt at this, glaring back at Requiem and pushing forwards 
against the chains already digging into her scales: he could see a bit of blood roll down one 
arm from where a rough link had probably dug through her scales, but she didn’t seem to 
care as she said defensively: “Daddy takes us out for dinner at least once every two weeks, 
and that’s one of my favourite restaurants! We always get the Hungry Hungry Combo, 
which is number five on the drive-through menu…”

 “Oh my Gods…” Requiem muttered under his breath, closing his eyes and reaching up 
a hand to press against his forehead, and this was immediately met by Cindy yelling some 
profanity at him and causing the chains binding her to rattle as she bounced and attempting 
to break free. 

After a few moments of this, the Dragokkaren threw up his hands, sighing and 
nodding. “Fine. Tomorrow I’ll buy groceries and the rest of  the things we need-”

 “Like a flush toilet?” Cindy interrupted, glaring at the behemoth reptile, but Requiem 
rolled smoothly over her, ignoring her quick comment.



 “And then I’ll pick up some groceries. But fine. Tonight I’ll buy you your stupid 
‘Hungry Hungry Combo.’” He finished disgustedly, then turned and picked up both his 
wallet and keys from the wooden table, heading over to the door with a snort.

 “And Frost Cola! Extra large!” Cindy shouted at his back, as he left through the 
security door before slamming it loudly. She muttered under her breath as she heard the 
sound of the door being locked, before taking in a slow breath and closing her eyes, flexing 
her muscles against the chains and losing the aggressiveness she had played on to finally 
drive Requiem out.

She knew the giant wouldn’t hit her… she even thought she knew why. In a way, he was 
much like her father, which scared her… but it was also weirdly comforting. That aside, 
however, he had a sense of honor and dignity he obviously didn’t want to profane at any 
cost… even if it meant making certain negotiations and sacrifices when he didn’t have to 
make any at all, being in complete control as he was. But she also didn’t doubt that he could 
be as ruthless as he looked, and that if she failed to escape this time, she would almost 
certainly go without food for the rest of the week… and that would weaken her body and 
her own resolve.

 “But he won’t hurt me unless I give him a reason to… probably by trying to force my 
way out of here or doing something dumb like confronting him directly.” The female 
muttered under her breath, closing her eyes as she continued to flex and relax her muscles 
against the chains: every time she did so, she could hear the rusted chains moving a bit, 
giving slightly away from the continued strain she had been putting on them. She knew that 
she could burst a rope with her strength… but she had never been chained up like this, in 
what seemed like such a sloppy manner with the way the chains had been locked in 
probably extremely weak… but it clamped her so tightly to the post she couldn’t build up 
the power or momentum to simply snap them aside. 

However, if she could break one coil, she’d have no problem with the other… and 
preferably, she could snap the bottom chain first. Then she’d just have to throw her arms 
out to hopefully shatter the broken links at the back of  the top coil and shrug it off.

The female frowned a bit, muttering as she rocked back and forth a bit, tensing her 
body and breathing slowly, preparing herself. She knew what she’d have to do, and what her 
only chance of getting out of her likely was… but thinking about it anymore and all the 
things that could go wrong would drive her crazy. She had high hopes that Requiem would 
be stuck in traffic trying to get into town… and even if he went inside to pick up the food, 
the place she’d requested would be swarmed and the meal would take at least twenty 
minutes to be ready. A faint smile came to her features as she thought about her father, who 
had inspired the whole ruse from start to finish… who had always taught her to remember 
every little detail. “I wanna run up to you just like a little kid… and tell you everything I’ve 
done once this is over… I want to see you smile and be proud, Daddy.”

Thoughts of Zerrex strengthened her resolve, and the female grit her teeth before 
pushing her body firmly back into the pillar of wood behind her, letting herself relax 
entirely before her eyes snapped open and she threw herself forwards, snarling, muscles 



bulging and body thrusted forwards as far as she could managed as she threw her arms out 
as hard as she could, legs bracing against the ground and her feet sliding back to push 
against the pole under her rump, forcing forwards and feeling the links of metal straining, 
straining…

Then the top set of links groaned and she felt them give away, several of the links 
snapping and flying in all directions from behind the post as the chain fell into her lap: the 
female Drakkaren half-tumbled forwards, letting out a short cry of surprise as she almost 
fell on her face – ironically, it was the chain around her waist that saved her, although it did 
give her a painful scrape along her wrists for her troubles. She halted, panting a bit and 
straightening quickly, then she snorted and wiggled a bit, the relief of the pressure around 
her upper body giving her a bit of  a head rush. 

Then she looked down at the other chain, moving a bit and finding that it felt looser, at 
least… and she pushed testingly forwards against it a bit, feeling it grinding up her waist 
and pressing into her firm abdominals as she glanced down and then snorted, muttering 
under her breath: “Gods. If I was Lone, then I’d just have to suck in my gut and I could 
probably slid right out of this chain here… but I bet Daddy would freak out on me if I 
dared to blasphemy about the six-pack it took so long for me to get.” A pause, then she 
peered at the scuffs and cuts along her abs from the tight chain. “Not to say I’m not glad I 
have them right now. Never thought they were more than eye-candy until after Daddy put 
me on that training program…”

The female closed her eyes, relaxing her body back against the pillar again and rolling 
her shoulders slowly, bringing her arms in tight against her sides: then she paused for a 
moment before biting the end of her tongue lightly in concentration, slowly dragging her 
arms back against the pillar and pulling carefully upwards, causing the chain to jingle a bit 
as if in muttered protest before she had her hands safe and free. She winced at the scrapes 
and deep gouges from the chain roughly biting into her, then shook her head and reached 
down to grab the loose chain that was still tight enough around her waist to bind her 
loosely to the pole, grunting a bit as her muscles flexed before she felt the restraint finally 
give out, causing the female to jerk forwards a bit and her arms to pull up, either side of the 
now-broken ends of chain swinging back and forth before she tossed it aside, sighing and 
rubbing slowly at her arms as she slowly stood.

Cindy winced at the pins and needles playing through her legs, along with the general 
discomfort of standing after having been forced to sit on her ass against a hard floor for so 
long. She shook her head a bit, then moved her hands to lightly massage along her lower 
limbs for a few minutes, muttering quiet curses under her breath as she glanced around the 
once-sawmill. Despite her effort – and quasi-freedom – she still didn’t feel much in the way 
of proud or rewarded yet. After all, she was still locked inside this picturesque prison with 
no obvious way out… and so now instead she turned towards the skeleton of wooden 
pillars and crossbars that supported the second floor… which looked like it was pretty 
much a balcony that led up to a third floor higher up. But right now she thought her only 
hope would be to get out onto the roof of the windmill and attempt to climb down 
somehow…



 “But first I gotta make sure there’s a way outside up there.” She murmured to herself, 
then she gave her body a last stretch and shake before heading quickly over to where she 
thought a ladder or staircase must have once been – Requiem would have been amused at 
the fact she had come to the same conclusion as he once had. She paused, glancing over the 
way the supports linked and locked together before finally shrugging and reaching up to 
test one.

The wood was still firm and steady – whatever else, the sawmill had definitely been 
treated well and taken good care of. It would at least make her job getting up easier, and she 
felt her spirits lift a bit at this simple but pleasing fact, as she began to climb up to the 
second level: it was the work of a few moments for the tall female, and then she hefted 
herself up under the safety railing with a grunt, clawing for a moment at the dusty wood 
and failing to find purchase, but then throwing her weight forwards and managing to pull 
herself  easily over the edge and onto the “second floor.”

It wasn’t quite a misnomer, but she thought it was damned close… most of this 
“floor” was just a walkway that went all the way around the interior of the sawmill, with 
one small platform at the back of the building: obviously, where the storage room was 
below. The open space had a few piles of debris and junk in it… but the only other thing 
of interest was a window that had a heavy steel shutter down the other side of it. Cindy 
paused for a moment as she studied this, however, then walked closer: then she simply 
sighed as she caught sight of the lever to open the window – it had been snapped off and 
jammed by some kind of weird, solidified substance. Her best guess was that it was either 
some kind of  concrete or resin used to help keep some of  the pieces of  furniture together.

She shook her head a bit, then turned and headed towards the end of the walkway: here, 
at least, they hadn’t bothered to remove what looked like a rickety set of stairs. Cindy 
winced slightly as she stepped on the first and felt it creak under her foot… but then, after 
testing it for a few moments, she decided it was safe and made her way quickly up the 
staircase. The stairs held her weight, but she was still glad to make it to the short walkway 
that connected to a wider, more open area. 

Cindy glanced around as she walked down the short catwalk and stepped onto the solid 
hardwood flooring of the upper level: glancing up, she could see there was still a good 
distance to the roof… and her heart leapt as she noticed a ladder connecting to what 
looked almost like a metal hatch. She smiled slightly, but then decided to take her time, 
glancing back at the mostly-empty area in front of her. After all… she reasoned, it would 
really suck to miss the lever that opened that thing or a key or something.

The female made a slight face as she walked slowly along the firm flooring, glancing 
around the platform she stood on: three sides connected to the walls, and then on the side 
that was open to the area below, a safety railing had been put up – this, however, was rotting 
and old by now. She frowned a bit at this, then turned away and instead studied the floor 
and wall: why anyone would leave something like that open and floorless, she had no idea… 
it just seemed so damn unsafe to her.



This area, however, was like the one below… it had two large windows that spanned 
most of the entire wall, but these were both shuttered and barred from the inside, and 
Cindy couldn’t even see how they opened even after carefully searching the walls. Then she 
sighed before heading to the ladder, taking a hold on it and testing the rusting metal.

Some flecks of grit came off, but otherwise the ladder seemed stable enough: Cindy 
nodded to herself, then she began to climb, wincing at the fact it had been placed somewhat 
close to the edge of the platform and not liking the almost slimy feel of flakes of metal 
coming off in her hands, either. It didn’t take her long to reach the top, however, and the 
Drakkaren quickly reached up, settling a hand on the valve that opened the metal hatch. She 
attempted to turn it, then cursed at the fact it was locked.

The female was about to start down, feeling strangely bitter, then she stopped and 
frowned, instead leaning forwards a bit to examine the hatch closer: a moment later she let 
out a sigh of relief, reaching behind the valve and wiping cobwebs from a rusting lever that 
had been camouflaged against the aged metal, and there was a loud squeak and click as 
whatever locking system held the valve closed gave away. Cindy let out a murmur of 
triumph, then once more put her hand on the valve and turned, gritting her teeth at the 
strength it took and the bits of  rust and metal that pattered down onto her features.

After several turns of the heavy wheel, however, the hatch popped up with a gasp of air, 
and Cindy pushed firmly against the valve as she leaned a bit higher up the ladder, grunting 
quietly and throwing the hatch open. Rusted hinges groaned, dust and flakes of metal 
pattered down from the hatch, and then it swung heavily upwards and Cindy lifted herself 
up through hole, blinking in the lowering light.

Of course it had been darker inside… the only light came from the small windows that 
dotted the walls of the windmill, and as she’d climbed higher it had gotten duskier, with the 
larger ones shuttered… but she hadn’t realized how late it was until she had actually 
escaped the interior of the sawmill. Now she pulled herself up onto what was almost a 
small balcony, walking quietly over to a metal handrail that went around the small square 
lookout and gazing at the horizon with a soft sigh. The sun setting behind distant hills, the 
colors of the sky, the flickering wisps of cloud… it all looked so beautiful. The view of the 
valley and city in the distance almost made it worthwhile, as she turned her gaze around the 
lookout, smiling faintly to herself, until she finally faced towards the sloping wall that had 
once had a steel door in it but now instead was sealed by concrete, which likely led into the 
windmill’s more complex mechanics and inner workings. She thought it was amazing it had 
continued to work all these years without anyone taking care of it… and then she glanced 
quietly up as one of the gigantic, rectangular arms passed slowly by, awed a bit by the fact 
that the wind itself  could be turning something so huge with so little effort.

Then she paused and turned around, to face the back of the building, frowning slightly 
and leaning forwards a bit over the edge. She winced at the fall, then paused a moment and 
tilted her head as she carefully leaned a bit further forwards: she hadn’t noticed on the 
inside, but the building’s walls were slightly sloped instead of going straight up and down, 
and they had what was almost a strangely-layered look: like one board had been piled atop 



another. The result was that there was an outcrop that encircled the windmill every now and 
then, and Cindy was fairly sure that in a worst case scenario, she could simply slide down 
the windmill, grabbing hold of the pushed-out sections every so often to keep herself from 
falling free and stopping herself  from sliding too fast.

 “And once I’m at around twenty feet… I shouldn’t have to worry about hurting myself 
too badly from falling.” she murmured, but winced and rubbed the back of her head slowly. 
Zerrex had trained her and taught her one of the most important things to recognize was 
the idea of “belief over reality,” and that the laws of physics and nature scientists and so 
many people always prattled on about were not as omnipotent and unchanging as they liked 
to preach. After all, if they were… most of civilization would be dead by now from a 
combination of  poisons, weather, starvation, and warfare. 

Of course, with her father, it was never enough to simply state a point: next, it had to 
be demonstrated or proven. And so one day Zerrex had taken her to the Mayor’s Estate, 
and brought her up to the roof: he had led her to one of the lower overhangs near the back 
– still more than three floors up – and pointed at the ground: solid concrete and marble 
surrounding a gleaming, massively-oversized pool. She remembered that a servant had been 
sweeping around the pool area while Lone had been sunbathing, naked but for a pair of 
tight shorts, a pair of sunglasses jammed over his head, some book in his hands, and seated 
in a lawn chair that looked like it was suffering a slow torture from the heavy lupine’s body 
as he rested beneath the shade of a beach umbrella. Zerrex had pointed down to the 
ground, then said softly: “What do you think would happen if someone jumped from here 
and hit the concrete?”

 “They’d go splat?” Cindy tilted her head, rubbing slowly at her shoulder, arms crossed: 
that day, she had been dressed in a bikini, because Lone had invited them over to go 
swimming: Zerrex had just decided to take the time to wander up to the roof before 
meeting the wolf poolside. He’d been sour most of the time, not really wanting to spend 
more time than he had to with Lone… but at Cindy’s comment, he smiled slightly, and she 
couldn’t help her own smile in return.

 “Yeah. Pretty much.” Zerrex said idly, then he turned towards the edge, and – to 
Cindy’s horror – had simply jumped off: for a moment, time seemed to freeze, the 
powerfully-built reptile suspended in the air, and then he was falling. The next thing she 
knew, her father hit the concrete, landing in a crouch near the wolf and causing Lone to 
shriek, throwing his book into the air and trying to push himself away, sunglasses askew on 
his muzzle as the chair gave a whine of protest before finally snapping under the wolf ’s 
weight and clamping shut on him, making the wolf look like some mutant pearl inside a 
half-assed clam as he flailed and yelled.

The tall male Drakkaren, meanwhile, merely stood and brushed his chest off lightly, 
stepping backwards and glancing down at the cracks he’d left in the concrete before crossing 
his arms and looking up at his daughter: she thought even from her position high above 
that she could see the grin on his features, but it may just have been a trick of her racing 
heart.



For a few moments, they merely looked at each other, as the servant who had been 
brushing around the pool ran over to try and dislodge the wolf from his ‘prison,’ and then 
Cindy had finally yelled down at the reptile in a voice that was tinged with frustration, 
exasperation, and a bit of  concern: “Why the hell would you do something like that!”

 “To remind you that the rules don’t always apply to us that do to everyone else.” Zerrex 
had called back, then he’d smiled slightly and slowly opened his arms, and Cindy had 
blinked and reared back a bit as her father had asked in a soft but carrying voice: “Do you 
trust me?”

Cindy’s answer had been simple: she’d grit her teeth, then, before she could hesitate, 
she’d leapt forwards over the edge and closed her eyes tightly, arms crossing over her body 
and legs curling up a bit. A sensation of vertigo, of being grabbed and yanked hard down 
by gravity, swam through her as she felt her body twisting a bit in midair, and then she’d 
grunted as a pair of strong arms caught her, dropping with her for a few moments as her 
body shook with the impact before she felt herself dragged up and cradled tight against a 
muscular, powerful body.

In the present, the female Drakkaren smiled at the sky at this memory, closing her eyes 
and breathing out a soft sigh. Her hands settled on the safety railing and squeezed the 
metal bars tightly before she lowered her head, eyes slowly reopening to gaze down at the 
ground below… and this time, it was without fear. “The result of training and 
experience… is the ability to distort reality to our own needs, in Daddy’s words… I know I 
can’t do all the things he can yet… but I know I can escape from here.” She stopped, then 
laughed a bit and touched her own stomach, glancing down before nodding firmly and 
heading back to the open hatch and to the ladder. But I also know not to put too much 
faith in the intangible… and instead help myself out as much as I can. And I bet there’s still 
some chains or rope long and durable enough to get me a good way down the side of the 
windmill before I have to chance a slide or jump.

She nodded at this, then headed quickly back to the ladder and winced slightly as she 
realized the sun was going down faster now… and that the interior of the windmill was 
even darker than before. As she climbed quickly back down to the third floor, she realized 
she’d have to be more careful… but also that the darkness could give her a slight advantage 
with Requiem. Thankfully, her eyes were already adjusting, at least… yet there was still a 
definite feeling of impatience as she worked her way back towards the ground floor, finally 
deciding to simply jackknife the railing around the second floor catwalk.

Luck, however, turned against her for the moment: as she pushed down on the safety 
rail and tried to kick over it, the rotted wood gave out and a good portion of railing 
collapsed: Cindy let out a half-shriek as she tumbled forwards instead of neatly hopping 
over the wooden guard as expected, and then she landed on her back with a grunt of pain, 
stars exploding in front of her eyes as chunks of wood pattered off the ground around her. 
After a few moments of simply laying prone, she finally sat up, reaching up a hand to rub 
slowly at her head and closing her eyes tightly as pain seared her body. She rubbed her back 
slowly, and then brought her hand in front of her face as she felt something sticky and wet 



on it: she was unsurprised to find it was covered in blood, and she let out a quiet curse 
before standing shakily. Part of her wanted to do what the old Cindy would do… which 
was sit here and cry and wish that Zerrex was here to bandage her up and make her all 
better.

Her muzzle twitched a bit, eyes watering slightly as she looked down, then she 
swallowed the lump in her throat and shook her head violently, muttering angrily to herself: 
“No, don’t you dare. Don’t you dare.” 

 “Don’t you dare what?” asked a droll voice, and Cindy gasped before looking up, 
startled and horrified as she realized the security door was open, and finally spotting 
Requiem, who was standing just inside and looking at her with mild distaste… but was that 
also some strange species of compassion on his face. For a few moments, they only looked 
at each other, then the huge Dragokkaren held up the two large paper bags he had in one 
hand and the tray of cola in the other – even the extra large-size cups looked ridiculously 
small compared to him, however. “Would you like to eat your last meal at the table before I 
have to chain you back up?”

 “Uh…” Cindy merely looked at the crimson-scaled giant for a few moments, but a 
glance at his ice-blue eyes confirmed that he was serious. He also looked calm… and 
although she hadn’t exactly expected him to go into a fit of rage at finding her possibly 
gone or like she was now, humiliated and in the middle of an escape attempt… she also 
hadn’t expected that he’d take things… well… so peacefully and in stride. “I uh… guess 
so.” A pause, then she realized she might as well try her luck as she rubbed the back of her 
head slowly, coughing and flushing as she glanced down quietly. “Can you uh. Take a look 
at my back later, too?”

Requiem looked at her mildly, glanced up at the broken railing, then he returned his 
gaze to her as he walked over to one of the wooden tables, setting the food down on it 
before he turned to one of his suitcases and nodded. “I will. There’s no reason to make you 
suffer needlessly… can you go and get chairs for us to sit in? I expect there’s more than the 
one you broke over my head earlier.”

This made the female blush a bit, then she nodded and turned towards the storage 
room. She couldn’t resist a frown and glance over her shoulder at the Dragokkaren, however, 
once more finding herself a bit puzzled by his actions and odd sense of politeness, before 
finally shrugging slowly. She couldn’t deny the fact that he was interesting, sure… but she 
still thought that it wouldn’t be tears of sorrow she’d be shedding once her father did finally 
kick the giant Dragokkaren’s ass.

She muttered a bit to herself as she entered the storeroom, then pushed her way 
through the chains to pick up a pair of chairs, purposefully grabbing one of the unfinished, 
warped-looking ones for her captor and taking the nicer for herself, then she headed back 
out into the main room and towards the table, feeling faint entertainment at the fact that 
the Dragokkaren had produced an oil lamp from inside his luggage and had already lit it. 
Now he was adjusting the small valve on the side, and it made her think of the open hatch 



above… but she decided to keep her mouth closed on that as she dropped one chair and 
hefted the other easily to toss it over the table at the Dragokkaren. “Catch!”

Requiem rose one large hand and easily snagged the chair out of the air, without 
bothering to look up from the receipt he was examining in the light of the oil lamp. Cindy 
blinked, slightly put-off by the reflexes of the giant – and disappointed he hadn’t so much 
as twitched – and then he put the piece of paper down and muttered under his breath: 
“Idiots shortchanged me.”

 “You should go back and complain.” Cindy responded immediately, sitting primly in 
her chair and crossing her arms and legs, then she reached out and snagged one of the 
paper bags, pulling out the paper-wrapped hamburgers and box of fries that were inside 
before glancing up at the Dragokkaren mildly, as he frowned at her. “What?”

 “I’m not an idiot.” he replied mildly, then picked up his own bag of food and emptied 
it as well: Cindy was amused to note he’d apparently gotten the same, and what looked like 
some sort of salad with a packet of dressing taped to the top. The Dragokkaren pulled this 
off of the clear-plastic lid of the container first, looking at the glob of white sauce inside 
the packet, then his muzzle contorted in disgust. “Besides. All this ‘food’ is just a waste of 
money, anyway. No reason to make a big deal out of  a few lost quarters.”

Cindy rolled her eyes at this as she began to unwrap one of her burgers, leaning back in 
the chair as Requiem sat down, his immense bulk balanced precariously on the small chair. 
“You know, I work as a waitress down at a local bar, Elliot’s. And it didn’t take me long to 
learn that if everyone tipped me a quarter, I’d have a better pay by the end of the week than 
if I got the regular ten-fifteen percent from some, twenty from the big tippers, and nothing 
from everyone else. Little things add up.” A pause, and then she snorted as Requiem poked 
at one of  the burgers with one large digit. “Or is the giant scared?”

 “Money doesn’t matter.” The Dragokkaren responded mildly, then glanced up at 
Cindy’s snort, giving her a flat look. “And no. I’m not just saying that because I obviously 
have plenty of it. Ironically, my will states that all my money goes to the closest living 
relative… that means either Zerrex, or, if  I kill him, you.”

Cindy blinked, starting a bit at that and glancing up at the Dragokkaren with a frown 
and a look of obvious confusion, one of the large hamburgers lifted halfway to her mouth 
and dripping ketchup on the wooden table. “What the hell? That’s… retarded.”

The word came out quiet, though, as Cindy struggled for a moment with both the quiet 
gaze of the behemoth and another example of the same strange honor as her father held. 
Then she quickly shook her head, hating how easy it was to compare this polite but brutal 
giant to Zerrex, before another thought struck her and she frowned quietly. “But wait… 
that means there’s no one else in the entire Narrius family?”

Requiem nodded, putting aside the packet of dressing he had been playing with and 
opening his salad, then picking up the plastic fork that had been provided for him in the 
bottom of the paper bag. “My brother and I were raised in a land to the far south of 
here… back then it was called Hez’Ranna. Ifret… Narrius, as he preferred to be called, 



since only the family mattered to him and he himself was the vanguard of our noble 
name-”

Cindy snorted in disgust at this, then took a deep bite of her burger and chewed as she 
glared at Requiem, who paused in his speech to glance at her and tilt his head slowly, 
waiting for her to speak. But she shook her head a bit and only continued to eat, jerking her 
head: she decided it would be wiser to listen to whatever story the Dragokkaren had to say 
instead of attacking him right away. After all, she knew nothing of her own bloodline and 
past, except that she had been born through a rape that had cut short her mother’s travels of 
the world… and that she had nonetheless come to love her father more than anything or 
anyone else, despite the fact she had studied his brutal past in the Goth Legion and knew 
all the terrible things he had done. Strangely, though, there was security in the knowledge of 
the terrors and atrocities he had committed… but at the same time, he had never spoken of 
his past, and there was no diary or log-book that existed that she could read to find out 
about his birthplace or parents.

Requiem was her best chance for information… so she’d have to swallow the disgust she 
felt and the anger at how the huge male spoke of her father’s father. From the few times 
Zerrex had mentioned him, she’d gotten the idea that Narrius himself had never been a 
father figure or good person in any light… and her father never, ever spoke of his past for 
very long, only mentioning it in passing or forcing out a few words or almost clipped 
summary when he was trying to talk about something with Cherry.

The Dragokkaren eyed her watchfully for a few moments longer, then he shrugged 
slowly and continued to speak in his calm, pleasant voice: it was almost terrifying how easy 
he was to listen to. “My brother was ten years older than I was… he was born in the jungle, 
and grew up more a child of the local tribes than my parents. He learned strength there… 
I, on the other hand, was born in the city.” He glanced down, as if ashamed for whatever 
strange reason, and then Cindy felt a faint stirring of sympathy at his next words, despite 
whatever resentments she harboured. “My parents didn’t want me, so they gave me away. An 
unofficial adoption, I suppose you could say… I grew up with them, but still was able to 
spend most of  my days growing up with my big brother. 

 “Living in the city was no different than the jungle… that’s what brother often said. 
You just called rival tribes ‘gangs’ or ‘communities,’ and instead of feral beasts you just had 
to avoid far-stupider police officers and do-gooders. Just like the jungle, you pray to vicious 
gods who give as they will and take away on the same whim… and you always fought for 
your life.” Requiem nodded again, then he tried to lean back in the chair before wincing a 
bit as the back of it dug into him, once more leaning forwards against the table and pausing 
only a moment to eat a bit of  his salad.

Then he put his fork down again, and continued to speak, Cindy’s own eating slowing 
as she listened intently. “At the age of four, my ‘parents’ kicked me out. I lived on the 
streets, and my brother taught me that, as in the jungle… you had to fight to survive. That 
it was nothing major…” And now, Cindy thought she caught the barest flicker of 
resentment in his eyes, and a hint of bitterness in his voice. “So I learned to fight… to 



survive on my own without the help of others. When I was seven, I found out that my birth 
parents had died in an accident, and Narrius was living on his own in their home and off 
the wealth they had made. He took me in… and I was able to enjoy the comfort of my real 
birthplace as I ran jobs for Narrius for the next few years. I was still a child, after all… so 
the police wouldn’t stop and search me, but gangs and others wouldn’t touch me either. 
Even at eight, I was already as strong as your average adult male and I also had the 
protection of my brother. Narrius truly put fear into everyone’s hearts…” He laughed 
dryly. “Myself included. Which is why I made sure never to fail in my delivery missions, be 
it drugs, firearms, or other weapons-”

 “Wait, at eight? Your brother was using you to mule shit like that at that young an age, 
and you still look up to him?” Cindy said incredulously, dropping her hamburger and 
staring at Requiem, who looked back with slight surprise. The female felt herself shaking 
with anger, not at the giant before her but instead at the long-dead older brother. To her, it 
was terrible… that this one male had caused both her father and the behemoth before her 
so much pain, although the latter had obviously been ensnared by shackles of admiration 
and even brotherly love.

But the giant shook his head a bit and laughed quietly, tilting his head. “The city was 
hell. I wanted to earn my keep… and Narrius was kind enough to give me a job and let me 
live with him in our parents’ home, despite the fact he had no obligation to and I had been 
little more than a street urchin he visited as time would allow.” A pause, and then Cindy 
softened as Requiem looked down at the table, his hands clenching into the wood.

She knew he wasn’t stupid… despite how ridiculous he sounded when he spoke as he 
did. So she thought that he was still fighting some inner conflict between the love and need 
to honor a brother who was scum… and simply accepting and recognizing that Narrius 
had been nothing less than vile. She hesitated for a moment, wanting to say something… 
and then Requiem cleared his throat and looked up and continued the story, cutting her off 
smoothly before she could say anything. “In any case, I did jobs as I could for Narrius. I 
continued to exercise and train my body, this time with my brother’s guidance… and as I 
grew older, I was able to take on more difficult jobs and earn my keep and money in 
different ways. We still had the family wealth that had been accumulated over the years… 
but Narrius insisted that we not be lazy and instead keep ourselves going on our own feet, 
as much as we could. 

 “That, and it was a good way to gain power in the region… to intimidate, and prove 
ourselves the dominant in our chosen craft. I began to join Narrius in the dogfighting pits 
around the city, crushing enemy competition… and using the fear of our raw power we put 
into people to take control of different gangs and areas. Narrius was only interested in 
power, after all… but Hez’Ranna was too small a place for his tastes. So instead we moved 
across the sea, away from the jungle after more than thirty years of work… and took up 
residence in the city of  Valise.

 “We lived there for quite a while… my brother bought a mansion and once more we 
began to spread our influence… or rather, Narrius’s influence. After all, the plans were 



always his… the work always what he wanted to do.” Requiem laughed dryly at this, and 
again Cindy thought she heard the flicker of bitterness there. “I was happy with the 
fighting opportunities that presented themselves… more than pleased with the 
tournaments I found I could enter and the variety of martial arts circles the city offered. 
But while I indulged and trained, big brother took over the police force… first becoming an 
officer, then quickly ascending to the rank of Commander through blackmail, bribery, fear 
and talent.

 “Of course, even Narrius had his weaknesses… one day, he met a beautiful and very 
sweet Drakkaren named Celestial.” Requiem paused, then he suddenly stopped and looked 
down silently for a few moments. Cindy frowned slightly at the sudden change in demeanor, 
then tilted her head as Requiem’s voice became almost dry and mechanical, going suddenly 
from telling a story with ease to merely summarizing facts. “They were married, and had a 
child… your father. Zerrex spent much of his life growing up in a much smaller town a few 
hours away, where Celestial lived. Narrius lived on and off at the Estate and with his wife at 
her home… and one day Celestial died as a result of a car accident. Zerrex never forgave his 
father, and continued to live at his ‘home’ in Ridgemark under the supervision of a few 
caretakers and trainers that Narrius hired. He spent the summer and winter holidays with 
his father, at the mansion, and occasionally took short hiatuses from school when Narrius 
wished to see him. When I was away at a fighting tournament, Zerrex managed to somehow 
ambush his father in the night and slit his throat.”

Requiem looked down again at the table, then he pushed his uneaten meal away and 
instead grabbed a cola from the tray, taking a sip from it, and Cindy frowned slightly. She 
had the distinct impression that something had happened with Zerrex’s mother that he 
didn’t want to talk about… and her father had never, ever mentioned Celestial except on 
rare occasion, and he always looked strangely haunted afterwards. But she let it go as the 
Dragokkaren put down his cola and once more began to speak in calmer tones: “Celestial 
had no brothers or sisters, either… so both the DePriese and Narrius bloodlines live on 
only in two people, and that’s yourself and Zerrex. Therefore, the only family I can leave my 
assets to are yourself and my nephew, and I’m well aware that Zerrex will split his fortunes 
equally with yourself  and your mother if  he is the one to receive it.”

Cindy smiled a bit at the Dragokkaren, once more recognizing he wasn’t omnipotent 
after all as she nodded, then paused a moment before deciding to go ahead with it; he had 
been honest enough with her about his family, after all. “You do realize Cherry isn’t actually 
my mother, right?”

Requiem blinked, looking somewhat surprised as he tilted his head and frowned 
slightly. “But I found the marriage certificate… it was one of the ways I managed to trace 
them this far. And you were listed as the child of  the marriage…”

 “Adopted. I guess you missed the fine print… or maybe they just didn’t wanna mess 
around with Daddy long enough to write down that I was his but not Cherry’s blood.” The 
female glanced down and laughed softly, then she looked back up as she finished off her 
first burger, chewing reflectively for a few moments as Requiem continued to look at her 



mildly. Then she swallowed and finally stated in her best just-the-facts voice: “I was born 
from Daddy raping my blood mother, who was killed in this town quite a number of years 
ago now.”

This time she wasn’t disappointed, and found another faint stirring of quiet amusement 
and strange sympathy for the goliath as he reacted in the same way as everyone else did: he 
blinked, looked hesitant, glanced down, then merely sat there uncomfortably for a few 
moments before finally clearing his throat and reaching for his salad, beginning to eat – 
mostly as an excuse to avoid fumbling with any words. Cindy smiled faintly at this: she had 
long ago gotten over how she’d been born, and the inner conflict that had twisted her up so 
long at the deep love she’d always held in her very soul for her father… despite how he’d 
managed to become her father. “It’s okay… it’s… Dad is a wonderful person. Despite what 
he says, or anything he’s done… I believe in him, and that he’s good inside.” She stopped, 
then glanced down as she began to unwrap her other burger. “I don’t think you’re a bad guy 
yourself, Requiem. I’m… I’m sorry we got off  on the wrong foot.”

Once more, Requiem looked at her with surprise, his blue eyes curious… then he 
nodded a bit and put his fork down, once more pushing away the salad but now picking up 
one of the hamburgers. “I am myself, and I’d also like to apologize for whatever I have to 
do in the future.” A pause, then a bit of a shrug and quiet laugh. “Both of us are bound by 
our loyalties to someone the other might see as… someone less than likeable.” Another 
pause, then a bit of  a smile. “Although I’ve never truly disliked my nephew, to be honest.”

 “Nah… he’s hard to hate if you really get to know him.” Cindy replied softly, then the 
two ate in silence for a short time, finishing their meal: Requiem left a burger and about 
half his fries unfinished, putting them into a thermal bag he kept in his luggage to store 
meals while he travelled to save for later, then he dug through his suitcases and produced a 
small first aid kit, holding it up and looking at the female questioningly.

Cindy reached back and touched her back gently: it was no longer bleeding, but it still 
hurt like hell and she was admittedly worried a bit about infection… although it sometimes 
got her scoffed at by her parents, she did have a lot of concern over even the smallest of 
cuts if they came from something that could be carrying one of many different kinds of 
nasty bacteria… Not my fault I haven’t been exposed to every biowarfare chemical on the 
planet… ugh. One of them’s probably going to die of something stupid like stepping on a 
nail one day because they think they can just laugh it off… “Yeah… um… thanks.”

Requiem nodded, then he walked around the table, moving the oil lamp to cast a clearer 
light on her back as Cindy turned around and shifted uncomfortably, gripping her knees 
and bending forwards a bit. She was painfully aware that the huge Dragokkaren was not 
only her captor, but that now he had her totally vulnerable and was currently examining her 
back to check for wounds… and then she winced a bit, stiffening up as his fingers moved 
over her: he was oddly gentle, but it was too easy to imagine all the things the huge male 
could do if  he wanted…

The Dragokkaren, thankfully, seemed to recognize this, so instead of asking her to calm 
down or saying anything else stupid, he merely went about his work, opening the medical 



kit with his other hand and lightly starting to dab antiseptic on the wounds, making Cindy 
hiss through her teeth and mutter a variety of creative obscenities she had learned from 
Cherry. She tried her best not to fidget or pull away, however, even as she felt him probing a 
finger at one of her wounds and a series of small, quick pains she thought was him poking 
the cotton ball – or whatever the hell he was using to dab the accursed cleaning stuff on her 
– along a wound… before he stopped, and she heard the distinct sound of snapping thread 
as Requiem said mildly: “You should be good now. You had a deep gouge in your back. I 
just sewed it closed.”

 “You… what?” Cindy blinked, reaching a hand back… and she did indeed feel a series 
of neat, tight stitches as she stared incredulously at the Dragokkaren, who was putting away 
a needle and black thread back into the medical case. “The fuck!”

 “Well, I said I’d take care of your wounds. And I doubt it hurt that much, did it?” 
Requiem asked absently, obviously already knowing the answer. Then he paused and 
shrugged, looking down at her evenly. “If I’d stopped to tell you I was stitching you up, I’m 
sure you would have freaked out and whined through the whole thing-”

 “Hey, kiss my ass!” Cindy snarled immediately in return, reaching up and snaring the 
Dragokkaren’s collar and jerking his head down a bit, causing the giant to look somewhat 
surprised – with him, even a feat as simple as that took strength, and it looked like the 
female Drakkaren hadn’t even had to exert herself. “Daddy’s stitched me up before, and I 
don’t whine! I was just… surprised. That’s all.”

She snorted, then released the tall reptile’s shirt and crossed her arms, looking back and 
forth moodily. Requiem straightened, then he brushed his shirt off lightly before pausing 
and reaching down to gently take one of her arms, pulling it easily loose and out to the 
side, making Cindy half-glare up at him… then his eyes moved over her body, and he asked 
plainly: “Do you want me to take care of  the rest of  these?”

The Drakkaren opened her mouth to say no… but the then thought of the rusty chains 
digging into her and passing on Gods-knew-what kind of toxins and poisons and bacteria 
and diseases made her shudder and wince, jerking her arm free and rubbing her head slowly. 
Much as she loved Elliot, he was a clean freak… and from all her work with him, she had 
picked up some of his somewhat-irrational fears. But then she went with her original idea, 
instead recrossing her arms and responding evenly: “I’m alright, thanks.”

Requiem glanced down at her, then he merely shrugged and nodded, putting away the 
medical kit before getting up and – to her amazement – leaving the sawmill. She was left 
dumbfounded for a moment, but by the time she realized she could at least attempt to 
make a run for it through the open door, the Dragokkaren had returned and now closed the 
door behind him… and Cindy couldn’t help but laugh faintly as she saw what he carried in 
one hand. “You expected me to escape, didn’t you?”

 “I would have been disappointed otherwise.” Requiem’s muzzle quirked with the 
faintest of smiles as he rose the wooden wheel he’d brought in: wrapped around and around 
it was a polished steel chain, made of small, close-fitting links. Cindy guessed there was over 
a hundred feet worth there… and she would have been unsurprised to find out Requiem 



had simply bought the whole three hundred feet available at the hardware store he’d stopped 
in and taken the storage wheel with it. His next statement, however, did startle her: “You’re 
truly Zerrex’s daughter.”

She simply sat facing him for a moment, looking over the table at him quietly… then 
she quickly lowered her head, wiping at her eyes with a wrist and managing a broken: 
“Thank you…” at the swell of pride and sudden longing she felt. She trembled a bit… and 
Requiem gave her a moment to recover herself before he walked around the table and gently 
grasped her shoulder, pulling her lightly to her feet before guiding her over to the pillar.

Cindy sat down willingly, swallowing a bit as she sat in the same familiar position, once 
more with her back against the heavy wooden log… and then Requiem dropped to a kneel 
as he began to unwind the chain. He draped the first length over her lap, then began to 
circle the pillar again and again, the chain forming a layer over her that slowly built higher 
and higher, until he finally stopped and put the wheel down behind the log; grasping the 
other end of the chain, he pulled a single metal spike out of his pocket. Then he pulled 
both the end of the chain and the other side leading into the wheel tight, before sliding the 
spike through the link at either end and finally shoving the spike forwards and burying it 
into the thick wood of  the pillar, effectively locking the chain in place.

The female winced and struggled a bit, then she glanced down at herself and laughed 
faintly: the Dragokkaren was no longer underestimating her, that much was certain. Over a 
third of the available chain formed a tight blanket that went from her waist to her 
shoulders, and held her fast against the log without being too tight… tight enough she 
couldn’t shift very easily or slid free, but loose enough she’d have to throw herself forwards 
to push against the majority of the chain. And this time she’d heard Requiem pound 
something into the other end of the log, probably through the links to hold the chain in 
place… but even without that, there was the same concept as with the rope she’d earlier 
slipped free of. From the sheer amount wrapped around her, and the way it constricted 
her… it would still be a hell of a fight to get free even without whatever was holding it in 
place.

Requiem walked in front of her, looking down at her with his massive, muscular arms 
crossed… but Cindy looked back up at him bravely, with the faintest of smiles on her face 
and her eyes narrowed. You don’t even know it… but you gave me exactly what I needed to 
hear to not give up hope… “I’m going to break out of this, too, you know. And if I do, 
you gotta promise me something.”

The Dragokkaren tilted his head, once more finding himself impressed by the female’s 
show of courage – it wasn’t theatrical, nor was it forced… it was just there. He liked that… 
but he kept his face and eyes impassive as he tilted his head. “What’s that?”

 “No more tying me to this goddamn pillar. You can chain me up on a leash or put 
manacles on me or whatever, but this is starting to hurt my back and I’m sick of my legs 
falling asleep.” Cindy answered, as she fidgeted a bit in the chains to test how far she could 
lean to either side. Requiem merely looked at her with what she thought was faint 
entertainment, and she couldn’t help snorting and shrugging as she continued to meet his 



eyes evenly, before finally saying mildly: “And get me a bucket or something. I don’t want to 
smell like pee when Daddy rescues me.”

Requiem rolled his eyes, then he turned and shook his head, walking over to the 
wooden table they had eaten at earlier and glancing around for a book to read to pass the 
time while the female struggled against her new bindings… but nonetheless considering her 
requests.

Zerrex sat on the couch, Cherry’s arms around his neck and her body pressed tight 
against him as he held her quietly to his body, the female laying along the length of the 
furnishing as she rested her head against the muscular chest of the reptile. They still hadn’t 
gotten around to talking much… they’d come home, had a hard workout that left the 
reptile’s entire body aching, and showered together – for once, though, they’d both been too 
exhausted to bother with anything more sexual than Cherry soaping up his member and 
rinsing it off for him while muttering about how it was like washing a boneless arm or leg 
on a normal person.

Then they’d had a sparse dinner of sandwiches and curled up together in the living 
room… and the male Drakkaren was starting to feel drowsy and strangely lonely despite 
the company of his wife. He wanted Cindy… he wanted to hold her, and feel her against 
his body… he missed her in a way he didn’t want to admit. And, from Cherry’s quiet 
behavior, he thought she did too… although she didn’t want to admit how much she’d 
grown to love and care for the Drakkaren who’d become her daughter in more than just 
name.

Then the female opened one eye and looked up at Zerrex as he gazed back down at her 
softly, and she finally asked a question in a voice that expressed a tone the Drakkaren didn’t 
know the female had: meekness. “Do you want to tell me that story you promised earlier?”

Zerrex thought for a moment about saying no… about all the ways he could change the 
subject, which ranged from hitting her to kissing her to grabbing her crotch… but then he 
finally nodded quietly instead, realizing that it would probably be better for them both if 
they could just learn to talk about their goddamn feelings like Cindy was always trying to 
do. And at the thought of her, their beautiful darling child, everything became a bit easier 
and Zerrex laughed faintly, tilting his head upwards as he hugged Cherry against his chest 
and she returned the tight embrace around his neck, sitting up a bit in his lap and curling 
closer to his scarred, masculine chest. “Yeah. I… I guess I should…”

He closed his eyes, sorting his thoughts for a few moments, letting the silence spiral 
out… and when he opened his mouth, he had no idea what he was going to say, but 
suddenly the words were simply coming to him, and all he needed to do was let his mind 
float and visualize the memories… the things he had tried so hard to repress and hide 
from, to bury in him and kill with violence and sate with bloodlust. It had never worked, 
though… but as he spoke, as he went back to those days in the past, as he began to open 
up and let himself flow not just along the story he meant to tell but all the other tangents 
of  his past that went with it, it felt like finally he was starting to put the dead to rest.



 “I… when I was a kid, I lived with my mother, Celestial, for most of the year… 
although during summers and… holidays and stuff… I usually went to my… my father’s 
mansion, and lived with him… they weren’t divorced or anything, it was… just the way 
they lived…”

~~~

When Zerrex wakes up, he doesn’t know that today’s going to be hell. All he can think 
about is that the new episode of Galactic Heroes is on, and that if he stays up late and 
sneaks downstairs, he can watch one of those more-adult shows he’s been into lately. Sure, 
he’s only eight… but he can handle it. Besides… he finds a strange appeal in the violence, 
and the things that happen. It’s only make-believe anyway, right? Everyone knows that 
television is pretty much all made up stuff… and he’s smart enough to know that.

The Drakkaren yawns as he sits up in bed, scratching his head and glancing at the clock 
with a bit of a smile: it’s seven forty-two in the morning. He’s always been an early riser, 
even on weekends… something that’s never really ceased to irritate his mother, since he 
tends to wake her up with his antics and eventual hunt through the fridge for breakfast. 
And now he scampers out of bed, clad only in a pair of underwear and rubbing at a chest 
that’s already surprisingly well-muscled for an eight-year-old… but his father keeps him on 
a rigorous training schedule and he has the advantage of  prime genetics on his side as well.

He glances back and forth, then reaches up and plays with his hair a bit as he walks over 
to the large mirror hanging on the wall, just above his dresser. He peers at his reflection, 
still not exactly used to the weird freak of nature that’s both blessed and cursed him with 
hair: it makes him stand out even more than he does already, and he’s not really sure if he’s 
exactly fond of that fact or not. But at least now it’s nowhere near as long as it will one day 
grow to – no, for now it’s short and almost cropped, a conservative, polite hairstyle that his 
father insists on him maintaining.

Then he shakes his head quickly and smiles at himself in the mirror, rubbing a hand 
over a face that already is beginning to lose its innocence: even at this young age, he’s already 
learned most of the truths of life, from sex and death to the hard, cold fact that good 
people don’t always win. He’s learned that sometimes he won’t be punished for shoving over 
people smaller than himself or hurting others who get in his way… and likewise, he’s been 
improving his ability to sidestep the laws written by both his mother and the world outside.

Zerrex stretches and yawns, then he grabs a pair of pants from where they hang on the 
back of a chair. He slides them on, then leaves his room and starts towards the stairs before 
pausing and instead glancing towards his mother’s room. The door is open a crack, and he 
can’t help but smile a bit and quietly walk forwards, almost wanting to make an exaggerated 
tiptoeing motion but knowing it wouldn’t really help.

He quietly slides a hand into the opening, then he pushes the door open and sticks his 
head in: his mother is deep asleep on the large, fluffy bed that takes up most of the room. 
It’s mostly dark, the only light shining in from the edges around the curtain, and Celestial 
DePriese Narrius is snoring quietly, her blanket thrown off to the side sometime during the 



night. Zerrex stands quietly in the doorway, admiring her, and feeling strange sensations 
running through him as he looks over her. 

She has scales that are a gentle evergreen, lightening on her chest, and they have the 
faintest purple tinge to them – it gave them an interesting, almost-glow in the light, and 
sometimes she all but sparkled with the dark color when she moved. A strange but beautiful 
paradox that just made her look all the more beautiful to her son, as he steps a bit deeper 
into the room, looking over her shapely form, lithe body, firm breasts and smooth stomach. 
She’s only dressed in a pair of panties and a long, wrinkled sleep shirt… but this has been 
mostly pulled up, and he has a good view of her body from where he stands. He wants to 
get closer… he wants to touch her… but he knows at the same time he shouldn’t hold 
these feelings for his mother, so instead he quietly backs out of her room and heads 
downstairs.

In the darkness of the room, Celestial opens a single eye – it’s a brilliant green, even 
brighter than her son’s – and watches him leave as she gives a bit of a quiet smile. She 
knows he’s confused, and that he doesn’t always do the right thing sometimes… and hell, 
sometimes he doest the wrong thing just because it seems fun… but she also knows he 
means well. A child of abuse herself, she wants to do right by him… despite knowing that 
her first and largest mistake was letting herself get involved with the monster that is 
Zerrex’s father. But these are Zerrex’s memories, Zerrex’s past, and he can’t guess accurately 
to what happened or her thoughts much past this.

The Drakkaren, however, now is happily seated downstairs in the living room of the 
small house, enraptured in the television as he sits cross-legged on the carpet, ignoring the 
small couch to one side of the room and the armchair behind him. The only furnishing he’s 
bothered with is the small table, and all he’s done is pull it a bit closer so he can put the 
juice box he’s grabbed from the fridge on it without having to reach too far. He likes this 
house, and in fact he likes it more than he does the Estate he spends so much time at but 
works so hard to otherwise put out of his mind, and he thinks that one day he’ll own a 
house just like this, even if he becomes rich like his father… except for some reason, he 
wants a basement, thinks that’s important. He doesn’t know that his plans for the future 
will indeed come true, unlike so many others his age, and perhaps this is also a gift.

For a little while he sits and watches the cartoons and plays on the television, sipping at 
his milk, not feeling any distinct urge to go and grab breakfast for himself… then, after 
some time, he pushes a hand against his chest and looks back and forth, thinking about 
some of the things he’s seen on the late-night shows and the sex-talk he had with his 
mother not so long ago. He glances down at his crotch, wondering to himself as he 
sometimes did about if he could make his penis get hard like it was supposed to… sure, he 
thinks it’s happened once or twice by itself, but those times he was busy watching one of 
the adult shows, and it always seemed to happen when one of the scenes came up where the 
hero and his female counterpart started doing the sex thing together.

He frowned slightly, then glanced over his shoulder before searching the room and 
finally settling his eyes on the clock hanging on the wall: it’s only eight-something, and he 



figures he has at least until nine or nine thirty before his mother wakes up, if he keeps 
quiet. He bites the inside of his cheek, almost giggling a bit to himself, then he finally 
stands up, unbuttoning his pants and then pushing both them and his boxers down. He 
looks around as he steps out of the lower-body clothing, then he blushes a bit as he sits in 
the armchair, settling himself and looking down at his hanging penis and rounded navy-
blue testicles. 

Right now, it isn’t to the point where it’s hard to put tight pants on – but that will 
certainly come in the future – but it is still surprisingly-large for an eight year old. It’s also 
thick, and he thinks that’s a good thing… his mother mentioned something about 
thickness, anyway, when they had their little talk. He pauses, then smiles a bit at the 
thoughts of his mother… she was only a foot and some inches taller than he was, but she 
was so beautiful… and he thinks back to her in bed upstairs, with most of her body 
revealed and almost shimmering in the light…

Zerrex blinks as he feels a twitch, and he glances down before his eyes widen slightly at 
what’s happening with his shaft. He watches, tilting his head and licking his muzzle slowly, 
excited by what’s happening as his penis begins to grow a bit… and he realizes with 
something like a mix of horror and ecstasy that thinking about his mother is what’s causing 
him to get an erection. He stares at himself as it grows big and bulging, thick and incredibly 
stiff… and almost hesitantly he reaches down to squeeze the firm shaft, blinking again at 
the feel before he quickly gets up, looking around the neatly-kept room excitedly and 
heading over to a cabinet, his hard shaft gripped firmly in one hand, testicles bouncing with 
every step.

He opens one of the drawers and begins to rummage through, looking for a ruler so he 
can measure himself… and then he hears a throat being cleared and he straightens in 
surprise, eyes widening and face turning beet-red as he looks towards the stairway: his 
mother is standing at the bottom of the stairs, her head tilted, a bit of a smile on her face 
as she stands in her nightshirt, one hand resting lightly on the banister. Zerrex opens his 
mouth, horrified that he’s been caught – and naked, no less – by his mother, and then he 
turns to her before realizing that he’s still hard: in fact,  seeing her standing there, 
silhouetted in the light of the window, beautiful beyond his ability to say… well, it’s done 
nothing to make him lose his erection.

Celestial looks at her son with softness and affection in her eyes: she understands better 
than Zerrex does about the feelings he has, and about what’s going on… and she has 
something she wants to do, as she strides slowly across the room and leans down a bit, 
hands on her knees and putting her muzzle end-to-end with her son’s, smiling into his eyes 
as the tall but still so young male gulped and looked back nervously. She knows it might be 
wrong… that society would take her son away from her and lock her up if they ever found 
out… but she wants to share it with him. She realizes to a point she’s repeating a past she 
herself hates and loathes… after all, her first sexual experience was at around the same time 
as her son’s will be, when she was raped by her father. But at the same time, she wants to 
amend her own past in some freak way… she wants to give her son a good first experience 
with someone who can be trusted to never betray him or what will become their little 



secret. She doesn’t realize the effects this will have on Zerrex in the future, both negative 
and positive… and nor does she realize what she’s setting in motion for the days ahead.

She kisses her son’s nose, making the tall reptile twitch back a bit, then she reaches 
down and gently takes one of his hands, brushing the steely firmness of his shaft, making 
her son let out a soft breath of surprise as she stands and tugs on his arm gently. He looks 
up at her with blind love and loyalty, and she smiles again, tilting her head quietly and 
saying in her wonderfully-soft, gentle voice: “Come on, Zerrex. I want to do something 
with you… a bit of  a continuation of  our little sex talk, I guess you could say.”

Zerrex merely nods, then allows himself to be led by his mother through the living 
room, watching her nightshirt billow as she moves, unable to take his eyes from her. Still, 
his penis is throbbing, still it remains ridiculously hard and makes him feel like an idiot… 
but his mother takes all those feelings away and makes him feel happy and loved with just a 
smile over her shoulder. She’s the polar opposite of his father, who he respects but also 
hates, the few strings of love he feels – and it is love more out of bitter responsibility as a 
son than real care – fraying already. He is disgusted by his father and his actions, and he 
wishes that he could live only with the angel who is his mother.

She leads him up the stairs, and once more into the comfortable darkness of her room: 
together, they sit on the bed, and they look at each other for a few moments, not speaking, 
before finally his mother breaks the quiet, still holding his hand with one of her own and 
reaching the other up to stroke his face gently as she says: “I love you, Zerrex… let me love 
you, okay?”

The hand moving gently down his muzzle pulls back as her son gazes up at her with 
affection in his emerald eyes, then he simply nods and delights in his mother’s smile. Then, 
slowly, she reaches gently out…

He closes his eyes, letting out a quiet gasp as she wraps her hand around his penis, 
squeezing it slowly, making him tremble a bit in a feeling of ecstasy. He squeezes her hand 
tight, then his eyes open with worry and he looks up at his mother’s loving, soft features, 
tilting his head and asking in a meek voice: “Mom… this is… we’re not supposed to do 
this, are we?”

 “It’s okay.” Celestial responds gently, leaning forwards and placing a soothing kiss on 
her son’s cheek, making him smile a bit and tilt his head, eyes partially closing as he lets out 
another breath at the feeling of his mother stroking him gently once again. “Every family 
has its secrets… let this be one of ours. It’s okay between us, because we love each other… 
it’s making our love physical. You want to do that, don’t you, son? Show me how much you 
love me?”

Zerrex opened his eyes again, then he nodded vigorously, making Celestial laugh quietly 
as she moved a hand to press gently against her son’s abdominals, rubbing slowly there as 
she met his eyes as he spoke: “I do… I just… I wanna be really good, and if we do… you 
know… I… don’t wanna make you disappointed…”

He blushes at his own words: to him, they sound so adult, and like something he could 
get in trouble for. But Celestial merely looks at him softly, then she leans in and gently 



whispers beside his head, as she traces a finger down his firm length: “I’m sure you’ll be the 
best I’ve ever had, my son…”

The Drakkaren swallows a bit and nods, then his mother smiles at him as she gently 
grips his shaft, leaning in and whispering quietly: “But hey. My big boy looked like he was 
going to get something back downstairs. What was that?” As she speaks, her hand moves 
slowly to the base, and she can’t help but be amazed despite herself at the size her son is 
already – it’s large and thick enough to make many the average adult male jealous already. 
She has an idea that in the future, her son will definitely be around the same size as his 
father… big enough that his penis will almost always guarantee a lot of tearing and 
stretching, in other words. She doesn’t know why, but this makes her proud… and she 
smiles at her son’s fidgeting and blushing.

Finally, he says in an embarrassed voice: “I uh… I wanted to measure myself and see 
just how big I was…” He blushes deeper, then tilts his head curiously as his mother nods 
and releases him before slipping away. He watches as she gets off the bed, then she pauses 
and smiles over her shoulder at her son, who stares and lets out a quiet sound of awe as his 
mother slowly strips her shirt off, then pushes her panties down and stands nude, with her 
back to him… then she opens her dresser, and pulls out a small box – it’s her sewing kit. 
She turns back around, and Zerrex’s eyes fall on her naked body. He’s seen her naked once 
before, when she explained sex to him and pointed out the parts of her form, demonstrated 
the differences between females and males… but he takes in the curve of her hips and 
breasts, the shape of the lips of her sex, all this like it’s brand new. His mother sits on the 
bed in front of him, opening the kit, but his eyes are locked on her body as he feels his 
penis throbbing almost painfully, and his heart skips a beat when she looks up at him with 
the love and adoration he feels for her reflected deeply in her eyes.

Then she pulls out a measuring tape and puts the kit aside on the nightstand, gently 
putting a hand to her son’s surprisingly-strong chest and pushing him down: he lets himself 
fall back onto the fluffy heaven of her blankets and mattress, and then he half-lifts himself 
up to watch with incredulity as her mother gently presses the metal end of the measurer at 
the base of his shaft, making him twitch a bit at the feeling of the cold pressing lightly 
against his flesh, and then she pulls it slowly out, keeping the cloth measuring tape pressed 
tight against his penis, making him swallow at the feeling of it. She laughs quietly, and reads 
off the measurement, saying softly: “Ten inches. My boy’s big… would he like me to 
measure how thick he is, too?”

Zerrex swallows and nods, smiling, touched deeply by his mother’s attention… but he 
bites the inside of his muzzle before shaking his head, instead looking up into his mother’s 
eyes and saying in a shy, quiet voice: “No mom… I… I just wanna make love to you…” 
His eyes are almost pleading as he gazes up at her, and she realizes that he’s likely already 
close to release: after all, it’s not like her son has yet done much in the way of masturbation, 
and even the gentle touchings upon his shaft must be both exotic and erotic for him.

She nods, then gently pushes him against the bed, holding him down for a moment as 
she leans down to kiss his cheek: then she pulls back a bit, letting their eyes meet, before she 



slowly pushes her lips to his. Their muzzles meet, and then she gently kisses him in a way 
she knows mothers shouldn’t kiss their sons, but the feelings she has for him are undeniable. 
Zerrex’s eyes flutter, and he is frozen with amazement for a moment at the feeling of his 
mother’s mouth on his own… but then he is kissing her back as best he can, letting their 
tongues entwine, feeling his mouth moving with hers as his eyes slide closed in bliss.

A few moments later, Celestial pulls back, then traces gentle kisses down her son’s 
masculine breast, moving her hands down to gently grip his waist: there’s one other thing 
she wants to do before they get started. She wants him to experience all the joys of sex, 
wants this to be their first but not last time, wants to go over everything she can with 
him… and so she trails soft kisses along her son’s abdominals to his waist, and she feels 
him but a hand on her head out of reflex as she grips his shaft in one hand, tilting it up 
slightly. She looks up at her son as he tenses up a bit, but he relaxes as their eyes meet… 
before his head tilts back, toeclaws curling and a quiet moan coming from his muzzle as 
Celestial lowers her head and takes her son’s penis into her jaws. 

His shaft is hot and throbbing, and feels him buck as he moans again, his back arching a 
bit, his hands moving to grip his mother’s head firmly. He is in an unspeakable ecstasy as 
his mother forces her head down a bit more, her muzzle finally pressing to his waist firmly 
as she takes all of his long shaft into her mouth. She feels his hips buck again, but the 
feeling of his bulging, rounded cockhead rubbing gently at the back of her throat doesn’t 
bother her, as she slowly begins to draw back up his penis, one hand moving to grip the 
base of  his shaft gently as her muzzle remains sealed around the firm, hot flesh.

She draws up until only the head remains in her mouth, then she bobs her muzzle back 
down firmly, drawing her hand away and pushing it gently down onto his abdominals as his 
fingers squeeze lightly into her skull. Once more she takes his entirety into her muzzle, but 
she can already feel him stiffening up, can hear her son’s moans roughening with bliss… 
and so she carefully opens her mouth and draws her head up, letting the saliva coated shaft 
drop back down and feeling it slap her hand gently as she gazes up at her son lovingly.

Zerrex pants softly, amazed at the feelings rolling through his body, then he slowly tilts 
his head down to gaze at his mother with wonder and adoration. She looks back with a soft 
smile, letting him rest for a few moments as he moves one hand to gently rub his chest 
before finally shifting her body to straddle him, putting a leg on either side of him and 
sliding up so that her crotch floats over his, and she gazes down into his eyes and asks 
softly: “Do you love me?”

 “Yes, I do, Mom… I love you…” The young Drakkaren replies, nodding seriously and 
meeting her eyes almost solemnly. Celestial smiles quietly, then she leans down and gently 
kisses his lips for a moment, making Zerrex’s own smile cover his muzzle for a few 
moments as his eyes remain locked with his mother’s, green and green looking deep into 
each other. Then she reaches down and gently grasps his throbbing shaft, pulling him slowly 
up as his eyes roll down her body, over her breasts, taunt stomach and finally to the slit that 
the head of  his penis now presses against, the young child swallowing thickly.



 “It’s going to feel even more amazing than what I just did.” Celestial says softly, and 
Zerrex nods, nervous nonetheless – he wants to please his mother. Then, he feels her 
lowering her body, and watches as his penis pushes into her lips, parting her sex and then 
sliding smoothly into her passage: it grips him with a firm, wonderful heat, and he grunts 
quietly before looking up at his mother as she gives a soft moan.

Her eyes are closed, and her expression is of the deepest pleasure as she lowers herself 
with agonizing slowness, feeling inch after inch of her son penetrating into her vagina 
before finally, her lips kiss his waist. She lets herself sit upon his body, knowing his strength 
is enough to easily support her, and then she opens her beautiful green eyes to look down at 
her child as she gently reaches down to take her son’s hands; she leans forwards a bit, 
guiding them up to her breasts, and Zerrex blushes quietly even as his mind rollicks with 
joy. He says nothing, but only goes on instinct, hands gently squeezing into his mother’s 
large, firm swells… and he begins to fondle them with a bit more confidence and firmness 
at her encouraging smile, before he lets out another quiet groan as she begins to rock her 
body slowly up and down his shaft.

Automatically, he starts to thrust slowly up into her body: when she gives a soft moan, 
he thinks he’s done something wrong for a moment and almost stops himself, before he 
realizes it was a sound of pleasure, his mother lowering her head and gently lifting one of 
his hands to press against her face, squeezing it tight with her own and keeping it placed 
firmly there. Her other hand drops, giving him free reign to play with her bust as he pleases, 
and his eyes once more drop to watch her gently-bouncing breasts, the tall-for-his-age 
Drakkaren filled with awe.

Zerrex feels a strange sensation building in his body, and his muscles are bulging, as if 
he’d been working out: the feelings rolling through his mind and the instincts guiding him 
only let him look at these odd new feelings with a weird distance, however. Most of his 
body and mind, instead, are dedicated only to feeling the immense pleasure growing in his 
form as he thrusts steadily upwards into his mother’s body, loving the feeling of his penis 
pushing deep into her, blissful at this new idea of  physically making love.

He only lasts a few moments more before a strange hardening sensation takes over his 
shaft, and he groans quietly as he suddenly feels the urge to buck faster: his mother’s breaths 
shorten as he begins to pound his shaft up into her with surprising strength, and soon she’s 
unable to keep up with the rate of his thrusts as his hand squeezes firmly into her breast, 
the other staying pressed tightly against her features as she opens her eyes, releasing a quiet 
groan at the ecstasy rolling through her form from her son’s movements.

Then she feels the release, and Zerrex’s eyes widen before closing tight as he arches his 
back, thrusting hard again and again up into his mother’s body as he feels his stiffer-than-
steel penis firing burst after burst of his seed into her, spilling into her as he lets out a 
groan and rocks his head back and forth, feeling his mother’s body falling forwards a bit, 
her hand pushing firmly against his chest as she bucks her hips powerfully down against 
him: a few moments later, it’s over, and he releases the firm grip on her breast but keeps his 



other hand pressed against her features as he stares up at her lovingly, still buried inside of 
her, penis still throbbing and hard as he pants quietly.

Her eyes gaze lovingly back down at him, and she shifts a bit, heat and amazing pleasure 
rolling through her own body: she’s impressed that her son almost brought her to orgasm. 
At the most, she’d expected that he’d give a few thrusts and then release a short load into 
her… but as she slowly shifts and pulls herself slowly off of his penis, she feels a bit of his 
seed leak down her thigh and she smiles as she lays in bed next to him, wrapping her arms 
tight around the child as he rolls against her and presses to his body. He’s done far better 
than she thought he would… and she’s confident that next time she’ll get her wish.

He lays against her, head pressed against her breasts, panting softly still as she strokes 
gently through his hair, and Zerrex can do little else than revel in the pleasure and listen to 
his mother cooing about how well he’s done with a swell of pride. He curls up a bit, 
enjoying the feeling of cuddling like this, feeling himself still hard and leaking a bit of the 
strange white stuff from his still-hard but amazingly-sensitive penis, and for a few moments 
he’s in Heaven. This becomes one of his treasured, most secret, and most wonderful 
memories of his mother… laying with her after sex, after making love, and simply enjoying 
each other’s company.

They spend an hour like this, sometimes sharing gentle affections, and every kiss is as 
wonderful as the first for Zerrex. Celestial feels nothing but adoration, pride, and love for 
her son… and she soon realizes that she loves him far more, far deeper than she’s ever loved 
his father. More, she wants to be with him through all his years of growing up, and remain 
both a friend and loving parent… and that maybe one day, when he’s old enough, she wants 
to… well, that’s something to consider for another day. But then she pauses in her 
thoughts, her hands continuing to massage up and down Zerrex’s back as he half-snoozes 
against her body, tilting her head upwards before she smiles faintly at her own critical 
misstep. They are both Drakkaren; as it stands, she could be carrying his children. Little as 
she wants to, it means she has to take some steps to ensure that Zerrex doesn’t become a 
father at the ridiculously-early age of eight… and so she slowly gets up and climbs out of 
bed, as Zerrex watches her with affection and love, shifting so he rests with his head 
propped up on one arm.

Celestial glances up at the large, oval mirror mounted in the wall, and she blinks: for a 
moment, it’s like she almost sees a different person in that bed, a much-larger, more-
powerful Drakkaren… as if she catches a glimpse of the future for a moment. But then it 
goes back to being her son – impressive, but no adult yet, and nowhere near as large as he 
will someday become. She gives a bit of a smile, then looks over her shoulder as she begins 
to sort through her dressers, saying softly: “Mommy’s gotta go out for a while, okay, kiddo? 
I need to pick up something to make sure that we don’t burden our little family any more 
than we already are.”

She pauses, thinking of the consequences, and barely represses a shiver at the thought of 
what Zerrex’s father would do should he ever find out about what had just occurred: it’s 
truly a terrifying thought. But then she shakes her head a bit and continues to get dressed as 



her son gives a sound in the affirmative, continuing to watch her with nothing but 
undiluted affection. Celestial can feel his eyes on her body, and she enjoys the warmth his 
gaze bestows upon her: enjoys the fact that he still looks at her as if she is the most 
beautiful thing in the world even after she’s put her clothes back on.

Then she’s dressed, and she ushers Zerrex gently out of bed and back into his pants. He 
smiles as he hops into his clothes, before Celestial gently steers him down the stairs. She 
pauses for a moment, thinking about calling a neighbor to watch him… but then she 
glances down at her son softly and studies him for a few moments as he heads over to the 
fridge, opening it and pulling out the milk. She decides that if he’s old enough to 
experience sex, then he can likely take care of himself for a half-hour or so while she’s 
out… and again, she remembers that he’s not like other children his age. As Zerrex goes 
about the chore of making himself a bowl of cereal, she watches him, slowly picking up her 
purse and taking the keys for the car off the hook by the door. Her eyes are a bit sad: she 
knows that already, Narrius has corrupted something inside their son’s soul, that Zerrex is 
already becoming like his father in ways he doesn’t yet know… and she only hopes that she 
can mend that somehow, someday.

But then she shakes herself from her thoughts and follows Zerrex to the living room, 
squatting down by him and smiling as she looks eye-to-eye with her young boy. “I’m going 
to just go out for a little while… you can be a big boy and take care of yourself for a little 
bit, huh?”

 “Yes, mom.” The Drakkaren smiles at her and nods, meeting her eyes affectionately for 
a moment before looking back to the television and continuing to eat his cereal. Celestial 
feels strangely sorrowful at his behavior: it’s so complacent, so genial… so much older and 
wiser than he should be acting. But then she nods back and stands up, stretching a moment 
before heading to the door in the kitchen and letting herself  out.

Zerrex pauses in his breakfast, then he gets to his feet and walks to the window so he 
can watch his mother depart: he has no problem being alone – in fact, part of the harsh 
training he’s had to endure from his father is to be alone for extended periods of time, 
often in the darkness, and often with nothing to eat or drink. He gazes out the window at 
her with a strange longing he didn’t want to express, forgetting for a moment that his 
mother was different… and he wishes now he had hugged her, clung to her, as she pulls out 
into traffic-

What Zerrex sees next is one the first steps towards the ruination of his spirit and his 
descent into the darker side that exists within him: as his mother backs slowly out into the 
peaceful street, a car suddenly spins around the corner. The windows are tinted black, the 
car is small but moving fast, and Zerrex’s eyes widen. His sharp eyes pick out the figure of 
his mother staring out the window at the car suddenly rushing towards her own, and then 
he sees her turning to try and drive out of  harm’s way, but she is too late.

The car collides with hers, making a horrible crunching sound as the passenger’s side 
takes the impact: it’s enough to make his mother’s classy, old but well-kept car shudder and 
twist to the side a bit, his mother rocking visibly in her seat as the windows shatter and the 



passenger wall of the car crumples. And in that first second, everything looks okay: it’s the 
next second where all hell breaks loose.

The innocuous, small car that has just rammed his mother’s jounces once on its wheels, 
the hood smashed in and the front of the car ruined… and then, without warning, it 
simply explodes in a fiery, impossible blast that releases a boom loud enough to rattle the 
plates in the kitchen and crack the windowpane. Zerrex falls backwards, covering his face at 
the flash of white light and letting out a horrified, childish scream as the sound of the 
explosion fills the air and deafens him: the flash of white light, too, has left him 
temporarily blind. He blinks, trying to climb to his feet, and then sound and vision blur 
back into being and he leaps back towards the window, shrieking: “Mommy! Mommy!”

There’s a flaming wheel rolling slowly down the road, and chunks of broken metal 
everywhere – the remains of the little explosive car that has just rammed his mother’s 
vehicle. That car is in better shape, but barely: the windows are gone, the top of the car has 
peeled back like a piece of tin, the entire passenger’s side is blown to shards and twisted 
chunks of metal. The car is in flames… but his mother isn’t inside. Zerrex looks back and 
forth wildly, pressing against the window hard enough to send more cracks through the 
glass, fear tightening in his body… and then he spots her.

At first, he thinks she’s okay… and then he realizes with horror that she is on fire. 
Celestial stumbles around the street, her arms waving, head tilted back, apparently trying to 
scream but unable to find the voice. Her dress is tattered and in flames, and she is coated in 
her own blood – fragments of metal stick out of her limbs, and a horrible, terrible spike of 
twisted iron is stabbed into her skull. Then she falls forwards even as Zerrex screams again 
and stumbles back from the window, his last vision people streaming from their houses, 
some to help and some to simply gawk…

It’s hours before the child awakens… and a few hours more to calm him down from his 
hysteria after he wakes up in the neighbor’s house. He cries, he is not comforted by their 
pathetic soothing words, he wants to know what has happened to his mother but no one 
will tell him. Then, suddenly, he falls silent as one of the neighbors brings in his father and 
hulking uncle. Narrius is cold and calm as always, his eyes settling on Zerrex with contempt 
at his tear-streaked features and pain… Requiem, on the other hand, looks at Zerrex with 
quiet, unspoken sympathy. Then Zerrex stands silently and bows his head, and Narrius says 
a single word: “Come.”

They leave together, and return to Celestial’s house, one of Narrius’s hands grasping his 
son’s shoulder hard enough to dig his claws through his shirt and draw blood, hard enough 
to grind bones together. They enter, and the first thing Narrius does is throw Zerrex hard 
forwards, and his face slams into the counter before he crumples forwards, mouth and nose 
bleeding, and Narrius speaks in a disgusted voice: “You’re pathetic. Crying over that whore. 
Get up, go clean yourself up, and the rest of whatever mess you’ve made too.” He stops, 
then looks at his son with a snort as Zerrex stands shakily up, keeping his head bowed and 
eyes on the ground. “And put on something respectable.”



Narrius himself is clad in his leather police jacket and a plain dress suit… it looks 
casually-elegant, but doubtless costs at least as much as the house he now stands in. As 
Zerrex leaves, Narrius glances around the kitchen, then he tilts his head and says idly to 
Requiem: “Don’t even think about comforting him while I’m gone. I need to get to the 
hospital… I want you to run interference with the neighbors and have Zerrex disassemble 
and clean the guns in the briefcase.”

 “Yes, brother.” Requiem says quietly, as Zerrex heads up the stairs. The child goes 
quickly to the bathroom, then he runs water over a cloth and wipes his face with it, getting 
rid of the tearstains, the blood, and the wincing at the bruise that’s already beginning to 
form. He tests his muzzle and head gingerly for any more severe damage, but finds nothing, 
and is at least thankful for that. He closes his eyes and lets himself relax for a moment, 
despite the hate, anger, and fear boiling in his body… at the least, he knows his mother is 
likely still alive, or Narrius wouldn’t be in a rush to get to the hospital.

One of the things Zerrex has been taught again and again is to analyze all information 
taken in by his senses, and it’s been pounded into his system again and again… sometimes 
literally. He knows that his father is a heartless, cruel bastard who toys with people, but 
knows enough to protect his own ass… and he knows that if he’s going to the hospital, it’ll 
be to visit his mother and see how she’s doing. Zerrex, however, is still trapped in the 
illusion that Narrius loves Celestial, and would never hurt her in the ways that he’s hurt his 
son… but it won’t be long before he figures out who sent the car bomb. For now, however, 
Zerrex merely decides that his father is showing compassion for a change, in his own weird 
way… and he hates himself for showing weakness and begins to blame himself and even 
agree with his father’s actions against him.

He cleans himself up, then heads to his room and quietly pulls out the clothing he 
knows his father wants to see him in: plain black dress pants, and a fitted, button up white 
dress shirt. Then he heads downstairs to find an open steel briefcase on the floor. The 
inside is lined with foam, and the foam is fitted to the various guns that are stored in the 
case: three handguns, and a rifle broken down into three parts.

Requiem is already polishing one of the handguns silently, and Zerrex looks at him 
quietly for a few moments. His uncle looks back, then he shrugs and nods to the velvet 
cleaning cloth and silver container of cleaner sitting on the table, along with a set of 
cleaning tools. “Your father said he wanted the guns cleaned. Do you remember how to 
break them down?”

 “Yes.” Zerrex nods to the huge Dragokkaren: it’s odd. He remembers Requiem wearing 
the same style of suit and belt that day, all those years in the past, as Requiem did on the 
day he confronted Zerrex after so many years of searching. As Zerrex reaches for a handgun 
– police issue, plain 15mm – he looks down quietly at the ground and adds quietly: “I 
think I was supposed to do this by myself.”

His uncle pauses for a moment in cleaning the chamber, then he merely shrugs again 
and silently begins to put the gun back together, his hands moving with remarkable ease for 



a person who’s never fired a gun. “He didn’t say that specifically. But I guess we just won’t 
tell him, then.”

Zerrex nods again as he begins to pull the 15mm into pieces, placing them down on the 
floor around him and picking up the rag, then he stops and glances at his uncle with the 
faintest of  smiles and appreciation in his eyes. “Thank you.”

Requiem nods again, but his eyes flicker with compassion as he leans past the young 
reptile, placing the now-clean .45 back in the case and pulling out the pieces of the rifle. 
For the next half hour, they quietly work on the weaponry, then Requiem replaces the 
cleaning stuffs in the false-top of the steel briefcase and closes it, carrying it over to the 
door before he comes back with a book on martial arts and a weightlifting magazine. The 
former goes to Zerrex, who begins to study silently as he sits cross-legged on the floor, and 
Requiem lounges in the armchair as he reads from the book. The silence between them is 
almost comforting for the young Drakkaren, who appreciates the presence of his uncle: 
having someone spend time with him, even like this, is a rare gift from his father’s side of 
the family.

An hour or so later, Narrius finally arrives back at the house, apparently irritated over 
something… but that was often the case with the Dragokkaren. He walks into the living 
room, then glances down at Zerrex before his eyes rove coldly to Requiem, and he asks in a 
soft voice: “Did he clean all the guns?”

 “Yes.” Requiem responds, lowering his magazine to meet his brother’s gaze. He is one 
of the few people who can withstand the glare of those ruby eyes… and who can dare to 
match eyes with Narrius without some sort of painful retribution. And finally, it is Narrius 
who looks away first with a snort and a nod. Although he places absolute trust in no one, 
and has even made Requiem suffer and dance just for his own personal entertainment… his 
brother is perhaps also the only person who he places his faith in.

 “Good.” Narrius mutters, then he glances at Requiem again and tosses him a set of 
keys, saying idly: “You should go and lock up the guns back in the safe at home, and pick 
me up a few changes of clothes and some proper weights while you’re there. Then come 
back here.”

Valise City is more than three hours to the north, and it’s already nearing nightfall in 
this small town: Requiem, however, takes the keys without hesitation and nods respectfully 
to his brother before leaving. He doesn’t question, doesn’t protest, merely goes about his 
duty; one moment he is in the chair, and the next he’s heading towards the door, magazine 
forgotten on the living room table. Narrius smiles slightly at this, then he looks down at his 
son and steps forwards, putting his hands behind his back. Zerrex immediately stands, 
keeping his head bowed humbly forwards, and then he looks up as Narrius says softly: 
“Your mother was badly injured, but she’s alive and well. Asleep… and will remain so for 
the next day or more… but she’ll be awake soon. And I also had them run a few other tests 
on her… and they found male sperm in her. Interestingly enough, it had a similar genetic 
makeup as hers… so I was curious as to what you and she were up to.”



Zerrex swallowed, and suddenly shivers wracked his body. He shifted uncomfortably on 
the spot, then remembered his father’s short temper and knew that soon he’d be hurt – and 
likely badly – for not answering. But when he looks up at Narrius’s features, the 
Dragokkaren was smiling coldly, and his ruby eyes held a strange interest… and Zerrex 
decided to go with the honest truth: “Mom and I… made love.”

Narrius snorts at this sentiment: the child couldn’t tell whether it was in contempt, 
disgust, entertainment, or a mixture of the three. “Made love? That’s cute… not to 
mention pathetic and weak.” His hand lashes out, and Zerrex winces as the backhand slap 
caught him hard in the muzzle, firm enough to send him reeling before the same hand 
grabbed his skull and twisted into his hair, jerking his head back as Narrius kneeled slightly 
with a dark grin on his features, his son trying to fight off tears of pain and humiliation as 
his father continues to speak in his terribly-charismatic voice: “You fucked, that’s what you 
did. Your precious mommy used you to get laid, because she hasn’t slept with anyone since I 
decided to leave the worthless whore here and live on my own-”

 “Don’t talk about Mom like that!” Zerrex suddenly bursts out, and then the world 
freezes for a moment before he found himself on his knees, not so much in pain as simply 
numb. Then his brain backfired and started working again, and the Drakkaren child 
screamed at the agony burning in his stomach, blood and ichors running from his muzzle, 
limbs trembling, and staring at a pile of  vomit that he hadn’t even realized he’d thrown up.

Narrius kicks him hard in the face, sending him crashing onto his back before the 
Dragokkaren planted a foot firmly on his chest, looking down at him with anger burning in 
those terrifying crimson eyes. “Don’t talk to your father so rudely, Zerrex… I’m just trying 
to show you the truth. Your mother used you, that’s all. She just abused you and hurt you. I 
bet she said a lot of pretty things… but I’m sure it was just to mask the lust she felt and 
the need for a good fuck.” He stops, then snorts and crosses his arms, and then he slowly 
shakes his head and adds softly: “I want to help you, since you’re my son… I want to help 
show you the truth…”

Zerrex is only able to stare, being crushed under the heel of his father, wanting the pain 
to end and feeling a worm of distrust and doubt slithering into his mind: he closes his eyes 
tightly, trembling, not wanting to believe… and then Narrius adds in an almost idle voice: 
“By the way, I can prove it to you, you know.”

The Drakkaren’s eyes open, and he looks quietly up at his father for a few moments as 
Narrius looks back down at him with that horrible, contemptible smile on his features… 
and then Zerrex whispers: “How?”

Narrius merely laughs quietly and leaves the room for a moment: when he comes back, 
he’s carrying several video tapes, and he tells Zerrex to sit and watch. Zerrex does so… and 
then a video starts playing, and he sees his mother with some male he doesn’t know… and 
to his horror, she starts touching him, starts doing things to him and whispering things that 
are nearly the same as she has told her son that morning.

The Dragokkaren watches with cruel amusement as Zerrex’s heart is broken, and his 
beliefs shattered: he enjoys the pain, enjoys manipulating him, and doesn’t feel any urge to 



bother with an explanation of what his mother is doing, why his mother is having sex with 
these males, whispering those words. He feels there’s no need to explain that Zerrex’s 
mother first worked in the adult film industry doing romantic tales of lust, both soft and 
hardcore… and so now he uses the terrible past that Celestial has tried so hard to forget 
and move away from to his advantage, to destroy her son’s belief  in her.

Zerrex is forced to watch every moment of every tape: to watch her mother ‘make love’ 
to male after male, and even groups of them. He starts to cry hard, shivering, snot leaking 
from his nostrils and reduced to a broken heap… but still Narrius forces him to watch, to 
not miss a moment. There is only one pause – just long enough for Zerrex to clean up the 
bloody vomit on the carpet – before they go back to the movies.

When the last film ends, it’s late at night. Zerrex feels hopeless, his dreams shattered, 
his mother turned into a whore, a manipulative slut in his eyes… and Narrius takes out the 
movie and puts it down before kneeling in front of his son, locking his crimson eyes on the 
child’s emerald and saying in a terrible, soothing voice: “I know it hurts. She’s hurt me, too, 
Zerrex. And all people are like this… you can’t trust anyone but myself. The only thing you 
can do is learn to control them, through pain and power, and to turn their weapons against 
them… would you like to see how to do that? Would you like to see how the strong rule 
over the weak?”

Zerrex swallows thickly, and the faintest of lights in him – a light that never quite goes 
out – whispers to him to say no… but the child of eight is no match for his father, a 
Dragokkaren who is nothing less than a cruel god in his eyes who has shown him a ‘truth’ 
he can never forget. Who has taught him something he will never quite relinquish until 
almost too late… and the only thing he can do is rasp, as tears flow from his eyes: “Yes.”

Normally, Narrius would have crushed his son for the emotions he’s displayed… but 
instead he’s let them grow, to achieve his own ends. Now he uses a tactic far crueller than 
sheer brutality, and one that shows that despite his constant fight for power and his raw, 
physical methods, he still has a terrible intelligence and cunning that matches the devils that 
lurk in the darkest pits of Hell. “Then you have to make yourself strong… no more 
crying, no more giving up or giving in. You’ll have to be cold, and ruthless. You’ll have to 
learn to be as hard as I am… but I know you can, for I am your father, and you are my son. 
I care about you, and have faith in you.”

 “Thank you… father…” Zerrex whispers, his eyes still locked, entranced by the 
crimson of Narrius… and Narrius smiles before he stands and ruffles his son’s hair gently. 
He slowly walks away, then picks up another video tape and heads to the television. He 
places it into the cassette player, and then he glances over his shoulder, watching Zerrex 
compose himself  and harden himself.

 “Think of your mother when you watch these… think of hurting her this way. Think 
of revenge, and let your hate and anger grow in you. Sharpen them to be your fuel and your 
tools… think of all the ways you can rule with this power.” Narrius says, as the film begins. 
Then he walks past his son, and tilts his head, adding idly: “I want you to watch all these 
films tonight and memorize them and what happens. Then get some sleep. When you get 



up tomorrow, watch them again. Study them… and remember to be cruel, and to be strong. 
Remember that the strong will always rule over the weak. Take care of yourself and don’t 
bother me… this is part of  your training.”

 “Yes, father.” Zerrex says softly, not looking away from the screen: he watches as a large 
male Drakkaren grabs a female and throws her against a wall, watches as she screams, 
watches him slap her, hurt her… and part of him rejoices. He lets this part flow through 
him, and he can’t help the growing excitement he feels as he watches the Drakkaren tear 
down his pants and force the female down, forces her to suck his massive, bulging cock. 
Inside, his soul is beginning to tarnish and darken, as he lets the feelings take over and run 
through his body… soon, he finds himself hard, his pants bulging, eyes locked on the 
television. He is not tired at all… and he will watch every movie tonight, every scene.

They are all rape films… gangbangs… gang rapes… snuff films… bondage… the 
hardest of hardcore, the most vicious, and many illegal or real acts caught on tape and 
strung together into a series of violent sex scenes with no coherency, plot or story. And as 
commanded, Zerrex memorizes as much as he can, watches everything, and takes it all in… 
little does he know that already, even at this young age, he’s begun his training for the day 
he will take the role of Captain of the Goth Legion. He doesn’t notice Narrius coming or 
leaving, and nor does he notice Requiem’s entrance, or the Dragokkaren moving Narrius’s 
luggage and possessions into what was once Celestial’s rooms. But he can almost feel the 
pain and pity of  the Dragokkaren as he goes about his work.

Zerrex spends two days like this… and then Narrius brings home his mother from the 
hospital. When they arrive, Zerrex is in his room browsing through porn magazines his 
father has bought him: not for entertainment, but to study the ways the larger dominate the 
smaller, the stronger the weaker, both male and female. He hears his father call him, and he 
quickly comes downstairs… and stops to stare silently at his mother.

She is standing in the middle of the living room, supported by a crutch and wincing at 
Narrius’s grip on her shoulder. Narrius is grinning, and tears are rolling down Celestial’s 
cheeks – she is naked. Burn marks scour her body, scarring her and turning her from 
beautiful to ugly… and she has ripped her stitches. A large bandage is wrapped around her 
head, and then her emerald eyes look at her son’s, and as Zerrex looks back coldly, a new 
pain enters them and tears roll freer down her cheeks. She tries to speak, but Narrius 
clenches harder into her shoulder, his claws ripping through her scale and burying to the 
first knuckle into her flesh, blood rolling down, and all she’s able to do is groan. Her legs 
nearly buckle, but the cruel Dragokkaren behind her easily holds her up from just the 
shoulder, looking at her with cold satisfaction in his ruby eyes.

They look at each other, and then Narrius commands coldly: “Show your mother what 
you’ve learned. Hurt her like she hurt you.”

Zerrex nods silently, then he starts to step forwards… before he sees his mother’s eyes 
again. He hesitates as she looks away, then her eyes flicker back and once more emerald 
meets emerald. Suddenly, Zerrex’s body goes weak at the sight of her, and he forgets 
everything he’s been shown and taught and told… and at the pain in her eyes, the strange 



way that her eyes had flickered so deep with hurt at his willingness to try and hurt her than 
all the agony she must suffer from her ‘car accident…’ he realizes the truth, and his legs give 
out under him and he falls forwards.

Tears fill up his eyes and roll down his cheeks, and then he whispers: “I’m sorry, 
Mommy… I love you.”

Celestial gives a faint smile, leaning heavily on her crutch, and mouths the words back as 
behind her, Narrius blinks slowly… and then he snarls furiously. He steps back, then slams 
an elbow into Celestial’s back and sends her crashing to the ground: immediately, Zerrex 
leaps up, opening his mouth to yell angrily at his father… but Narrius steps forwards and 
slams a foot hard into his son, sending him crashing back into the armchair and knocking 
him senseless for a moment. Then he shakes his head and starts to struggle up to his feet, 
determined to somehow stop Narrius from hurting his mother anymore… but then he 
stops as he sees his father on one knee, an arm wrapped tight around her throat and the 
other on her skull, that infuriated snarl still on his features before he yells angrily: “I was 
going to let her live and be your bitch, but fine! Since you can’t fulfill your duty, your job, 
then you get to see your precious mommy die!”

There is a sickening crack, and Celestial’s eyes – full of pain – suddenly look surprised 
for a moment. They roll in her head, and settle on her son for one last time, and she almost 
gives a smile… before the once-brilliant emeralds go glassy, and Narrius lets out a vicious 
growl as he twists again and jerks hard on her neck, and there’s a sick tearing of sinew and 
flesh as her neck rips and blood bursts from her nostrils and muzzle, leaking down her 
body as the stitches along her chest tear open and bubble out their own last stream of living 
blood. Then he drops the corpse, and slowly stands, looking down at his son with nothing 
but disgust.

 “You’re a failure.” He says softly, as Zerrex begins to tremble violently, and then he 
steps forwards and slaps him hard, sending the child onto his side. He raises a foot, and 
stomps: the blow connects hard enough to shatter most of his son’s ribs, and Zerrex releases 
a scream of agony as Narrius grinds his heel into the broken set of bones, his words soft 
but laced with venom: “You let your mother die. You couldn’t fulfill one simple act of 
revenge, and now she’s dead… and you will always be a failure as a son and everything else. 
You’re just a pathetic, stupid runt who can’t do anything right… and you will never be at 
the same level as me.”

He draws his foot back, and then slams it into Zerrex’s gut: the reptile chokes for a 
moment, unable to inhale, then he pukes blood and grabs his stomach, tears leaking from 
his eyes. Narrius snarls, then he raises his foot again, but then glances up to see Requiem 
standing in the doorway. The Dragokkaren looks horrified, and Narrius is distracted by this 
long enough to halt his attack, lowering his foot back to the ground and snorting in 
disgust. “What? You knew she was nothing but a nice fuck to me.”

 “Brother… please… think of your son.” Requiem says quietly, gesturing at Zerrex with 
a hand: and suddenly, Narrius is past Zerrex, and the huge Dragokkaren flies backwards 
and into the wall under the stairs, his muzzle wrinkled in an agonized snarl, hands clutching 



at a wrist. Narrius’s fingers are locked around his throat, and his red eyes glare into 
Requiem’s sapphire furiously.

 “I think about him… I think every day about how he’s a worthless piece of shit!” 
Narrius shouts into his brother’s face, slamming his head back into the banister, other hand 
gesturing at Zerrex, who is spasming on the ground, crying, and trying to crawl to his 
mother’s corpse… but who is also soaking up every word of the conversation. “I think 
about the fact that our bloodline somehow managed to produce a runty, useless crybaby, 
and about how the fuck I’m supposed to make him a proper heir to our family’s name!”

He slams Requiem back into the wall again, and then snorts and drops him: Requiem 
coughs, one hand settling on his neck, feeling the indents left by his brother’s fingers as 
Narrius steps back and looks down at him furiously. Then he snorts and shakes his head in 
disgust before heading for the door, calling back over his shoulder angrily: “You and the 
crybaby can clean each other up… and get rid of that body, I don’t want to deal with any 
more bullshit today. Throw it in the trash or have some pathetic funeral for the whore, but 
have it gone by nightfall. I’ll be back later.”

Zerrex cries quietly as he crawls to his mother’s corpse, and he gazes into her eyes, the 
once bright, once brilliant emerald eyes that have gone so glazed and dark, and then he hugs 
her tight around the neck: he doesn’t care that he’s smearing blood on himself, or that her 
once-warm body is already starting to cool… he doesn’t care that he’s hugging a corpse, or 
that he’s still bleeding out the mouth from something ruptured in his stomach. All he wants 
to do is be with his mother… and not knowing what else to do, he finally kisses her as he 
had only learned to kiss her a few mornings ago, snaking his tongue into her dead mouth, 
tasting her blood before he draws back and pushes his head against her neck. His sobs 
wrack his body, but even through them he manages to swear an oath that he will one day 
fulfill, and that will leave him more haunted and cursed than proud and righteous: “One 
day I’ll be stronger than he is… one day I’ll be crueller and colder, and I’ll turn all his 
teachings against him… I promise you, Mommy, I’ll make it up to you, I’ll hurt him for 
everything he’s done to us… one day I’ll make him pay…”

And Requiem could do nothing but stand there and watch… and then he looked down 
silently, lowering his arms and head, closing his eyes. Eventually, Zerrex would realize that 
the Dragokkaren was behind him… but until then Requiem merely stood a silent watch 
and felt a shame and weight on his shoulders that would stay heavy on him for many years 
to come.

~~~

Cherry looked down silently as Zerrex halted in his story. The Drakkaren had spoken in 
a dry, quiet voice through most of it, and she’d been courteous enough to keep her eyes 
down or closed, resting against his chest… besides, it scared her to see Zerrex crying, even 
if  it was just a single tear or two that rolled down his cheek.

They sat together for a little bit, Cherry now curled quietly up against his chest, 
listening to his heartbeat – a bit quickened, and she didn’t blame him. She’d never had any 
idea about his past… never realized what he must have gone through to turn him into the 



killing machine everyone envied. Finally, though, an idea of what she could do for the 
Drakkaren came to her, and she silently sat up: Zerrex looked at her with an expression that 
was almost terrified, reaching up, opening his muzzle – and she knew he was going to beg 
her not to leave, and she wouldn’t be able to bear that.

She rose a finger quickly, pushing it to his lips and silencing him… then she sat back a 
bit against the couch and opened her arms quietly. For a moment, Zerrex only looked at 
her… then he trembled a bit, closing his eyes tight, before he dropped his body forwards 
against her, wrapping his arms tight around her neck and pushing his head against her 
bosom, his body shaking quietly.

Cherry rubbed his back soothingly, then planted a silent kiss on his forehead as he 
rocked him slowly in her arms, closing her eyes as she rested back against the couch and 
gazed down at her husband quietly. She let Zerrex calm himself, relaxing against her bit by 
bit, before finally she built up the nerve to ask in a voice that she hoped was respectful 
enough: “What… what happened to your mother’s body?”

Zerrex glanced up at her quietly with eyes that were a bit too bright, then he closed 
them and curled his muscular, larger form against her slighter one, resting on her as she lay 
down a bit more against the couch to make him more comfortable on her form. 
“Requiem… and I… we loaded her body into his car, and… we took her out to a nearby 
field. We… gave her a burial there, and Requiem gave me time to say goodbye… before he 
came back and got me, and we went back home.” He stopped, then laughed faintly and 
looked up at her silently. “I remember that he gave me a hug. The only time he ever did… 
and… I didn’t appreciate it then, but now I do. It meant a lot to me… even if I’ve never 
showed that to him.”

 “And now Requiem’s here to kill you…” Cherry sighed softly, looking down quietly 
and then murmuring before she could stop herself: “Your family is so fucked up.”

Zerrex gave a broken laugh, however, and then he nodded slowly against her. “Yes… 
yes, it certainly is. I… I managed to fulfill my promise, but… I really think that I’ve done 
enough storytelling for today.”

 “I agree.” Cherry looked down at the Drakkaren quietly, then she leaned forwards and 
gently rubbed their muzzles side by side for a moment before sitting back, holding him 
close to his body before she smiled faintly. “You know, I… I love you, Zerrex. And I want 
to be here for you as much as I can, Boss…” She stopped, then glanced down quietly. “So I 
guess that… Cindy is… kinda your new candle in the darkness, huh?”

 “One of them.” Zerrex said quietly, then he glanced up at Cherry. “You’re another one, 
you know. Since we’ve been together and… changing, working through things, I mean.”

 “Yeah.” For once, the tough female didn’t want to give a retort or make a joke out of 
it… and instead, they simply sat there, together, resting quietly. Eventually, Zerrex fell 
asleep… and Cherry followed soon after, her last movement before sleep overtook her to 
stroke her lover’s hair from his features, her last though reflecting on how much they had 
changed… and how much she had grown to truly care for this powerful and deeply-scarred 
reptile.



~~~

Cindy yawned, raising her head slowly and blinking tiredly a few times. She tried to get 
up, but something held her in place, and she frowned a bit, blearily looking around. Then 
she blinked before remembering where she was, and letting out a loud curse as she 
immediately began to struggle against the chains tightly entrapping her to the log, glaring 
back and forth. “Fuck!”

 “Relax.” Requiem said mildly, and Cindy blinked before looking over at the 
Dragokkaren: he was seated at the metal table, polishing some tool he had apparently found 
laying around the sawmill. He paused as he examined her, then he stood and stretched 
slowly; he was already dressed, today in a rancher’s style outfit of blue jeans far too nice to 
be meant for working in, and a white silk dress shirt that was buttoned up to the collar. He 
even wore some sort of choker: a rhombus-shaped obsidian stone with flecks of gold 
running through it, and with two long, neat black laces hanging down to adjust its position. 

Cindy muttered to herself, then she paused before tugging against the chains again and 
saying in a whiny voice: “I need to pee!”

 “Then pee.” Requiem crossed his arms, looking at her flatly as the female Drakkaren 
gave him a horrified look. “I told you. I’m not letting you out of there again… if you have 
to urinate, you’ll just have to do it there. As for myself, I’m going to go out to pick up some 
groceries… I’ll pick up some air freshener so you don’t have to sit in the reek of your own 
urine, at least.”

 “You’re so thoughtful.” Cindy said acidly, then she winced and clamped her legs 
together, crossing her ankles and glaring at the giant. “Why don’t you get some liposuction 
for your fat head while you’re at it?”

 “I don’t believe in plastic surgery. And my head’s not fat.” Requiem responded absently, 
picking up his keys and wallet from the metal table before he glanced over at her and 
paused. “I’ll allow you water throughout the day, but don’t bother whining for food. And to 
be fair, I’ll warn you now… if you get too obnoxious, I’m going to use a gag to shut you 
up. I have no issues keeping your muzzle tied shut for any extended period of time, either, 
so behave yourself.”

Cindy muttered grouchily under her breath, glaring at the Dragokkaren, but otherwise 
remained quiet, and Requiem nodded before heading to the door and exiting, making sure 
to lock it from the outside just to be careful. He paused to glance up at the sky, looking in 
the direction of the sun and frowning a bit as he judged it was probably around nine in the 
morning… he hadn’t wanted to leave before Cindy woke up, but she had slept what seemed 
like a ridiculously-long time to him. Zerrex never slept more than a few hours a night… 
even when he was a kid, it wasn’t much. She can’t have gotten that laziness from this side of 
the family.

He shook his head a bit, then headed for his car and climbed inside, sliding the keys in 
the ignition, but then pausing a moment as a van slowly drove by. He watched in the 
rearview mirror as it passed, but he couldn’t tell who was inside or if they were likely to 
double back once he was gone. Then he shrugged and backed out onto the road, figuring 



there wasn’t much he could do in either case… he’d just continue to play things as they were 
dealt.

The Dragokkaren slowly drove over the rickety bridge, then headed once more into 
town: he had already memorized the layout of the areas he had driven through, and for now 
he wanted to stop in and pick up some supplies from both the medical and grocery store in 
the area: fortunately, they were in the same area, so he wouldn’t have to drive around too 
much.

Within a few minutes, he pulled into the nearly-empty parking lot of the grocery store: 
he frowned a bit, glancing around the area as he pulled into a space – technically, two, since 
his car was enormous despite the fact he still had to scrunch up a bit in the seat – then he 
pulled the keys from the ignition and got up, spinning them slowly on one finger as he 
closed the door. He glanced at the supermarket first, then shook his head and turned 
instead to head back towards the street, pausing to look both ways down the road before 
crossing quickly to the store that had originally caught his attention. He frowned a bit as he 
looked back down the road, however, feeling a bit disgusted as he noticed a cherry red 
sports car weaving back and forth on one side of the road. The driver was either drunk or 
an idiot… and Requiem thought that this one was more an idiot.

The idiot-in-question, however, made an even bigger swerve into the other lane as he 
looked up from his singing along with the radio to check the road… and instead spotted a 
certain red-scaled giant squeezing his way into one of the new small businesses that had 
started up in the Apple Villa area. Lone did a double-take, then he quickly grabbed the 
wheel and jerked hard to the other side, bouncing over a speedbump and hastily parking in 
the same lot as the giant had, grabbing the sides of his car door and leaning out the 
window to stare through the front window of  the medical supplies store. “Holy shit.”

Lone had been doing everything he could to avoid his assignment to help out Zerrex… 
and ever since he’d sulked off to pretend to try and look around for Requiem, he’d been 
wondering if he could somehow get the giant on his side, in order to teach the Drakkaren a 
lesson and regain his grip on the town. After all, Requiem had wiped the floor with 
Zerrex… hell, it hadn’t even been a real fight! Lone snorted under his breath, then he 
quickly tore his keys out of the ignition and almost fell out of his car when he threw the 
door open, slamming it behind him and then starting forwards.

His shirt – today a ridiculous, loose Hawaiian-style one that was far too big on him – 
caught in the door, however, and he let out a yelp as he fell backwards on his ass, wincing 
and rubbing at it tenderly before getting up and yanking his door back open, grumbling 
under his breath as he slammed it quickly again. Then he quickly ran to the street… barely 
managing to leap back in time as a truck sailed by. Lone winced, pawed feet hitting the 
ground and making him give another whine of pain as he landed on a sharp rock, and he 
quickly shook the offended body part before straightening and trying to make himself look 
as respectable as possible… not realizing that looking respectable was nearly impossible 
when his chosen attire also included pants so baggy he could likely pitch them as a tent, and 
a pair of  sunglasses that were currently askew on his forehead.



The wolf was caught between fear and anxiousness, as he ran across the street and 
towards the medical building, paws slapping the dusty concrete before he pressed against 
the front window of the place with big eyes, like a child in a candy store. Requiem stood 
inside, examining what looked like a tube attached to a plastic mask of some sort, and the 
Dragokkaren seemed to be idly chatting with the clerk behind the counter. The wolf 
frowned at the casual look of the clerk, thinking he must be an idiot to not realize the 
engine of  destruction in front of  him that he hoped to soon pull towards his side…

Requiem, however, was somewhat pleased with the fact he wasn’t being stared at in 
terror for once, as he glanced over the device he held in his hands – part of a urinal system 
for people who were bedridden or paralyzed. “So it’s almost like a mask that I put on 
between her legs?”

 “Airtight and has a suction function if you get the motor model as well. Neat little 
thing.” The lion behind the counter nodded, relaxing in his chair and rubbing idly at a leg 
that was supported by a metal leg brace. Then he smiled a bit, the elderly cat tilting his 
head upwards and brushing at his greying mane. “I heard some of the college kids were 
using these things as beer masks for drinking games.”

The giant Dragokkaren gave a snort of amusement, then he nodded and put the display 
model back down on the counter. “Some kids. But alright. I’ll buy the full version, then, 
and a plain bed tray.” He paused, then glanced at the window: the look was enough to cause 
Lone to fall backwards on his ass with a yelp of fear that came through the window as a 
muffled gulp. “You know, I think some of  those dumb kids never grow up, either.”

 “I think you’re right, there.” The old lion nodded, glancing at the window as well with 
a hint of sour amusement, then he grunted and picked up a cane, heading towards a back 
door with an obvious limp. Requiem frowned slightly at this, however, then he quickly 
moved ahead of the lion, pushing the door open for him and slipping his large form 
through to hold it, his eyes roving over the shelves of bar-coded boxes that littered the 
miniature warehouse. “Hey now, mister-”

 “It’s no problem.” The Dragokkaren said, glancing down at the lion, who gave a bit of 
a snort and rapped him lightly on the shin with his cane. He couldn’t resist the faintest bit 
of amusement from escaping onto his features, then he glanced around the room. “Just 
point out the box and I’ll carry it out for you.”

 “I suppose a strong young male like yourself can do that. There need to be more 
courteous people like you these days.” The lion responded, and again Requiem had to 
repress a smile – he was likely as old as the elderly lion, if not older. But he didn’t bother to 
say anything, instead following the feline’s cane as he used it to tap a large, white box on the 
top shelf. “There. It’s the one labelled ‘Bosch-522B.””

The giant nodded, then he reached up and easily picked it off the shelf with one hand, 
putting it under his arm and then letting the aged lion once more go through the door first 
before following, the steel construction finally swinging closed. Requiem set it on the 
counter, and the feline scanned it with the electronic sensor by the register before tapping a 
few buttons and glancing up at Requiem. “That’ll be 220.82, sir.”



The lizard nodded once more, producing his wallet and opening it to pull out five 
fifties. He dropped them on the counter, then pocketed his wallet again as the feline took 
the money, picking up the box and saying absently: “Keep the change.”

 “Hey now-” the lion started, but Requiem was already heading to the door and 
slipping his impressive bulk through, leaving the feline to stare after him with faint 
entertainment. “Nice lad, that. Bit big, but pleasant.”

Requiem paused as the door to the medical supplies shop swung closed behind him, 
then he glanced up at the sky before saying calmly: “Only an idiot would hide there. Come 
out and tell me what you want.”

Lone paled a bit in his hiding spot from around the corner, ceasing to breathe and 
pushing flat against the wall as his ears laid back, eyes widening in terror. For a few 
moments he remained silent, deciding that the huge lizard must be bluffing… then he 
winced as the Dragokkaren spoke again, his tone less-than-amused. “I’ll give you a count to 
three, wolf. Your choices are to run, keep hiding, or to show yourself. If you do either of 
the former, I’ll break you if you ever show your face in my presence again. If you do the 
latter, you’d best have a damned good reason to. One.”

Immediately, the wolf leapt out and stumbled in front of the Dragokkaren, throwing 
his arms out as he whined in a loud, obnoxious voice: “I do have a damned good reason! 
We’re on the same side, we want the same things! We can help each other and… I mean… 
you… we could make a great team, and obviously we both don’t get along so well with 
Zerrex, and-”

The Dragokkaren, however, merely rolled his eyes and brushed past the lupine, losing 
interest in what he had to say almost immediately. Obviously, the lupine was some rival or 
enemy of his nephew’s… and certainly not a worthy adversary, from the deceitful and 
dishonorable tactics it seemed that he used. He thought he remembered him from the 
picnic as well… but he hoped he was wrong. Thinking that Zerrex would harbor a traitor 
in his midst made the behemoth lizard honestly wonder if  his nephew had gone soft.

He shook his head a bit, but the wolf followed behind, still babbling; he at least had to 
give him points for being determined… then again, as Lone almost stumbled into traffic 
when he stopped to let a car pass, he narrowed his sapphire eyes and figured it could simply 
be stupidity. A hand reached out and snagged the wolf ’s arm as he kept walking, eyes 
staring up at the Dragokkaren, and then he yanked him out of the way as a short line of 
cars passed by.

Lone stared, then he coughed and gave a small grin, reaching up to rub his arm slowly 
as he turned his gaze to look at the passing vehicles before turning the strange, somewhat-
awed expression back on Requiem. “You got a hell of a grip, champ. And since you didn’t 
let me go splat, I guess you must be realizing I can do a lot of  good things for you.”

Requiem looked at the wolf flatly, then reached out a hand and gave him the gentlest of 
pushes – it was enough force on the giant’s part, however, to knock the lupine flat on his 
ass, making him yelp and his ears fold back. Then the reptile quickly strode across the road, 
muttering as Lone scrambled on all fours up to his feet before loping after the reptile… 



even this bit of exercise, however, was almost enough to get Lone panting. After all, much 
of his lost weight wasn’t from working out, as he so often bragged… but simply because he 
wasn’t allowed to stuff his face every moment of the day, since some mole in his staff 
ended up telling Zerrex he wasn’t taking care of himself, and then Zerrex ended up getting 
all mean and stuff on his ass. I mean, exactly! I am an adult, I should be able to do exactly 
as I please with my body… stupid… head… just doesn’t get the concept he’s not my 
caretaker.

Lone snorted indignantly at his own thoughts, nodding firmly to himself and pausing 
for a moment on the other side of the road to stop and rest for a moment, leaning down a 
bit and putting his hands on his knees. His head bowed forwards, eyes closed, as he panted 
quietly for breath. Even after these three years, he still harbored both a deep bitterness and 
envy of the Drakkaren who, in his eyes, had usurped the town from him… who had used 
force to steal away his city, and who continued to puppet him on strings of fear into doing 
everything he wanted. Tax breaks… saying the police program is overfunded and that the 
Department of Internal City Investigation is just a mask for bribes… making me ‘take care 
of myself ’ because he wants me to remain healthy… “Ha! That last one’s a joke.” Lone 
muttered, but he absently reached up to touch the pocketwatch that Zerrex had given him 
on his last birthday. “He just wants me to stay in mayor so he doesn’t have to manipulate 
anyone else.”

Zerrex himself would have agreed this was one of the reasons… but he also would have 
pointed out that Lone dying of a heart attack or some other health-related issue – like a 
bullet to the head because he couldn’t waddle fast enough from the hired hitman – was not 
exactly in his best interests. And Lone, of course, was also careful to ‘forget’ the times his 
horribly-bad shape had almost cost him his life and Zerrex had to come and pull his ass out 
of the fire, like when an extremist group from the old Comfort Town had tried to shoot 
him and Zerrex had been forced to step in and teach them a lesson.

Lone snorted and muttered under his breath, puffing himself and his ego up with more 
memories of the past that were all slightly changed or tinted to his better interests… then 
he glanced up and blinked as he realized Requiem was already entering the grocery store. 
Immediately, he let out a yell and began to run across the parking lot, before tripping on his 
baggy pants and going face-first into the concrete. He gave a screech of pain and grabbed 
his face, tears coming to his eyes at the pain that rolled through his head nose as he rolled 
on the ground and clutched at his slightly-bleeding muzzle, looking more like an oversized 
child than anything else.

Requiem paused at the doors of the grocery store for a moment to glance at the 
squalling lupine over his shoulder, then he rolled his eyes and entered through the double 
doors, ducking down as usual… but pleased that he didn’t have to scrunch down at all once 
inside the high-ceilinged building. Now he thought he could understand Zerrex’s motives to 
keep Lone around a bit better… the wolf wasn’t so much a bitter adversary as a crybaby 
child.



The giant took a cart from where they were kept in their own little pen at the front of 
the store, then he turned, the few other shoppers giving him stares of both fear and awe as 
he wandered down towards where the fruits and vegetables were kept, then he paused to 
pick up a head of lettuce in each hand, comparing them. He looked remarkably casual as he 
wandered the store, and why not? In places like this, he felt no urge to play the role he 
usually did… it was nice to be the casual shopper every now and then.

Requiem had soon filled his cart, staying mostly between the shelves as he heard Lone 
yelling at some poor shopboy about his location: the Dragokkaren was unsurprised at the 
fact that the wolf was apparently used to stomping all over everyone he could, but he had a 
feeling that with whatever had happened earlier between him and Zerrex had toned the 
lupine down quite a bit. He thought it was a pity that Zerrex had left the wolf alive, 
however… he wondered again if his nephew had been putting too much faith in people 
over the last few years, as he paused to glance from one box of cereal to the next. Then he 
picked them up and idly looked over the ingredients, finally snorting and throwing the box 
with the smiling pirate back on the shelves and taking the plainer, no-name brand. “That’s 
disgusting. There shouldn’t be that much sugar in anything.”

He continued to the end of the isle, then rolled his eyes as Lone skidded to a stop in 
front of him, grabbing the end of the cart and looking up at him with a wide smile that he 
probably thought was charming, his body heaving as if he’d just run a mile. “There you… 
there you are!” He panted, his fingers squeezing the end of his metal cart tightly as 
Requiem glowered at him. The wolf, however, seemed used to taking angry glares from large 
reptiles by now, and it seemed he’d learned to differentiate between simple irritation and 
when things could get violent. “I… I was looking all over for you! Hey, did I introduce 
myself ? I’m Lone, Lone Wulfe!” He leaned a bit more heavily on the cart at this, smile 
stretching into a grin and extending a hand.

 “Get out of my way or I’m going to run you over with this cart.” Requiem said flatly, 
and Lone blanched before hopping backwards and raising his arms. The Dragokkaren 
pushed by, turning in a U to go down the next isle, and he frowned a bit as the wolf 
reached up and patted him a number of  times on the arm. “Don’t touch me.”

 “Why not? I mean, a big muscular hulk like you must be proud of himself, right?” 
Lone wheedled, but the giant mostly ignored him as he wandered down the isle of 
nutritional supplements. He stepped away from the cart for a moment to pick up two 
different brands of meal replacement milkshake, looking over the labels. The wolf was 
continuing to speak and dance around beside him, but he only caught a few words like 
‘Zerrex,’ ‘ass,’ ‘you,’ and ‘teamwork.’

 “Go away.” Requiem finally steamrolled the wolf with a glare and his simple statement, 
before putting one of the drinks back on the shelf and picking up another brand, reading it 
over quickly before deciding to go with the one he hadn’t yet dropped. He picked up two 
cases of the plain substitute, placing them in the cart with his other groceries, then decided 
he was set as Lone looked at him stupidly, his mouth still half-open, one hand raised.



The Dragokkaren turned his car around carefully, then he brushed past the lupine and 
headed towards the row of checkout counters. Lone blinked slowly, then he gritted his teeth 
and quickly followed, deciding that the giant was going to be a tough sell… but hey, he’d 
been one of the best sellers in the company for his company, so it shouldn’t be impossible, 
right? Nothing, after all, was impossible for Lone Wulfe. “Hey, wait, we aren’t-”

 “Yes, we are.” Requiem said coldly, as he loaded items from his cart onto the 
thankfully-empty conveyor: one of the clerks had been open and was now fumbling with 
the Dragokkaren’s food, his trembling hands betraying him and making the usually-easy 
process of scanning and bagging the food properly difficult. Thankfully, however, the 
reptile hadn’t decided to buy anything as fragile as eggs. 

Lone winced at the giant’s tone, then he stepped back and rubbed his head, trying to 
think of a different course of action. He looked up at the behemoth, then he finally 
brightened internally as he lied: “Zerrex talked about you a lot, you know, he always said-”

Slowly, Requiem turned his gaze to lock eyes with the wolf, and the lupine’s speech died 
in his throat at the silent, deadly look the Dragokkaren was giving him. He slowly backed 
up several steps, trembling slightly and then tripping over the hem of his pants to once 
more land on his rear, but the icy eyes of the reptile told him he had crossed the line. 
Thankfully, however, the behemoth simply snorted, then he spat on the trembling lupine 
sitting on the floor before turning his attention back to the clerk, emptying the last large 
bills from his wallet before he’d even been rung up and saying mildly that it should be more 
than enough to cover.

The clerk merely nodded, looking up at the giant with a shiver at what the Dragokkaren 
could do if he wanted to, and then Requiem stepped past his now empty cart: he paused, 
however, then looked at Lone and said coldly: “You want to make something of yourself ? 
Try doing some real work for a change. You can start by taking my cart back.

With that, the reptile gave the metal cart a firm boot, and it rolled back and into the 
wolf, falling on him as Lone squealed at the pain that burst in one of his paws from one of 
the stubby wheels striking it. He struggled up to his paws, but by the time he was standing, 
he could already see Requiem striding across the parking lot with his shopping bags in his 
hands. 

Lone muttered angrily to himself, rubbing at his wounded foot before he bad-
temperedly kicked at the cart, smart enough to use his heel at the least to avoid injuring 
himself further. Then he stormed out past the clerk that was still staring off out the 
window, the wolf knocking down a display stand and sending postcards and magazines 
fluttering as he snarled and muttered: “Stupid lizards are all the same…”

He stomped out into the parking lot, ruffled and offended, looking back and forth 
bad-naturedly to hide the shivers of fear that were still wracking his body: after all, he’d now 
managed to make enemies of both surviving members of the Narrius family… both of 
whom also seemed to be ridiculously oversized and powerful. The lupine muttered to 
himself, then he blinked and his ears perked as he heard a catcall from behind him.



The wolf slowly looked over his shoulder, then he bit his cheek and tried to hide his 
surprise and apprehension as he saw several figures sitting on the benches under a large 
cloth canopy, in the small, park-like area that was next to the store. One of them motioned 
for Lone to approach, and the wolf shrugged inwardly before doing so, sizing up the three 
members of  the local gang, the Godkillers. 

The Godkillers had come into existence just over a year ago… and they were the only 
gang that Zerrex hadn’t bothered to drag face-first down a gravel road and quickly disposed 
of. No one was really sure why… but they had never done much more than harass people 
while out walking, made a public nuisance of themselves, and tried to look intimidating 
and cool while they loomed in dark alleys and places like this. If asked why they had been 
allowed to survive while the others had been torn apart, Zerrex would have shrugged and 
said two things: one, they didn’t exactly do much of anything in the way of criminal 
activity… and two, he knew that they purposefully modelled themselves off the Goth 
Legion. Normally, this would be detrimental to their survival status, since Zerrex hated 
anyone who parodied his past even with the intent to flatter… but Cherry had been 
amused by the fact that a few of the members were fans of them, and she’d said they 
probably wouldn’t ever get up to anything that the real Goth Legion would have.

The gang was made up of eight members that Lone knew of, and had a good amount 
of wannabes and people who associated with the gang, and would likely do anything for 
any member just to look cool and possibly be accepted into their ranks. Their ‘gang colors’ 
was an obvious misinterpretation of the Goth Legion itself… most of them had white-
dyed fur, and they generally wore black clothes and heavy combat boots. Caught alone, they 
were generally laughable… but despite the fact that Lone was protected by Zerrex – a fact 
which the hypocritical lupine suddenly revelled in, which gave him the courage to approach 
them more boldly – he still didn’t like the fact he was walking up to the three most 
dangerous members of  the Godkillers.

These three were likely the true heart of the gang… the inner circle, the actual 
members. Compared to them, the other five who had been allowed in were probably just 
smoke and mirrors, expendables who were there to protect the leader of the gang and her 
two cohorts… Felicity, Tank and Mika.

Mika sat on the bench with his back to the others, leaning forwards a bit, a grin on the 
coyote’s muzzle. His features were bleached white, but he had added black tattoos along his 
face that stood out prominently; twisting, dragon-like shapes that paraded from the end of 
his grin to his eye and ear, and from cheekbones over his skull and forehead on the other 
side. His eyes were a brilliant, natural silver, and it only added to the strangeness of his 
looks as he rolled his shoulders slowly. He wasn’t muscular in the slightest, instead thin 
nearly to emaciation, and his heavy leather jacket and black shirt and pants all but hung off 
of his wiry frame. His combat boots were dirty and scuffed, and Lone knew the only 
reason he was with the others was because he was a genius: hacker extraordinaire, able to 
pick any lock, and a better driver than anyone could hope for in such a scrawny-looking 
creep. His hands – showing the real plain brownish-red of his fur – trembled a bit as they 
toyed with a palm pilot… the other failing of  the coyote was his addiction to morphine.



Tank, on the other hand, was the opposite… a burly, huge badger who stood taller than 
Lone at six-seven and easily put Tinman to shame. His muscles were enormous, and the 
bulky, black-striped male always wore the same clothes as he did today… a tight leather vest 
that let him show off his impressive biceps, a leather cowboy belt with an oversized, skull-
shaped clasp, and a pair of black jeans with leather chaps overtop. On his feet were combat 
boots kept in much neater condition than Mika’s… and wrapped around his body was an 
ammo belt that held rounds of enormous size. Lone – being a bit of a gun freak himself – 
had always guessed from the look of the bullets and the fact they were strung together 
meant they were from something nasty like a Vulcan cannon… but surely an idiot like Tank 
couldn’t get a hold of  a gatling gun, right?

The badger’s face wasn’t dyed, at least… but the didn’t have to, with his natural 
colorings of white and black. His muzzle was twisted in a grin much like Mika’s as he 
stood with one leg up on a bench, leaning forwards, a necklace hanging down and a silver 
compass dangling from the end… and Lone once more wondered where the hell these 
idiots lived and how they could afford all the fancy toys that they did.

He stopped, then finally turned his eyes to Felicity, not liking the way his ears flattened 
a bit but unable to help himself. The vixen sat at the other end of the bench Tank had a 
foot up on, her legs primly crossed, a smile playing at her features and a sly look in her eyes 
that made anyone who saw the three instantly realize she was not only the leader of the 
others, she was obviously the most dangerous one there. But like the others, Felicity too had 
her own little uniform she wore almost daily: a loose, sleek leather jacket, a studded collar 
around her neck, a pair of chain bracelets about her wrists, and a belly shirt that showed off 
the stud piercing she had in her bellybutton… as well as a woven rawhide belt and skin-
tight leather pants that always made Lone want to stare at her crotch, just to see what 
exactly he could see. But with her legs crossed, nothing fun was visible… although he 
winced a bit as he thought he spotted a bit of  blood on the toes of  her combat boots.

Other than her wear, Felicity too wore no face-paint or dyes: her red fur was red, and 
the white fur of her neck and inner body shone with its own ghostly essence. Blue eyes 
fluttered at him as she shifted back to try and show off her body, which ironically wasn’t 
much: Lone always thought the most interesting thing about her wasn’t her apple-like 
breasts but either her leather pants, or the fact she had nearly ten piercings in her head: one 
in the eyebrow, two small silver rings in one nostril, two in one ear, three in the other, and a 
stud in her tongue. As the vixen wrapped her own bushy tail around her waist, tilting her 
head up at him with a smile on features that didn’t really make it to cute, he couldn’t help 
but wonder for Gods knew how many times since he first saw her what it’d be like to kiss 
her and feel that stud with his tongue…

 “Hey, Mr. Mayor.” Felicity almost purred, and Lone smiled slightly, puffing up almost 
immediately as he crossed his arms and stood a bit taller, ignoring the sniggers of the two 
male idiots that hung out with the fox. She too glanced over her shoulder, and immediately 
Tank coughed and glanced away, which was enough of a sign to cause Mika to stop his 
snickering as well and look down almost respectfully. Then Felicity looked back at him, and 



the vixen smiled in return, her eyes half-lidding as she tilted her head and asked: “Who was 
that big guy you just chased out of  the store?”

Her carefully-chosen words caused Lone to swell with pride again, and the wolf laughed 
before grinning and sucking in his gut, trying to make himself look tough as he glanced 
towards the parking lot: Requiem, however, was already gone, and the lupine felt a surge of 
relief. “Oh well, you saw that, huh? Well, that’s Requiem Narrius… he’s some… uncle or 
whatever of the Boss.” A pause, and then Lone stepped forwards and leaned in as if 
conspiring with the vixen, adding in a quiet voice with a remarkable lack of consideration 
for what his gossip might cause in the future: “It actually turns out he’s in town to try and 
kill Zerrex… and since he already beat the shit out of him once, I think he just might do 
it!”

 “What?” Felicity didn’t have to fake her surprise this time: originally, the vixen had just 
been manipulating Lone as she did every time she saw him, mainly because he was an easy 
target and always held good information on everyone passing through town with how nosey 
he was. This bit of information, however, caused her to change directions entirely, and even 
made both Tank and Mika stare and gape.

Lone smiled again and nodded firmly, crossing his arms and looking pleased at the 
shock he’d caused and the fact he felt like he was finally getting the respect he deserved, 
straightening and crossing his arms, still having no clue that Felicity’s original intent was to 
go and see if the Godkillers could waylay the huge-but-rich-looking outsider: their only 
prey, since people travelling through generally didn’t know to, or absolutely would not talk 
to Zerrex about the misdeeds of the local gang. “Actually I was there… damn, you should 
have seen it! We were all having this meeting, see, and the whole family of the Boss was 
there… and then this giant comes along. And all of us watch as the Boss stands up, but he’s 
already like, pissing-his-pants scared…

 “And they end up fighting… hell, he even cheats and gets his scary-ass kid and bitch – 
and oh, and that weird metal guy! – to help him out, but Requiem there doesn’t even flinch, 
barely moves and he kicks all their asses with like, one-hand behind his back!” Lone 
prattled, nodding solemnly and not even noticing how seriously he was overexaggerating the 
Dragokkaren’s power or the lies he was spreading about Zerrex. He’d been doing both so 
often that it came as naturally to him as breathing now. “And so like, eventually it’s down to 
just Zerrex and Requiem… and Zerrex is throwing everything he’s got at him, but the giant 
reptile just keeps warding him off and finally starts really beating in him on earnest, he just 
wrecks him! Oh, the Boss was crying and puking and… it was just fucking pathetic.” Lone 
laughed a bit, shaking his head as he looked skywards, then he looked down with a bit of a 
satisfied grin, adding idly: “And then Requiem took the Boss’s daughter and said if he ever 
wanted her back, he’d have to beat him in a fight in a week. So Zerrex is training his ass off 
to try and fight that big scary motherfucker, but he doesn’t stand a fucking chance!”

Lone failed to realize that he had just completely negated the shield of protection 
Zerrex’s presence had once offered him: he also failed to recognize that he had just walked 
up to the last criminal organization in the entire city and all but told them that he was now 



without any protection, and that the whole city could be their playground because the dark 
guardian that normally made sure no crime escaped punishment had vanished in order to 
train to fight off a foe who had vanquished even him in combat. The wolf only stood, 
grinning stupidly as he regarded the looks of completely disbelief and shock on the three 
members of the gang, congratulating himself on telling such a good story and finally 
getting the looks he wanted to see when people looked at him. Awe and amazement.

Then Felicity stood and shook her head a bit: fortunately for Lone, even the fast-
thinking vixen was currently dumbfounded enough to overlook the fact she could kill the 
wolf in front of her if she wanted to and likely wouldn’t suffer the consequences for her 
actions ever. But ever since she’d been a child in Comfort Town, she had looked up to 
Zerrex and his former Goth Legion as something to aspire to and someone who was 
indestructible… and the other members of the Godkillers felt much the same way. Now 
their hero had fallen from grace, and she grit her teeth as she walked past the wolf, calling 
harshly over her shoulder: “Come on! Mika, call a gang meet… Tank, get your ass in gear 
and find out where that big fucker is staying and what’s up with the Boss. I’m going to take 
a ride and see what else I can dig up on things…” 

She paused, then turned, bushy tail flicking as she looked at Lone, who now seemed 
somewhat upset that the people he thought had admired him and his prowess – even 
though his story had nothing to do with him – were abandoning him. So she quickly 
smiled, then stepped forwards and wrapped her arms around the wolf ’s neck. She was a bit 
shorter than him, but still tall enough that their noses almost touched as he looked down at 
her with surprise in his eyes, and then she said softly as she ground her body against his: 
“Thanks for the information, Mr. Mayor… maybe we can hook up and talk some more 
later, huh? I’ll… give your office a call tonight.”

She leaned up a bit, and for a moment Lone thought he was going to get his wish, was 
going to find out what it was like to kiss her… but then she slid away and winked at him 
before walking off with Tank and Mika, the former giving the wolf a jealous, angry look, 
clenching his hands together threateningly. Lone, however, elated by this – and with his 
pants starting to tent slightly from a growing erection – only sneered in return and tilted 
his head upwards, crossing his arms and looking haughtily back. Yeah, take that! All the 
bitches are wild for me…

Felicity smiled to herself, shaking her head a bit as Mika and Tank broke off for their 
cars, and she headed for her rusting motorcycle that had been painted black and modified 
as she could spare the cash so it looked like a mockery of Zerrex’s bike. Lone was obviously 
easy enough to puppet, and she figured that sleeping with him couldn’t be too bad… after 
all, he wasn’t too bad-looking, if a bit pudgy around the middle. But for now, she wanted to 
be alone to think, her smile disappearing and eyes clouding over as she hopped on her bike 
and dug through her pocket for her keys, as Mika drove his car – a military-class Humvee 
given to him by his doting, loving, Apple Villa parents – over the curb carelessly and Tank 
followed in his beaten up, five-hundred dollar piece of shit car with the mismatched doors 
and peeling roof.



She had been born and raised in Comfort Town… and thee years ago, when the Boss’s 
Judgment had occurred and Apple Villa had finally been crushed and broken, she had been 
fourteen. She had cheered with the rest when Lone’s broken, bloody body had been dragged 
out by the reptile and thrown down the steps of the Mayor’s home on live television… and 
had partied with the adults and the other children of the slums of Comfort Town when 
they had found out that Baskin’s Grove could be whole again, that they didn’t have to worry 
about the police blockades or the tax laws or being beaten and silenced so they could never 
tell Zerrex what had happened while they tried to walk into Apple Villa to pick up a gift 
for someone special, or even to go to work. And it had all seemed so damn bright…

After all, even though she had been so young… she knew that before Zerrex had shown 
up, it had been Hell. The war between the two parts of the city had been worse, and there 
had been so much crime… she herself beaten regularly by neighbors, abused in horrible 
ways as a child by both adults and the other children alike. Zerrex had been a personal 
savior for her, although she’d never had the courage to join his pseudo-fan club like the 
other girls, by writing a fake mercenary request and letting him fuck her as he pleased. 

But she’d always wanted to approach him, talk to him… especially all the more after 
finding out about his past, at least as far as she and her rich but dorky Apple Villa friend 
Mika could dig up. And months after Lone had fallen, the wolf had begun to babble 
strange rumors if he was drunk enough or just if he wanted to impress people… rumors 
about a military force called the Goth Legion, and Zerrex’s role in it.

It had been the stuff of tabloids, sure, but Felicity had listened close nonetheless and 
had Mika research it… and eventually the hacker had found some classified information 
that told the whole story, and the vixen had felt her respect double, triple, and increase to 
the maximum. In her eyes, Zerrex had been truly free, was truly a god walking the world 
with the power he wielded and the way he could hurt and kill as he wished without ever 
suffering any consequences, with the way he made other pain suffer… but unlike the others 
who admired his sadism, she also found she could justify every one of his actions, turned 
him from a cruel demon to a cold, hard god that rained down punishment as he wanted.

And the unit itself had also interested her… mainly because they had all possessed 
some strange ability. Felicity found herself, for the first time, confronted with something 
that made her feel almost at home… that was similar to her. For she too possessed some 
weak, weird ability that let her slam doors, move things with just a glance, and shove back 
the people who tried to hurt her. In a few weeks, she’d learn that the proper term for this 
powerful ability that she had hidden in herself  for so long was called telekinesis. 

But soon enough, after the victory celebrations and the reinstallation of a Mayor Wulfe 
who was obviously being manipulated and controlled by Zerrex, she found that life was 
again declining. They still lived in the slums… they were still poor… her father still hit her 
as he liked… and her mother was still dead. Nothing had really changed from the past she 
barely remembered as a child… and it threw her into despair. She wished every day that 
Zerrex would appear and whisk her away… wished that she had the courage to write a 



letter to the Boss… and hoped that someday some miracle would happen that would free 
her from the filthy home she lived in and was growing to hate more and more, day after day.

She admired Zerrex… saw him as an infallible hero… and more and more, was 
beginning to wonder what he could do with his body, what he looked like naked, and if one 
day she would be able to trace her fingers over the scars and form of his body, touch his 
firm muscles, feel his hands settle on her body. To her, the Boss really was a savior god… 
and she hated how unworthy she felt, how she knew she was less-than-attractive, how her 
breasts were small and her body tall and thin, but not in a good way. 

Felicity shook her head a bit as she finally started up her motorcycle, letting out a sigh 
and closing her eyes tight for a moment before she revved the engine, then took off with a 
squeal of rubber, easily hopping the stone guards in front of the sidewalk and then 
jouncing off the curb, ignoring the honk of horns and yells as she slewed into traffic and 
then shot off down the street, riding more along the yellow median than either edge of 
road. She knew the cops wouldn’t give chase to her… she was a dangerous driver, and 
although her motorcycle looked like crap it could go far faster than any cop car in the 
crowded city streets. 

Instead, she continued to think as she drove out towards the edge of town, cursing 
quietly to herself at the thoughts flooding into her mind. When she had been fifteen, she 
had started down the road she currently walked now, dropping out of high school and 
taking a job as a waitress at Elliot’s… and for her, that was like a dream come true. She 
worked the day shift, sure, but she was working at a place that in her mind was legendary, 
with people who had walked and sometimes even spoken with – maybe even touched! – a 
god. It was a miracle to her… and she loved every moment of  her work. 

Then, one day, she’d been working behind the counter – and she’d thought her elation 
couldn’t get any higher, as she cleaned glasses with the owner of the bar working right 
beside her, the mythical Elliot – and taking orders while mixing and serving drinks. It was 
another reason that she had been so happy and amazed… her new job meant that Elliot 
was actually trusting her with a serious position, and that she had made it past probation. 
After all, there was an army of available waitresses and waiters who wanted to work at 
Elliot’s at any time… if just to meet the Boss and walk in the place he had once walked. 
But Felicity had been tougher than the others, had stood up to the tasks that the cheetah 
had asked her to do in his kind voice always without complaint, had come in early, worked 
overtime, and made sure to never be late… and he had gone from looking at her with a 
certain grimness he treated all newcomers with to smiling and even talking to her as an 
equal. She truly cherished that feeling…

And then she’d glanced up as the door had been opening, and nearly dropped the glass 
she’d been cleaning as two Drakkaren entered, one of them a smiling, cheery-looking young 
female in a chemise that was tied at the front, with a plain, tight shirt beneath and a pair of 
jeans… and behind her, a tall, muscular reptile in all black, with ivory hair falling neatly to 
his shoulders and emerald eyes shining from his features like green suns. She had barely 



managed to keeping cleaning, barely stopped herself from simply halting and gaping as 
none other than Cindy and Zerrex entered the tavern and headed towards the counter…

She shakily put the glass down behind the counter, dropping to a squat and then 
quickly standing to begin wiping down the already glassy surface, getting rid of the few 
inevitable spots and rings from glasses as Elliot walked around the counter with open arms, 
trading a hug with Cindy and shaking Zerrex’s hand. She envied him, and the way that he 
spoke with Zerrex like they were old friends… but at the same time, she couldn’t help but 
soak in the sound of  her hero’s voice and the powerful presence of  the huge lizard. 

Then Cindy – who had been edging away as Elliot and Zerrex began to chat more on 
business-like things – glanced over at her, before she suddenly walked around the front of 
the counter and smiled warmly, looking at her with bright eyes that made Felicity’s own 
widen and swallow quickly. She reached up and poked the small ring she had in her nose, 
and the vixen blushed deeply as Cindy said warmly: “Those piercings are awesome.”

 “T-Thanks…” the fox stuttered, laughing a bit and reaching up to rub the back of her 
head as Cindy leaned forwards a bit, studying her features – back then, she’d been missing 
the eyebrow and two of the ear piercings, and had only had the one ring in her nose. Then 
the Drakkaren paused before peering closer at her mouth, and the vixen reared her head 
back a bit. “What?”

 “Hey, do you have one in your mouth, too?” Cindy’s voice was almost awed, and 
Felicity blushed deep again before opening her jaws and sticking her tongue out, showing 
off the stud that sat on her tongue. The Drakkaren clapped her hands together, looking 
delighted. “That’s so cool…” then she grinned wide, and looked over at Zerrex, who was 
looking at his daughter mildly. “Can I get something like that, Daddy?”

Zerrex looked at Felicity… and the vixen’s heart skipped as he actually looked at her, 
sizing her up and drawing his eyes over her piercings, her muzzle still hanging open and 
tongue out stupidly before she blushed deeply and quickly snapped it shut. Then he glanced 
back at his daughter and said plainly: “No.” A pause and Felicity felt her heart sink in her 
chest, wanting to berate herself for being a child and getting so many piercings because they 
obviously looked stupid on her… and then she couldn’t help her ears perking and from 
looking at her idol with a fawning gaze as he added absently: “Even though I do like the 
tongue one myself. But you’d probably cry and swallow it or something.”

 “Daddy!” Cindy stormed, glaring up at her father and hitting his chest lightly, and the 
vixen smiled widely, feeling amazingly peaceful and wonderful. That day had been 
glorious… truly, the best day of her life, since Elliot had apparently noticed her fancy and 
even let her serve Zerrex when he’d sat down at his reserved spot – a place in the bar she 
had sat herself on occasion after-hours, just to feel what it was like, to sit in the same place 
as Zerrex once had – and work with Cindy in the back. She had been amazed at how open 
and compassionate the female had been, and it had only made her conviction that her idol 
was a powerful but just and righteous hero all the more firm. How else could he have such a 
beautiful daughter?



Felicity smiled to herself as she drove slowly over the rickety bridge out of the city, and 
past a windmill… not noticing the car parked in front of it, or the trail through the tall 
grasses that had grown up around it. Instead, she kept going, closing her eyes and heading 
towards one of her favorite thinking spots, hands tight on her handlebars as she let herself 
relish the memory for a moment… before sighing and opening her eyes to gaze ahead at 
the road before her, easily swerving around a pothole, expression saddening. Just like she’d 
heard Zerrex had said once, everything was about balance… and her glorious day had been 
quickly and spitefully balanced out by the next, which had been a living hell.

When she’d gotten home, she hadn’t realized her father wasn’t there… which usually 
was a bad sign, since it meant he was either working overtime or out with his friends, both 
of which always led to trouble for her. She’d gone to bed and had wonderful dreams of 
Zerrex and the day, imaginings where she had served him and he’d asked her to sit with him, 
and she’d sat on his lap and they had kissed and she had touched him… done more than 
brush his hand when she’d passed him his bottle of whisky or glass of ice cubes, in other 
words. But that touch alone had been like touching raw power and strength… and it had 
sent a shiver through her that was nearly electric and made her stomach turn over… made 
her loins ache in a way that they never had before.

In the morning, she’d awoken and stretched, then gone out to prepare breakfast for 
herself and for her father before doing her usual chores… but when she came out of her 
room clad in her tattered nightrobe, the greying fox was already sitting at the table and 
looking at her with a strange distaste that made her shrink back a bit, confused by his glare. 
Then he threw the newspaper down on the table, rattling his coffee cup and saying quietly: 
“Look.”

Felicity had stepped forwards, not knowing what to see… but the last thing she’d 
expected was a black and white picture of the Boss and his daughter leaving Elliot’s… and 
then she paled as she realized her face was easily visible in the glass behind them, watching 
them leave with fawning eyes. She stepped back a bit and hugged herself tightly, swallowing 
at her father’s glare, then she stuttered: “I… I meant to tell you…”

 “I phoned the school to check, and I found out that you left. Apparently had a note 
and my permission. They said they tried to contact me about it, but I never got any 
messages.” Slowly, the male rose up from the table, a snarl spreading over his muzzle as he 
clenched his hands into fists. His dirty paramedic’s uniform was wrinkled and spattered 
with blood, and the young vixen knew that he must have been out all night driving around 
and maybe even picking up some of the Boss’s leftovers… which was part of the reason she 
thought her father hated Zerrex and her love of him so much. The other part? Well, he was 
just a bastard, in her opinion.

She tried to come up with some excuse, but then only managed to shriek as he leaned 
across the table and slapped her hard, sending her reeling into a wall. She winced, touching 
the bruise there, and then her eyes widened and she began to step back as her father pulled 
out his black medical bag and dropped it on the table, looking at her grimly even as she 
cried: “Please no! Please, Dad, don’t, I’ll be a good girl, I can be good, honest!”



 “Stupid whore, just like your mother.” He’d said… and then he’d pulled out the scalpel 
and the needle, and she’d only been able to scream once before he’d gone to work on her. 
Felicity closed her eyes tightly at this memory, the motorcycle weaving a bit as she rode now 
down a dirt side road, letting out a shuddering breath before she forced her eyes open and 
she swallowed thickly, pulling up to the side of the road. She dismounted, then quickly 
crossed the grassy ditch and up a steep face of dirt and weeds, clawing at the ground as she 
almost fell forwards before she reached the top, running into the forest on the plateau and 
wiping at her eyes even as the tears soaked through her fur, touching her small breasts and 
letting out a single bitter sob through her muzzle. 

After a few minutes, she reached a clearing and sat on a fallen log there, looking up at 
the sky as she shrugged off her jacket and let it fall to the ground. She rocked a bit, 
hugging herself and looking down, thinking of the things her father had done to her in the 
past… hating herself for the fact she had been too weak to tell anyone until it had been 
almost too late. Her hands silently traced over her bust and the scar tissue she could feel 
beneath… neat scars, in perfect lines, with the dots left by deep but immaculate stitch-work 
on either side. It’s why she’d never slept with anyone she’d cared about… and why no one 
had ever seen her naked, especially from the front. She wore the same shirts and clothes as 
all the other girls… but never exposed her cleavage, or up much higher than her 
bellybutton. The tracework of scars started from her stomach and went over her bust… but 
her father had been careful to not scar any areas that couldn’t be covered. And down 
between her legs…

She reached a hand down and silently squeezed her crotch: down there, she had scars 
along her inner thigh, and the lips of her sex… and from her clitoris to her waist. She 
hated the way her body looked, the way she was scarred… and then she rubbed silently at 
the final scar her body bore: a large, crescent-shaped zone of white on her forearm. That 
had been when he’d swung at her head with a hot firepoker in a fit of rage… and missed, 
but managed to rip through her arm nonetheless. How she had screamed… and finally got 
the guts to run past him instead of listening to him yell at her and berate her for being a 
deviant, a whore, a disgusting mess, and out into the world. She had phoned for an 
ambulance, ironically enough… and they had taken her in, and one of her father’s oldest 
friends had been there, Hal.

But unlike her father, Hal was a good person… he’d seen what happened, gotten the 
story from her, and gotten her to show her body and the other scars she bore on her body. 
Finally, the black bear had nodded quietly and told his partner he was going to have a talk 
with his old friend, as he’d rolled up his sleeves and strode towards the apartment… but 
everyone could hear her father yelling, then his shrieks of pain and the sounds of crashing 
and combat inside the apartment.

Finally, Hal had come out with a bloody nose and wiping at his hands – soaked as well 
with blood, and not just that of his own. He’d said to call the cops, and things had gone 
from there… but for some reason, Felicity had never been able to look at Hal with 
complete respect. She didn’t know why or how, but it seemed she still did love her father… 
and enough that she’d left Hal’s home after only staying with him for a few months with 



her as his foster father, instead choosing the streets instead of the sanctuary he had 
provided. Not because she didn’t like him… but because she felt she didn’t deserve the care 
he gave her with how part of her dared to still be bitter and angry with him for saving her 
life.

Obviously, she’d lost her job… well, been forced to lose it really, after she had been 
found out. Her father had left her tied to a chair, drugged with a paralytic but still able to 
feel the horrible pain her body… but it was the humiliation and agony of her father’s 
speech to Elliot on the phone that truly hurt, that made all the cutting and impromptu 
surgeries seem like gently scratches in comparison. “I told you, fuckface. I don’t want my 
daughter working in your shitty bar… there’s no way I’m letting her suffer under you or 
your kiddy-fucking, sicko friend! You just stay the hell away from her, you hear me? I’m not 
scared of  you or that fucking Boss!”

The humiliation had been too great for her to ever even approach the tavern again… 
but since she’d dropped out of school and it was too late to resume taking classes, her 
father had forced her to get another job, working days at a grocery store, and giving all of 
her money over to him so he could go out drinking on his nights off and party with his 
friends, and pay for all the fancy drugs he liked to use on her to shut her up or so she didn’t 
struggle while he played mad doctor.

Felicity sighed quietly, then she dropped her hands in her lap and looked down, rocking 
a bit on the spot and looking a rock on the ground near the log. She frowned, then 
concentrated and narrowed her eyes a bit, and the rock slowly floated up into the air; it 
spun slowly for a moment, then she let the baseball-sized stone fall back to the ground with 
a quiet thud. “If  only I’d learned to use that sooner…”

It had really only been a year ago, around the time she’d gathered up the other outcasts 
and freaks she’d met living in one of the abandoned apartment complexes, that she’d really 
started learning how to use her powers. Sure, she’d always been able to do little things, but 
she’d never had any control or realized until later that it must have been her. She’d just… 
wish something to happen, and something would move. The fox rubbed at her head quietly, 
then looked around again as she thought back to those days, letting her mind roll as it 
would. Eventually her thoughts would order themselves… and eventually she’d know what 
she had to do. That’s how it always worked…

Living on the streets had been hard for the first few months: she almost vomited the 
first time she’d dug in a trash can for food, but then she’d gotten used to it… and Mika 
visited her every now and then, gave her meals and shelter when he could. He was a good 
guy, Mika… a bit too hardcore into geekery but she still liked him, and she felt sorry for 
what he was doing to himself with the drugs. She knew she couldn’t help him there, 
though… he had his own personal demons to deal with, just as she had hers, and so all she 
could do was support him through his long night as he had through hers.

But one day, Mika had stopped in as she was begging on her usual Apple Villa street 
corner, and told her about a place called “Exile Village,” back in the Comfort Town slums. 
She had nodded silently and promised to check it out later, after she got a bit more money 



for food… and he’d given her some of his change and wrapped a blanket around her he’d 
brought from home, before jumping back on his bike and continuing on the way to school. 
The fact he’d stolen a blanket from home and brought it all the way out here for her had 
made her cry with thankfulness… and a few hours later she’d found herself back in the 
slums.

She’d grown up here… she’d lived in one of the apartment buildings… and now she 
lived on these familiar streets. They weren’t so bad, once you knew the people, got familiar 
with the surroundings… the other street-people were friendly, after all, and the influence of 
the Boss kept things quiet and strangers from hurting strangers. No, only family got away 
with hurting family now… which she supposed was a bitter, cruel irony.

Following the directions Mika had given her, she ended up at a broken-down, 
condemned apartment complex that had most of the windows boarded up… and most of 
those boards rotten and falling off. She’d entered, called a trembling hello… and upon 
receiving no answer, decided to roam. She’d been surprised by a large male who’d ambushed 
her at the top of the stairs, grabbing her and covering her mouth with a snarl… but then 
his eyes had widened and he’d immediately let her go, apologizing and saying quietly that he 
hadn’t realized she was “one of  them.”

She’d been confused at first… but then the badger – Tank, as she learned to call him – 
brought her to a common room on the second floor, and she’d found a group of the 
homeless there, most of the dirty and befouled, and a few still wearing the trappings of 
what was once fine clothing or jewellery as if they were fallen royalty. She’d been worried at 
first… but the inhabitants of Exile Village gladly welcomed her into their folds, and 
suddenly she had a home again… and more, people that cared about her.

The rules of the place were simple: it was its own little community, and didn’t allow 
crime or the rich into its folds. The people had to respect each other and protect each other, 
and the money they made from begging or whatever other work they did was all given into 
one large communal pot at the end of the day. This money then was counted and divided 
up accordingly for three causes: the food budget, the Village Tax, and personal fare. 

It was a beautiful little communal system… the food budget got most of the money, 
but they always made sure that it was enough to go around and feed all eighteen or so 
members of the Exile Village… and the Village Tax was kept in a safe to keep it away from 
greedy hands. The hope was to one day accumulate enough wealth that they could buy beds 
or at least some repairs for this broken-down apartment building… after all, it was only 
condemned because the top floor had been burned down, and the owner had decided it 
wasn’t worth spending the money to fix. Martin, a dreamy-looking horse who always wore a 
long, faded green overcoat, purple scarf and a ripped top-hat, said that his personal wish 
was to one day get enough money to buy some hammers and shingles… then they could 
demolish the rest of the floor above, sell off the broken lumber, and turn the third floor 
into a proper roof  for their two-level kingdom.

Finally, the personal fare was divided up and given to each of the people in the Exile 
Village… some days it mean that everyone got a few pennies, and on a good day a dollar or 



a bit more. On that first day, Billy – an elderly raccoon who everyone looked to as the 
leader of the Exile Village, and one of the founders of the place – had said Felicity could 
keep her earnings from today if she wanted to… but she had shaken her head and gladly 
donated all the money she had made to the pot, and he had smiled. It had been a good start 
to her months there…

Mika had visited a few times… the first had been uncomfortable, since Tank had nearly 
broken his neck before dragging him roughly to the community room, and he’d obviously 
been unhappy with exactly where he was; however, it was more likely the fact that there was 
a large, angry-looking badger glowering at him then because he was a rich kid surrounded 
by poor people. But he had always been happy to help out and donate what he could, even 
working around Exile Village with the others to clean the place up as he was able to. 

She remembered the fact they all had their own room… most people on the first floor, 
but a few on the second. It had been weird, being given a mostly-empty, musty room, and 
told she could do whatever she wished with it… she had no money, after all, and it wasn’t 
exactly like she could just go out and steal things to put in it. But upon visiting the other 
rooms, she’d been amazed at the things people had found on the street and the way they’d 
been decorated… Tank’s had broken guns and ammunition, duct tape and all variety of old 
tools… Billy had rows and rows of books, kept in homemade, damaged shelves and stacked 
along the floor, with a large beanbag chair he used as a bed and several tattered blankets… 
and Martin’s had been the best of all, she’d always thought. The eccentric horse had a bed 
made of couch cushions and ripped sheets, a broken coat rack that had been carefully duct-
taped together with several pieces of clothing dangling from it, as well as a perfectly-clean, 
perfectly-usable baseball cap that he disdained in place of his top hat, and a small broken 
desk in one corner, with a baseball bat and two old canes next to it. Martin had always 
fancied himself  a great writer…

She’d loved it there… she’d found happiness without money, in the comfort of other 
people. But then, one night, while everyone had been sleeping, a gang of young, stupid kids 
broke in… kids who had obviously gone to high school in Apple Villa, moved away with 
their parents, but come back for a hoot and some fun, and probably because their hatred of 
Comfort Town had never died. One of them had probably noticed a light shining in the 
window of the condemned apartment building, and they’d come in to investigate… and all 
anyone remembered from that night was the sound of gunshots and screams, yelling and 
chaos in the darkness, and then breaking glass and finally footsteps slamming the ground 
and some idiot falling down the stairs before he too fled outside.

By the time they’d figured out everything that had happened, it was morning, and 
Felicity found herself crying in the common room, clutching one of the other girls who’d 
survived the attack. Tank was resting against a wall, bloody and looking ashamed, hands 
trembling and muttering, pleading quietly with himself about how he couldn’t be that weak, 
that he couldn’t stop any of them… and the other eight had just sat silently. That day, four 
of  them would pack up and leave Exile Village forever.



Billy was dead. Stabbed and beaten… no one had heard it, not even with these thin 
walls. They had all grown too complacent with the idea of protection, and too used to the 
abuse that still happened, that still managed to pass undetected under the gaze of the 
Boss… and Martin too was now nothing more than a corpse. He’d been shot… apparently 
his last act had been trying to defend the family of three in the room next to him, his 
baseball bat fallen from his hand, his body slumped against a wall and that ridiculous top 
hat he’d always worn fallen quietly over his eyes, as if  he was asleep…

The other two girls were just gone… but it was obvious what had happened to them. 
There would probably be mention of a rape and killing on the outskirts of town… but 
maybe not. After all, it’s not like anyone would ever report their abduction, or that anyone 
would care… and Felicity had cried harder at that and wished again that they could just be 
safe, that she could do something…

That night, they’d all sleep together in the common room… except for Tank, who 
would stand guard outside with Martin’s bat tight in his hands. The next morning Mika 
showed up, offered his condolences, his comfort… and to help bury the bodies of the 
fallen. It had been a generous offer… but Tank had said no, they had something different 
to do.

That night had been the cremation out in the back: they had burned the bodies down 
to nothing but ashes in the stone alley, and all the while Felicity had clung to Tank and 
Mika, situated safely between them… one in his casual but expensive clothes, the other 
dressed in jeans with one leg missing from the knee down and a torn tank top taken out of 
a trash bin. And looking up, Felicity thought she saw a tall Drakkaren watching silently 
from the rooftops… and she had nodded to him, not sure if he was an illusion or not. But 
Zerrex had stepped quietly back and turned away, leaving them to take care of their dead in 
peace, and she had been eternally thankful, thoughts of her hero filling her mind in a way 
they hadn’t for the longest time… and as she watched the corpses of four adults and a child 
burn, she realized there was something they could still do.

 “We need to stop those bastards from hurting anyone else…” The vixen had said 
quietly, and she’d closed her eyes. She’d never contemplated killing anyone before… but her 
mind was sharp, and all of her ability was focused now towards taking revenge on those 
who had made her and her friends suffer… on following in the footsteps of her hero. “I 
want to hunt them down…”

 “I do too…” Tank had said quietly, watching the flames, the light playing over the 
badger’s features and making him look older than he was. “But Felicity… we can’t. We’re 
only seven people-”

 “Eight.” Mika interrupted, nearly silent but firm. Tank had snarled and looked up to 
perhaps reprimand him, before the badger had simply swallowed his retort and looked away 
when he saw Mika was crying. 

So instead, he let the silence spiral out… and then the vixen reached down and took his 
hand, squeezing it quietly. On the other side, she laced fingers with Mika, and the two 
looked at her as she held their hands up against her chest, closing her eyes and bowing her 



head forwards. “I’m sure one of the guys was injured… he fell down the stairs. If we’re 
lucky… maybe… maybe he checked in at a hospital somewhere. Mika can get us the 
records of hospital visits… I think it would have to be someone who was born in town, to 
know this district… but who lives out of town, out of the Boss’s reach, to dare and defy his 
rules…”

The other two were nodding slowly… and so it had begun. Felicity had been right… 
one of the people who had attacked had indeed come in with a broken arm from being hit 
with a blunt object, and he had given his information in a rush to get out of town with his 
friends and then finally said that he’d lived here before, so they should have him on file. The 
visit had been starred because of the type of wound… a broken arm from a scuffle no one 
would admit to having, marks on the chest and arms as if scratched or clawed, and 
abrasions and bruising from falling down a set of roughly-made stairs… this explanation, 
at least, was consistent with the damage.

He had asked for the bill to be mailed to him, and Mika had turned his head and asked 
Tank if he knew how to drive. Tank had snorted, and then they had been off… after Mika 
had bought his friends some clean sets of clothing. At first both Felicity and the badger had 
been somewhat offended… but the coyote had cleared his throat and said that they both 
had to at least shower or bath before changing, and that they had no choice but to put on a 
new set of clothes because they were likely heading into an Apple Villa like area… and 
they’d be noticed immediately if  they went in dressed as they normally did.

His words were a bit more tactful… enough that even Tank only growled a bit before 
saying he’d take a bath first then, just to make sure he got all the grime out of his fur. 
Felicity had been touched and she’d smiled, however, then said quietly that a shower should 
do fine for her… and so she’d taken the bathroom downstairs after listening to Tank filling 
up the tub, and showered until she felt clean and the only smell coming off her was that of 
the fragrant soap she’d used. 

Then they’d gotten dressed and left: a two hour drive took them to Harbor Springs, and 
it was indeed a miniature Apple-Villa like town, quaint and expensive, relying on tourism to 
keep it alive. The three had no real plan, except to break in at nightfall and make him suffer 
for what he did… and so that night, they had done just that.

It hadn’t been complicated… Mika was able to use his laptop to easily override the 
security system, and the electronically-locked doors of the Estate house had all popped 
open and given them easily access. They found the cat on the couch, eating popcorn and 
watching a movie with the volume loud enough that he hadn’t heard any of them… and 
without thinking, Felicity had looked back and forth, then simply grabbed an ornamental 
sash hanging on the wall, walked up behind the feline as he laughed at something that one 
of the actors said and reached for another handful of popcorn… and she had wrapped it 
tight around his throat and pulled hard on either end.

How he’d struggled and fought… and she looked bitterly up at the ceiling. Tank had 
actually pulled her away at the last minute, before the bastard had asphyxiated… and she’d 
only stopped because Mika had reasoned that they needed to keep him alive long enough to 



find out about his friends, at least. The cat had been all too eager to talk, immediately 
giving up his two friends… but before Felicity could go back, Tank had stopped her with 
an arm and said quietly: “No. I’ll do it. You two can leave.”

He’d choked the cat to death and left him on the floor… the vixen hadn’t seen that, but 
she’d heard it. And she hadn’t left, either… instead, she’d looked around the house and then 
at Mika before saying quietly: “You know… he’s not going to be using any of this shit… 
and it could fetch a good price…”

 “Just load it up fast. And call me if anything’s inside a glass case, it might be 
electronically sealed. I’m going to make sure there’s no cameras, and that if there are, I’ll 
make sure all the information on them gets deleted.” The coyote replied tersely, then he’d 
headed off  to his job, and Felicity had started on hers.

It had been much the same with the other two… deactivate the security, sneak up on 
them inside their posh homes, kill them and take their stuff. All three of them lived on 
their own, in ridiculous flats that their parents probably bought for them and were filled 
with all manner of junk… most of which was shoved into the Humvee’s huge back and 
taken with them back to Baskin’s Grove. They were back by morning… and had sold the 
stuff off by afternoon. Mika had declined taking any of the money, instead driving off in 
his Humvee and wishing them all the best, smiling faintly… but all three of them had been 
changed by what had happened that night. Felicity, however, was happy… and felt that she 
had gotten one step closer to being like her idol. And back in this city, she knew that they 
would be protected by him… that even if the police found out who they were and all that, 
they would never be able to lay a finger on them, because the Boss was here.

They had used the money to realize the dreams of Billy and Martin… they had 
repaired the apartment complex; in fact, they’d made it better. Now it was a whitewashed 
brick home, with a real common room, a kitchen, a dining room, a library, and a room for 
everyone who stayed at the place… as well as a few spares. They refurbished the entire 
interior… cleaned it all… and replaced much of the mildewed junk with freshly-bought, 
new things, bought clothes and all other sorts of stuff… but Felicity still felt strangely 
empty inside. That something was missing… and no matter how often the other five 
congratulated them and spoke so highly of their exploits, she couldn’t help but feel 
something wasn’t right; and from Tank’s strange silences, she knew he felt that way too.

She thought about contacting the Boss… trying to talk to him, but she was still afraid 
of wasting his time. Now he was always on her mind, and finally, after weeks of this… she 
asked Mika again to bring up the information on the Goth Legion, and the idea had come 
to her, fully-formed, as if it had just been waiting for the right jolt of inspiration to make it 
come to life, awake and vital.

The Godkillers had been born at that moment and time… and it wasn’t a gang like 
everyone said, it was their community, coming together. The leather, the facepaint, the way 
they acted… that was all just part of the show, part of the smoke and mirrors to disguise 
their past as weak, helpless street-people who had once lived in a home called Exile Village. 
No, they acted the way they did, dressed the way they did, because they were proud of who 



they were, and didn’t want anyone underestimating them… and they made sure to protect 
who they could and hurt only who they saw as evils of the world, and just like the Boss, 
they didn’t bother letting anyone know what their real work and motives were. In time, 
they’d figure it out… but even if they never did, doing this, being this way made Felicity 
feel complete. One day, she hoped to truly be able to at least reach her idol’s feet… she 
knew that she’d never be able to stand eye-to-eye with him, but that wasn’t important. She 
felt that even standing in his shadow would be like resting in the statue of a god… it would 
be bliss.

Felicity nodded quietly to herself as she gazed up at the sky above, watching clouds roll 
by… and now she knew what she had to do, as she smiled quietly. The secret was in 
there… the fact she wanted to help people, even if it meant wearing this mask that the 
Godkillers provided. After all, perhaps sometimes even her own personal god needed 
help… so why not offer that help to him? Why should she stand back as she had so many 
times in the past when she knew evil was going on… and just let her hero, her savior, her 
god, suffer needlessly because a cruel, horrible giant had taken his daughter? 

 “But how…” she murmured, frowning and looking at the ground quietly for a few 
moments… then she brightened as she looked up and straightened, speaking to herself 
excitedly as she came up with the answer: “Numbers! Numbers beat strength… so I’ll get 
the boys to fan out and gather everyone they can find together! Mika’s got a lot of contacts 
in other towns, after all, and the Godkillers have done quite a few operations on the 
outskirts and beyond the Boss’s reach… I’m sure we can find or hire a good amount of 
people, and then all of us can lead an attack against this Requiem bastard and get the Boss’s 
daughter back for him.”

She nodded firmly, smacking a fist into her hand, then she smiled to herself: the right 
answer always came to her when she spent time alone. Then she reached out a hand and her 
leather jacket floated up from the grass before soaring over to her and dropping into her 
fingers, and she tied it quickly around her waist as she headed back towards her motorcycle, 
intent on calling the others together and letting them know exactly what the plan was.

~~~

 “Uh. No. You are not sticking that in my vagina.” Cindy said flatly, looking up at 
Requiem distastefully. “And furthermore, I demand you let me out of here. My legs are 
really starting to hurt.”

The Dragokkaren sighed: he’d just gotten back home and finished unloading the 
groceries on the table, before realizing he should have also bought a cooler, or at least some 
packs of ice… but the goddamn wolf distracted him and he’d forgotten that he doesn’t 
exactly have a fridge available to him here. And now he’s disgusted to find that Cindy’s 
returned to being huffy and argumentative. “Fine. But I can’t let you go. I’ll be back in a 
little while”

He put down the box for the urinary device he’d picked up, and Cindy blinks before 
struggling against the chains as he turns and heads for the door again: she thought for a 
moment about calling out after him, but then simply let him go, frowning a bit and tilting 



her head as she lets her body drop back against the wooden pillar. “Did I push him too 
hard or something?”

Half an hour later, the Dragokkaren returned with a cooler in the back seat of his car, 
pulling up to the windmill and sighing. He stepped out, then opened the back door and 
pulled the cooler free, hefting it easily onto his shoulder as he bumps the back door closed 
with his hip and uses his hand to slam the other, before heading towards the door and 
rubbing his forehead slowly. Why can’t she just be terrified for her life or something easy 
like that…

Requiem paused for a moment, however, as he heard a motorcycle approach. For a 
moment, he felt a distinct discomfort, then he turned and frowned a bit as the motorcycle 
slowed and then halted, and the rider – a vixen, he was thankful to note, not Zerrex as he’d 
feared for a moment – looked at him with something like anger on her features. He looked 
back mildly, comparing her species and various features to all the people he’d wronged over 
the years who could still somehow come back to try and exact some useless revenge… but 
the list was too long for him to be sure she wasn’t just a speciesist or someone who’d once 
worked at the sawmill.

Then a strange feeling crept over his body, and Requiem winced, stumbling backwards a 
bit. He frowned: it was almost like someone had pushed him, and with a surprising amount 
of force. Immediately, he remembered the strange badger that had given Zerrex an 
interesting assist in combat, and his eyes slowly roved up to the vixen’s face again… she, 
however, was already turning away, but he thought he saw a flicker of vicious satisfaction on 
her features as she revved the engine of  the bike and drove away.

 “Great.” Requiem muttered, then he turned and headed back inside, slamming the door 
bad-temperedly behind himself and causing Cindy to squeak and jump, looking up at him 
guilty as she relaxed from her pressuring against the chains. The large reptile ignored her, 
however, instead dropping the cooler and causing the ice he’d already filled it with to rattle. 
He kicked it open, then turned and quickly dropped the few items from the store he’d 
picked up into the cooler and muttered irritably under his breath. 

 “Um… hey.” Cindy cleared her throat, coughing a bit, and the Dragokkaren shot her a 
look that caused her to wince. She plowed onwards heedless, nonetheless, asking in a 
surprisingly-soft tone: “What’s wrong?”

The large reptile paused… then he softened himself and reached up to loosen his 
choker and undo the first few buttons of his shirt, sighing as he walked over to sit down on 
one of the tables and crossing his arms as he glanced down at her quietly. “I’m sorry… I 
was rude just now. But one of your friends, I guess… someone else who uses an odd ability, 
like that badger…”

Cindy blinked, then she shook her head quickly as she shifted against the chains binding 
her. “Don’t worry about it, I’m sure you’re stressed…” She paused, then gave a bit of a 
smile. “Well, I guess we both are… but… what do you mean?”

 “I’m not sure.” Requiem mused to himself, glancing down and slowly rubbing the back 
of his head as he looked at the ground, then he moved his eyes back up to meet hers. “I felt 



like I was pushed, but there aren’t many people who can push me from a stable position. A 
vixen, in leather and on a bicycle… she looked at me, and I was forced backwards… do you 
know her?”

The Drakkaren blinked, then frowned… something about that called to her, but she 
couldn’t quite place it. “No… no one I can think of offhand, actually, sorry. I know it’s not 
one of Daddy or Cherry’s friends, though…” she paused, and for a moment she almost 
knew who it was… but then the memory flitted away. “I dunno. I almost know who you’re 
talking about… but Mr. Pettigrew is the only person who can do stuff like that. And he’s 
not that strong unless he has metal around him…”

Requiem nodded, mentally filing the information away… but he wasn’t interested in 
fighting anyone like that. True, it would be different than dealing with someone who used 
hand-to-hand, or someone who wielded weapons… from melee combat to more 
dishonorable long-range firearms. It would definitely be another challenge… but he wasn’t 
interested in any more challenges. He had tried to bury himself in challenges to hide his 
guilt and shame, and that had only resulted in having to now do this most cursed of 
tasks… which reminded him of something. “I also ran into someone else today. An idiot 
wolf… he introduced himself as Lone Wolf or something. Sounds like a pathetic code 
name…”

Cindy snorted at this, and Requiem tilted his head curiously as the female looked up at 
him with entertainment. “Lone Wulfe, actually… it’s got a U and an E, he gets all pissy 
when you don’t pronounce his name perfect… you know, it has more of a woo than a wool 
to it, or whatever.” She paused for a moment, letting the Dragokkaren digest this little 
tidbit, then added: “And it’s his real name, or so he says.”

Requiem nodded at this, reflecting on the way he pronounced his own name. More -
quay than -quee, but that was probably just the bit of accent he still had from living in 
Hez’Ranna than anything else. “I’ll keep it in mind. But he wanted me to help him with 
something… mentioned some ordeal that happened with your father. In fact, I’ve noticed a 
lot of different reactions about my nephew in this town, whereas in other places I’ve been, 
there’s generally only fear. What happened here, and why is he so popular, if  I can ask?”

Cindy’s face darkened a bit, then she sighed softly and looked at the ground 
despondently, shifting a bit uncomfortably: she had to urinate badly, but was still 
stubbornly holding it in and didn’t want to let the Dragokkaren touch her nether regions. 
Thinking of the past, however… that got her mind off her body’s needs considerably and 
let her instead move to a different topic. “Lone… damn. I thought he was really 
changing…” she looked down, and then her eyes closed as she gave a quiet sigh.

The Dragokkaren shifted a bit on the spot, uncomfortable with the aura of 
disappointment radiating off this sweet, innocent girl in front of him… but then he quietly 
nudged her onwards, asking gently: “What happened?”

 “Three years ago… everything hinges on the events of three years ago…” Cindy said 
softly, looking at the ground. “Sure, the Boss had been here before then, and perhaps even 
then he was changing… but until Lone came to town and… and until he killed Mary, the 



changes in Zerrex weren’t happening fast enough to make a difference. In his own weird way, 
Lone is responsible for three things… the miserable civil war this city broke down into and 
the agony that Zerrex went through… but also the changes that drove my father to being 
someone who’s maybe not good, but who takes care of this town and protects us all… and 
for bringing my whole family together. I… I feel terrible saying this, but sometimes I really 
hate him… hate him with all my heart… but mostly I just feel sorry for him.” she glanced 
up at Requiem quietly, tilting her head and asking softly: “Can you understand that?”

 “Yes. I can.” The Dragokkaren glanced down, thinking of his own past for a moment, 
then he looked back up and met Cindy’s eyes, reflecting for a moment on how they were 
almost the same color as his own. “I’d like to listen to your story, if  you want to tell it.”

Cindy smiled a bit at this, then she looked down quietly and said softly: “It all started 
the night some idiot in the bar slapped my ass… and Daddy took him out into the street 
to teach him a lesson…”

And Requiem listened for the hours it took Cindy to relate to him the story of three 
years’ ago: of how Lone had come into town and tried to make a name for himself by 
illegally buying land deeds from the corrupt mayor, so he could sell Comfort Town for a 
fortune… and by getting rid of her father. Zerrex had always been the true ruler of the 
city… but in those days, Baskin’s Grove had been two kingdoms: Comfort Town, and Apple 
Villa. And Apple Villa, the oppressive, rich side of town, refused to do anything to help 
Comfort Town, and always worked to hinder both it and the reptile they had come to rely 
on for protection from the corrupt politicians, police, and criminals alike.

He found out that Zerrex had grown attached to a girl named Mary, a young maid he’d 
‘kidnapped’ from an Apple Villa home after fulfilling a mercenary request to take care of a 
cruel male who was making his fortune by selling children to the highest bidder and playing 
his fingers in slavery rings… and that Mary had been working her hardest to prove to 
Zerrex there was still a bit of light in him. He also found himself softening and saddening 
as Cindy closed her eyes and recounted the story of how Lone had raped her… and how 
she had ended up turning to her father for comfort in all forms, not knowing at that time 
she was his daughter. 

As to Lone, Zerrex had beaten him badly and punished him for what he’d done… yet 
the wolf had still called in reinforcements to back his crumbling ambitions: the Goth 
Legion. And Requiem only felt his disgust at the wolf growing with each word that Cindy 
spoke, even though the noble creature always tried to put everyone in the best possible light.

Cherry, Tinman, and Vampire… the last remnants of the disbanded military elite unit. 
They had taken Mary from Zerrex’s home, while the Drakkaren had been out with Cindy 
to do some shopping for her. Then, he’d been drawn into an ambush to try and save Mary’s 
life… and Lone had shot and killed Mary in front of him. Zerrex had been infuriated, but 
had been forced to retreat from the trap and make his way back home, where Cherry had 
confronted him and the two had fought bitterly. In the end, however, Zerrex had spared her 
life… and they had ended up once more joining forces to take down Lone.



She recounted how Lone had taken over the city, usurping the position of mayor and 
using his newfound power to spread discord, while Vampire attacked those known to 
associate with Zerrex. Then, she summarized what she knew about the fight that had 
occurred between Zerrex and Vampire, and finally finished with Lone’s new laws and how 
he had been attempting to wipe Comfort Town off the map before Zerrex had finally 
staged a full-out assault with Cherry against the wolf. He had spared Tinman… and for a 
reason that Requiem now truly couldn’t understand, Zerrex had spared Lone’s life.

For a minute or so, silence spiralled out, as the Dragokkaren frowned at the ground and 
crossed his arms, then he glanced up and asked, tilting his head: “Why would Zerrex leave 
Lone alive? After everything he’s done… to you, to the town, to your friends and family… 
why… how can you be at peace with him?”

Cindy looked up at Requiem with a bit of a smile, and she again saw a reflection of 
Zerrex in the Dragokkaren, in the way they seemed to think and act. Then she slowly 
shrugged, causing the chains around her to jingle quietly as she met his gaze and said softly: 
“Killing doesn’t change anything. It’s just another body in the ground… I don’t want Lone 
to suffer any more than he has already, because there’s no point in just hurting people 
because they’ve hurt you, you have to teach them… I know sometimes pain is the only way 
to show people why they can’t hurt anyone else, but sometimes… it just makes them more 
bitter. I just want Lone to be sorry for what he’s done… and to not want to hurt anyone 
anymore. He’s… he’s lost. And lost, hurt people don’t deserve to die any more than you or 
me.”

The Dragokkaren frowned a bit as he looked up, taking in these words and the female’s 
philosophy… and he did admit that it made sense on some levels, even to him. Then he 
looked down quietly and said softly: “I bet your father truly admires that level of resolve in 
you, Cindy. I’ve never met anyone as pure as you.”

 “Thanks, Requiem.” Cindy said, smiling a bit in return and nodding to him. “I’d 
curtsy but I’m kinda tied up right now. Although you could help me with that and at least 
loosen these chains…”

 “No.” Requiem said flatly, but the look he gave her was tinged with entertainment as 
he rested back on the table. She muttered and fidgeted against the chains again, and then 
glanced from the box to the Dragokkaren and blushed a bit.

 “Um. Then can you put that stupid thing on me?” she muttered at last, rubbing her 
thighs together, and Requiem rolled his eyes before nodding. He stood up and walked over 
to the box, easily tearing the top open before reaching in and pulling out several different 
pieces of plastic and machinery that were trapped in fitted Styrofoam. Cindy gritted her 
teeth, wincing a bit at the sight of something that obviously needed to be assembled, but 
the Dragokkaren’s hands moved swiftly without bothering to glance at the instructions, 
putting the tube and ‘cup’ together, then finding the scented, sterile container and putting 
one end of  the long tube into that.



He looked at Cindy mildly, then put the urination device down next to her and coughed 
as he squatted in front of her, meeting her eyes as he said calmly: “I’m going to need to 
take your pants off  and fiddle with you a bit. Please don’t squirm too much.”

Cindy muttered in response, looking away, but she obligingly let her legs open and 
winced a bit, fidgeting somewhat against the chains and feeling her cheeks grow hot. As the 
reptile reached forwards towards her pants, fingers quickly opening her fly, she felt a strange 
heat growing in her lower regions. She bit her cheek, thinking that this was probably the 
worst possible time ever to feel horny… but then her eyes roved over Requiem’s body, and 
she couldn’t resist asking: “How do I know you’re not going to rape me?”

Requiem glanced up at her, paused for a few moments, then he shrugged and returned 
his hands to jerk down her pants to her knees as he said plainly: “You’re not my type.”

 “What the hell’s that supposed to mean?” Cindy asked immediately, frowning down at 
him and feeling strangely insulted, although also somewhat relieved… but part of her 
mumbled at the fact she obviously wasn’t going to be getting sex on a regular basis like she 
was used to, as the Dragokkaren’s hands now pulled down her panties. “Am I not pretty 
enough for you or something?”

 “That works.” Requiem said idly, and Cindy growled at him and strained against the 
chains, but thankfully didn’t move too much as he used a finger to pull aside one lip of her 
sex. The female twitched a bit under his finger, and he made a slight face: despite his body, 
size, and masculine attributes… sex had really just never been his thing. He didn’t see the 
appeal in a workout that just got you dirty and gave you pleasure until your body failed and 
you shot some disgusting stuff into the appointed victim. It was like someone who’d never 
trained with weights before jumping right into the heavy stuff… you either made an idiot 
out of yourself, or lifted something impressive and felt great… until it fell on you or you 
woke up the next morning and found your entire body was sore. 

The Dragokkaren spread the female with two fingers easily, then he glanced back and 
picked up the urinal device: he figured Cindy wasn’t paralyzed, so she wouldn’t exactly need 
the motor. Moving with surprising dexterity, he slid the thin tube of plastic into Cindy’s 
urethra, and she gave a choked gargle of pain before glaring down at the Dragokkaren and 
saying irritably: “Hey! Gentle!”

 “Right. Because I’m sure your father is far more so.” Requiem replied mildly, sliding 
the tube forwards until he judged the tube was deep enough. Then he moved to adjust the 
cup so it rested against her vagina, to catch any droplets that might somehow evade the 
tube.

 “Daddy doesn’t shove himself in that hole. Or do you not know the difference?” Cindy 
snapped, huffing and trying to cross her arms, but then muttering instead as the chains 
restrained her and just jingled a bit.

Requiem rolled his eyes as he courteously pulled up her pants and panties as far as 
possible without giving her any discomfort, muttering: “Daddy shouldn’t be shoving him 
anywhere at all in you.”



 “You’re just jealous.” Cindy immediately responded, and Requiem stared at her with 
something like horror, making her grin a bit and blush, coughing as she resisted the urge to 
laugh. “Okay… uh… maybe not. Now go away, I have to pee.”

Requiem rolled his eyes, ignoring her last request and instead making sure the container 
that was attached to the tube was sealed tightly. Then he wandered over to the box and 
pulled out the instruction manual, glancing over it to make sure he’d set it up correctly. 
Suddenly, Cindy gave a loud, pleased sigh, and the Dragokkaren rolled his eyes as he walked 
over to the worktable, deciding the best thing possible he could do right now was ignore 
her, thinking mildly to himself that she really didn’t have to act the way she did, especially 
about something as distasteful as urination.

~~~

Zerrex snarled and jerked his head to the side as the sawblade whizzed by, but almost 
too late: a moment later, several wisps of white hair floated down, and a droplet of blood 
rolled along the reptile’s cheek from a long, shallow cut.

Immediately, Tinman squeaked and grabbed his muzzle, causing the sawblade that he’d 
just sent flying through the air to plummet to the ground. His eyes were wide and round as 
he stared at Zerrex, the dozen or so sawblades that littered the back yard of the Drakkaren’s 
all giving a bit of a shiver, as if the badger’s emotions somehow passed into the serrated 
discs of  metal. “Oh my Gods! I’m so sorry, Zerrex, are you okay?”

 “Tinny, please.” The Drakkaren frowned a bit as Tinman started forwards, reaching 
into his pocket for a loose handkerchief, and then the reptile dropped his ready position 
with a sigh as the badger jogged quickly up to him, Cherry watching with amusement from 
where she leaned against Cindy’s cabin. “Look, it’s part of  the training, it’s really… Tinny!”

But the badger merely pushed his arm away… or rather, pushed at the reptile’s arm with 
a grunt of effort and managed to make it budge slightly as Zerrex brought his arms up in 
an almost defensive posture, trying to ward off Tinman as he dabbed at the cut on his 
cheek with his hankie. “I know, but couldn’t we use something else less dangerous? And stay 
still, please, Zerrex, I don’t think it cut deep but I want to make sure…”

 “Really, Tinman. I’m fine.” Finally, the reptile reached down and simply picked the 
badger up, making him squeak, before he set him down firmly a few feet away. He coughed, 
and Zerrex idly rubbed at his unhurt cheek as he made a bit of a face. “And if we use 
something that doesn’t have any actual danger associated with it, I’ll be more relaxed. I need 
to train hard, in a tense environment…”

 “Who’s tense around here?” Cherry called, then she straightened and brushed herself 
off, coughing and wandering forwards as she crossed her arms, looking mildly amused as 
Tinny reached up and squeezed an ear nervously, tossing a look back at her. “I mean, I only 
saw you lifting and pushing more weight today than I ever have in my life, and forcing me 
to keep working out with you for hours on end until you were finally so sore that I had to 
all but drag your ass upstairs for lunch… and now you’ve got Tinny here throwing big 
fucking spiked pieces of metal at you so you can practice batting them away.” A pause, and 
a bit of  a grin as Zerrex looked at her flatly. “But come on, who’s tense?”



The male Drakkaren sighed, reaching up to rub at his temple slowly, and Cherry 
contemplated for a moment on pointing out that he had a good chunk of hair missing 
from his right side. “Cherry, I need to train…”

 “But training all the time will just wear you down.” The female softened as Tinman 
spoke quietly, looking at Zerrex with a compassion that made the tall reptile feel almost 
ashamed of how hard he’d been pushing himself… and everyone around him. “Please, Mr. 
Zerrex. Let’s take a break… you need a rest.”

 “I will take a break, the day before I fight Requiem, I’ll let my body regenerate fully so 
I’ll be in tiptop condition…” Zerrex responded stubbornly… then he sighed at the 
combined looks of Cherry and Tinman. Well… I guess when Cherry’s even looking at me 
that way… he couldn’t help but smile at the thought, gazing back at the muscular female 
and finally relenting. “I guess a ten minute break can’t hurt… and Tinny? It’s just Zerrex.”

 “Okay, that’s good then, Zerrex.” Tinman smiled widely and nodded, then quickly ran 
past the two, looking over his shoulder and calling: “I’ll make tea!” 

The two nodded, then both winced as he almost dropped his foot on a sawblade stuck 
in the ground, but the metal disc suddenly rolled to the side, sending up a spray of dirt as 
Tinman released a yelp and stumbled: thankfully, he’d noticed in time. Then he continued 
on towards the house as Zerrex shook his head and laughed a bit, saying softly: “Funny. I 
thought this was our house and he’s the guest.”

 “You know he likes to help out.” Cherry replied, gently wrapping an arm around the 
reptile’s waist: he let his own drape around hers, and for a moment they looked almost like 
a storybook couple… except for the fact that the male was covered in sweat, missing a bit 
of hair, and had a few minor cuts and one or two older wounds along his body, not to 
mention the bruising that still clothed parts of his form. And of course, the fact that 
Cherry was simply Cherry, and she could never look the role of  a child’s storybook heroine.

Then the two traded a smile and they headed towards the house, carefully stepping 
around the sawblades that littered the ground, before entering from the back door and 
finding Tinny busily working around the kitchen, humming to himself as he prepared 
several small sandwiches: as he worked, a knife floated through the air and cut each 
sandwich that he’d made into quarters, the badger glancing to the side every so often to 
make sure it was doing its job properly. Behind him, a kettle sat on the stove, already filled 
with water and heating slowly up as Cherry headed for the fridge and Zerrex rested back 
against the wall, rubbing the back of his head and laughing a bit. “Tinman, you really don’t 
have to go through all this trouble…”

 “No, no, don’t worry about it!” Tinny replied with a smile at Zerrex, then he rose a 
hand and the knife floated into it. The badger used it to cut the last sandwich he’d made, 
then he pulled out a plate – having to stand on his toes and reach high to get into the top 
cupboard – before piling the prepared food on it and holding the plate out towards Cherry, 
who blinked and reared back a bit. “Ham and cheese, have one!”

 “Uh…” Cherry winced, and Zerrex snorted amusedly as she obviously attempted to 
think up some excuse that wouldn’t hurt Tinny’s feelings… then she coughed and pointed 



out the window as the other two looked up at a familiar low rumbling. “Sounds like a car’s 
pulling in. I’ll go check who it is.”

She quickly slid past Tinman, then jaunted towards the door as Zerrex walked up beside 
the badger. Tinny shot a hurt look after Cherry, but then he smiled again as Zerrex took 
one of the sandwich quarters and put it in his muzzle, chewing thoughtfully as he watched 
his wife open the door and grin slightly outside. Lately, Cherry’d been trying to get 
awkwardly close with Lone… not that he was worried about her leaving him, but even he 
thought that there was such a thing as taking one’s powers of seduction too far. After all, it 
was kinda mean even in his opinion to spend all her time terrorizing or enthralling him.

And of course it was Lone who pulled up in his cherry red sports car… Zerrex slowly 
walked to the window, peering out as Tinman followed him with the tray in his hands, 
looking like either a trusted servant or a close friend; in reality, he was a bit of both. The 
wolf had his sunglasses on and was dressed in stupid clothes, and he had the roof of his 
sleek car rolled back… the reptile guessed that he hadn’t learned his lesson the first time 
he’d trashed his car, and wondered how long it would be before this shiny new beast went 
balls-up as well.

The wolf climbed out with a superior look on his face that told Zerrex he’d done 
something either really stupid or had some gossip he wanted to share… but he paused at 
the sight of Cherry, one hand on the open door of his car, looking as if he wanted to leap 
back into the driver’s seat and take off. Cherry, however, walked quickly down the driveway 
with a deadly smile on her face that Lone obviously mistook for pleased, and Zerrex rolled 
his eyes before glancing down at Tinny, saying mildly: “We might not see her back tonight. 
She already knows I won’t give her sex… so she’ll either toy with Lone or get him to 
chauffeur her around. Come on, we have to get back to work.”

 “I’m sorry, Zerrex… it’s really not her fault.” Tinman said quietly, as Zerrex turned 
away. The reptile blinked, then he laughed faintly and tried to ignore the surprise he felt 
that Tinman had apparently seen right through the casual mask that usually even Cherry 
couldn’t penetrate. So instead, he just stood silently, ignoring the anger and the jealousy and 
the cold, simple pride he’d always taken in having Cherry as his own… and then he 
managed a bit of a smile as he forced those feelings away, instead glancing over his shoulder 
at Tinman.

 “It’s nothing. But… come on. Let’s… let’s sit together and finish off those sandwiches. 
And… I guess we have time for tea or coffee afterwards, if you want…” he paused at the 
delighted look on the badger’s face, brushing his hair out of his eyes as he shrugged and 
couldn’t resist glancing past him and out at the two standing in the driveway: one who 
fancied herself his wife despite her willingness to dance with the one who fancied himself 
his archrival.

Cherry, on the other hand, saw nothing wrong with what she was doing: it had always 
been the way things had been done for her, after all. And slutty or not, she did want a good 
lay… sex was one of the necessary provisions of life for her, even if Zerrex didn’t always act 
that way. So now she leaned against the wolf ’s sports car, smiling at him and tilting her 



head upwards as she asked in a sly voice: “So Lone… you look pretty happy… you do 
somethin’ good?”

 “Pretty good, I think.” Lone said immodestly, nodding and giving a slight grin in 
return, feeling his ego bloating up as he closed the driver’s side door and rested against it, 
looking up at the sky and flicking his sunglasses down so he could look overtop with, 
periwinkle eyes glinting. “I ran into Requiem earlier today… and I’m pretty sure I know 
where he is, but I’m just having someone check into it. They should get back to me later.” 

He thought it wasn’t so much a lie as a careful step around the truth: after all, the next 
time he talked to the Godkillers, they would likely have all sorts of information pertaining 
to Requiem. Their network through the slums and Comfort Town area of Baskin’s Grove 
was quite impressive… and of course, since Apple Villa was really just the other half of 
town now, they’d managed to expand their webwork into there. Hell, on that side of town – 
the side of town Lone still secretly gave the most money to and thought of as the ‘right’ 
side of the tracks – there was quite an impressive Godkiller following. And he couldn’t help 
but feel elated as Cherry gave a warm smile and nod, crossing her arms as she looked at the 
wolf appreciatively. “Really? That’s great to hear, Lone… I’m sure that must’ve been pretty 
hard.”

 “Nothing’s too much for you, babe.” Lone replied warmly, ignoring the fact that it was 
originally Elliot who had told him to hunt down Requiem. Then he patted the side of his 
car, tilting his head and looking at the female with what he thought was a seductive look, 
but in reality was more lustful and hungry than attractive. “So, you want to go for a ride 
with me? Maybe we could do some more lookin’ around together… tough, great-looking 
girl like you should be able to help out in all kinds of  ways, after all.”

Cherry pretended to be more flattered by the comment then she really was, smiling in 
return to the wolf to bolster his confidence, then easily sliding across the hood of the car, 
then she hopped the door of the sports car and landed easily inside, at the same time 
reaching a hand down to grab the handle to push the passenger seat back: the one 
thoughtful thing the wolf had put in – or maybe it was just to kiss ass – was the fact that 
the seats could slide back further than normal, so even someone the size of Zerrex could 
rest their feet fairly comfortably in the leg well. “Sure, wolf… let’s go have some fun on the 
town, huh?” 

Lone blinked at the smooth action of the female, almost entranced by the way she 
moved and her grace… forgetting entirely for the moment the fact she was precognitive and 
abused her ability on a regular basis so she could better flaunt her body. “Uh… yeah! That 
sounds great!” The wolf grinned widely, then he attempted to jackknife the car door and 
land in his seat, grunting as he landed heavily on his tailbone and his paws smacked 
painfully against the steering wheel on their way down. He winced, but then grinned again 
as Cherry looked at him with a smile he didn’t realize was patronizing, immediately turning 
the keys in the ignition and almost flooding the engine as he made it roar.

Then he reversed out onto the street before driving smoothly forwards, leaning back in 
the seat, elbow out on the window, enjoying the wind and his new female companion. He 



tossed looks at her every now and then as she let her head fall back, putting her hands 
behind her head as she let out a sigh and her breasts pushed against the tight cloth that 
constricted them, and he licked his muzzle slowly at the sight, wondering again how she’d 
look without any clothing on… and feeling his pride swell as he thought again of just how 
damn popular he must be, since she had abandoned Zerrex for him.

Score another one for Lone… he thought smugly, smiling to himself as he looked back 
ahead out the window and made an illegal pass around a truck… at the same time driving 
through a stop sign and cutting off another car that had been about to pass through the 
intersection. After all, this was the third time Cherry had chosen to come with him instead 
of staying home with Zerrex, and they always went out drinking or driving around and 
having a general blast. True, true… sometimes she was still a bitch, and sometimes she 
knocked him around… but he was wondering if that was her way of showing affection, or 
maybe even if  Zerrex was putting her up to it.

They’d never gotten up to anything nasty yet, but Lone thought they key word there was 
‘yet…’ after all, who could resist him, right? And he loved to imagine the look on Zerrex’s 
face and the feelings he must be having at knowing his wife, his favorite bitch, was happier 
hanging out with the male the big dumb lizard had so viciously – and unfairly, unjustly, 
unrightly! – beaten down those three years ago and turned into a puppet. Well, now it 
looked like the puppet was starting to throw his strings around his “master’s” neck, and if 
he played his cards right… well, he thought he could have one fine bitch-bodyguard that 
would provide him with a good lay and good protection, and he could get Zerrex right out 
of the picture. It just meant waiting until Requiem kicked the stupid lizard’s ass, after all… 
I mean, no one… no one… can buff up enough to take on someone that huge in just a 
week. Zerrex would have to be… I dunno… some kind of super-freak to be able to do 
that! And hell, even if he managed to get up his strength a lot… that Requiem dude has 
crazy skills.

He paused to toss another look at Cherry as they drove towards Camelot Bridge – the 
only connecting bridge that led over the creek that separated Comfort Town and Apple 
Villa – and he tilted his head before asking cheerfully: “So hey, babe. What do you wanna 
do?”

Cherry glanced up at the sky thoughtfully, eyes opening as she mused to herself. It was 
almost dinner, and she thought a bit of food wouldn’t hurt… and her stomach rumbled in 
agreement. So she turned her gaze to Lone, deciding that she could take things a step 
further with him, too, smiling sweetly as she tilted her head. “You know any good 
restaurants around here, wolf ? We could have dinner together, if  you wanted.”

Internally, Lone grinned widely at this, and he shifted a bit in his seat as he felt anxious 
excitement building in his body. Oh, score! “Sure, hot stuff, I know a great place… real 
nice, you’ll love it.” He paused, then winked at her as he glanced away from the road again, 
doing his best to look confident as he pushed his chest out and straightened, while trying 
to keep his body relaxed. “And maybe we can go out to a little spot I know afterwards, huh? 
You’ll love it, I promise.”



 “Sounds wonderful to me, Lone.” Cherry responded in as sweet a voice as she could 
manage, inwardly rolling her eyes. She knew what that meant… but the fact she hadn’t 
gotten her usual morning and afternoon fun with Zerrex had her honestly contemplating 
having fun with the wolf. She realized it probably wouldn’t be too good, and his idea of 
foreplay was probably her giving him a blowjob… but she was nonetheless seriously 
thinking about it. After all, it would be giving him a lot more rope for him to hang himself 
with… and she was already well aware that the wolf was starting to fall victim to his own 
misinterpretation of  her being ‘his.’

Cherry’s goals weren’t exactly complex: she wanted three things at this point and time. 
One was to get laid, because she needed sex on a daily basis so she didn’t get all twitchy and 
bitchy, no matter how bad the sex was… two was to make sure she had Lone completely 
under her control… and oddly enough, this was more for Zerrex than herself… and three 
was a bit of a stupid reason, but it was there nonetheless: she wanted Zerrex to pay more 
attention to her.

Well, okay, she knew they were all pretty stupid reasons. But she could still use them to 
justify her actions at least to herself, and she thought that was what mattered in the end… 

And maybe she didn’t exactly need the sex, no… but… it was what she was used to. For 
years now, she’d been getting laid at least two, three times every day… hell, ever since the 
Goth Legion, there’d always been at least someone around to give her a ride or at least act as 
a playmate. And when she’d gotten back together with Zerrex, he’d been more than capable 
of meeting her sexual needs… but now, all of a sudden, she was supposed to go cold 
turkey? She understood that Cindy was gone, yes… and she knew that Zerrex had to work 
and train hard to get her back, too… but she didn’t see the point of getting rid of all their 
fun when it wasn’t like the Drakkaren could train every minute of the day, or that by being 
so frigging serious all the time he’d get her back sooner… it didn’t make sense to her.

Lone, too, wasn’t just here because he’d satisfy her first desire. She was all too well aware 
the wolf was a lying bastard… after all, he’d been the one to hire her to kill Zerrex those 
three years ago, and her other Goth Legion buddies. Plus she knew that Lone had been up 
to plenty of nasty activities behind Zerrex’s back, and he tended to brag to her about these 
whenever she got him drunk or even horny… and she didn’t know which of those was 
easier to do. It was like he thought she wouldn’t tell Zerrex… and although she hadn’t – 
mostly because the wolf ’s idea of a big scam over Zerrex was taking fifty bucks out of the 
parks and recreation budget and putting it into his own account – that didn’t mean she 
wouldn’t if  something dangerous cropped up. 

She didn’t like Lone; in fact, she hated him a bit. She couldn’t understand why Cindy 
had never done what she was doing… she knew that her daughter had made peace with the 
fact that the wolf had raped her, and she didn’t so much as flinch even when the wolf hit on 
her these days, just politely turned him away. Cherry was also aware that Cindy, with Zerrex 
as a parent, was definitely capable of a lot more nastier things than she’d ever taken part 
of… but the young Drakkaren had such a weird sense of dignity and responsibility that 
stopped her from ever doing anything Cherry saw as fun or retributive. But she guessed that 



everyone was different… and she was more than happy to play Lone to get revenge for 
everyone. She had a simple enough plan, after all… get Lone to think that she cared about 
him or that he had some entitlement to her, then let him do something to try and prove his 
“right” to her or that he was better than Zerrex… and let Zerrex beat the living shit out of 
him and hopefully kill him this time around. It was maybe a touch manipulative, yes… but 
she didn’t really like the fact that the goddamn wolf was still alive after all these years. In 
her opinion, Zerrex should have raped Lone to death, burned down the mayor’s mansion 
with him inside, and then offered the ashes to Mary’s grave to put her to rest. But the one 
time she’d shared this idea with the Drakkaren, Zerrex had looked oddly stricken, before 
finally saying quietly that Mary wouldn’t have been given peace by such an offering, but it 
would probably make her restless even in her grave. Cherry had been confused – actually, 
still was – by this sentiment, but she had shrugged it off; it did, however, nip at the back of 
her mind every now and then.

Lastly, she felt that Zerrex hadn’t exactly been paying her enough attention recently… 
sure, they were really just getting in tight with each other again, and maybe their initial 
meeting three years ago – her helping Lone snag Mary, giving him her gun to kill the maid, 
and then duelling Zerrex, wrecking his motorcycle, and nearly chopping his arm off with 
his own sword – had been just a bit rocky… but still. It had been three years… and even 
Lone had been forgiven his sins by the reptile. Maybe it was unfair that she saw some of the 
things the reptile was doing these days as weak, but maybe not… after all, Lone had caused 
a living hell three years ago and almost brought Baskin’s Grove to destruction.

They had been married for two years now… and Cherry never regretted it, but as she 
absently played with the ring, she wondered what it really meant. It wasn’t like their 
relationship had changed at all… they still did as they pleased, owed each other nothing, 
and raised Cindy as best they could together. They just had some legal papers saying they 
were married… and these nice-looking rings. And over the last year, it had been… she had 
felt a bit more shunted to the side. Zerrex had been spending more and more time with his 
daughter, teaching her things, showing her stuff, and he’d been less rough and tumble with 
Cherry. Hell, they’d even had an argument about her shooting out glass cups in the 
backyard. They had enough money to buy cups made of platinum and laced with diamonds 
if they wanted to… she didn’t see why it had really mattered that she’d been throwing 
crappy glass ones into the air and shooting them down.

It might be terrible of her to think, but she thought it was a good thing that Cindy was 
away from Zerrex for a while. Maybe it would let him learn he didn’t need her to survive… 
but that thought made a strange worm of anxiety squirm uneasily in her gut. She knew that 
Zerrex didn’t really need her either, when it came right down to it. But she thought at worst, 
she didn’t need him… but it only took a moment for her to realize this was a bit of a bitter 
joke, as she glanced away to the side, watching buildings whiz by as Lone cursed to himself 
about missing a turnoff  somewhere.

When they’d separated back in the Goth Legion, Cherry had been hurt but had 
shrugged it off: back then, she thought that Zerrex had just been a fun fuckbuddy and a 
strong leader. At first, she’d only missed a fuckbuddy and leader… and then a week later, 



she’d felt a strange lump in her throat and her hands had started shaking, and she couldn’t 
help but think more and more of the old Captain Ravenlight. Odd feelings had taken hold, 
and for years she’d worked on doing nothing but trying to forget him. But then, when she’d 
gotten that email from Lone, she’d tried instead to hate him… yet all she’d managed to do 
was get desperate and try to kill him not out of hatred, but so that Zerrex wouldn’t suffer 
the dishonor of Vamp putting a bullet in the back of his head with a sniper rifle or forcing 
Tinny to drop a C4-laden car on him.

A few times over the last three years, Cherry had almost wanted to leave… not because 
Zerrex made her unhappy, but because she felt the attachment to him growing. Because she 
loved him, and sometimes that still made her feel weak: unlike the Boss, she hadn’t exactly 
found anyone else until she’d met him that made her feel that way, and had never had 
anyone else to talk to about her past, or feelings, or who tried to show her there was some 
good, some light left inside. All she was – and all she wanted to think of herself as – was a 
cruel, dominating succubus that used sex and manipulation to get her way… with the 
backup plan being torture, force, and at worst, a sniper rifle backed by her precog abilities.

Zerrex, however, made her feel soft and fluffy. Which disgusted her before and after, but 
felt so goddamn good during. And now, horribly, she missed the fact that Zerrex hadn’t 
been holding her and cuddling with her as often as he had in the past, that he’d been 
working more and more with Cindy on training and exercises, and that he’d been getting 
out and dealing with jobs that were less violent and more legal. So she figured if she 
reminded Zerrex of who she was… of her importance… and maybe if she made it seem 
like she was almost considering going to someone else on a more daily basis for sex or 
pleasures, he might start giving her what she wanted more often. 

She nodded a bit to herself as Lone slowed the sports car, then pulled up into a parking 
lot and into a space he kept reserved at the restaurant. He looked over at her and grinned in 
a way that was terrible and predatory, and she felt a sick lurch in her stomach as she smiled 
seductively back and reached out to gently put a hand against his chest. She felt her fingers 
sink gently into black fur, felt sweat and a lukewarm heart radiating from him, and her eyes 
picked up the faintest of bulges at his crotch as she drew her gaze slowly over a body that 
was rotund and apparently already aroused… and for a moment, she wondered why the hell 
she didn’t just tell Zerrex she wanted to spend more time with him. She began to shrug it 
off, and then a horrible thought ran through her mind that almost made her freeze up. I’m 
acting just like those jealous bitches I never wanted to become.

Lone was climbing out of the car now, and Cherry swore under her breath before she 
climbed out as well and plastered a smile on her muzzle again, closing her eyes for a 
moment as something else came to her: it was a trick that Zerrex had taught her… actually, 
something he’d taught all of them back in the Goth Legion. Admittedly, the powerful male 
wasn’t very smart when it came to academics and all that other crap… but when it came to 
analyzing a situation, he could produce incredible results and calculations. And one of the 
most basic tricks he’d taught them was how to size up yourself from someone else’s point of 
view. The real trick wasn’t the analysis, though… it was looking at yourself without trying 
to make up reasons for what you were doing or justifying your actions. It was looking in the 



mirror without looking at the pretty parts of the reflection and ignoring the ugliness… and 
without judging the person who you were pretending to be.

Zerrex had an honor streak she found ridiculous at times, for instance… but she 
couldn’t look at him as being overly protective or too honest for his own damn good. She 
had to look through his eyes, which meant seeing a lot of black and white, and very few 
reasonable justifications. She knew she’d look like a whore to him if he found out her 
thoughts on what she was doing… and worse, she knew he’d be disappointed. Looking at 
things from his viewpoint was incredibly hard for her… because it was painful. She wasn’t 
as honest with him as he thought, and she didn’t live up to some of his expectations, but 
faked it… and as she walked towards the restaurant, slipping an arm around Lone and 
trying to strut still, trying to keep her face smiling and eyes warm, she found her thinking 
breaking up for the first time in years… and felt like she had been blind to her own actions.

She knew she’d always been the most undisciplined member of the Goth Legion… and 
had somehow thought that since the Legion was now gone, the discipline wouldn’t be a 
factor anymore. But it had always been with Zerrex… self-control was something the 
Drakkaren prided himself on. She bit her muzzle as she looked down, as Lone called loudly 
and irritably for service as they waited in the lobby of the restaurant to be seated. As she 
analyzed herself in this moment of strange clarity, she recognized a terrible truth… right 
now, she was standing by someone who was exactly like her, but just pronounced in 
different ways.

She felt suddenly ridiculous… then she shook her head, muttering to herself under her 
breath as Lone tapped a paw impatiently, leaning against her, his hand sliding lower along 
her side… and she tried to laugh it off. Chick flick moments, moments of… “oh my God, 
what have I become?” realization didn’t happen in reality like this… she must just be having 
a hot flash or… or some kind of weird moment of guilt, since she wasn’t used to feeling 
that sort of thing. But as she shifted uncomfortably, hating the way Lone’s gaze turned up 
to hers as she looked down at him, hating the feel of his hand resting now low on her hip 
and the grin spreading over his handsome but somehow not-attractive face, with those 
glittering grey eyes that were so hollow beneath the gleam of lust… she realized she actually 
had had an epiphany.

The Drakkaren returned Lone’s smile, forcing herself to wrap her arm tighter around 
his body, but flexing her muscles as she dropped a hand to the one that was clutching her 
hip, grasping it to stop him from going any lower as she managed to keep her tone soft, 
saying in as light a voice as she could manage: “Hey, big boy… dessert comes after supper, 
not before.”

Lone merely winked, replying in a voice he probably thought was sexy: “But I just want 
a little appetizer before dinner… you’re so hot that I just can’t wait to have just a little 
taste.” His hand tried to slide lower again, the wolf ’s other moving to grasp his waistband 
lightly, as he puffed his chest out and pulled in his gut. As Cherry looked at him flaunting 
his body, she couldn’t help but notice that his pants had tented quite a bit now… and she 
felt a wave of disgust in her mind as she realized that the wolf didn’t just have an erection, 



his pants were designed so that the legs were baggy as hell but the crotch tight. She also 
noticed that he’d shifted his arm to pull his shirt open, as if he thought his body was 
sexy… and then she realized what exactly had caused her little miracle of suddenly seeing 
herself  in a different light.

Earlier, Zerrex had mentioned something about her showing off her body a bit too 
much… had said that she’d been acting like Lone, and she had been offended all to Hell. 
And she realized that this whole time she’d been analyzing the wolf, comparing the way he 
acted to her own… and now she’d come to realize that everything about the lupine that 
disgusted her, she did herself. She hadn’t had some stupid dramatic moment of realization, 
she’d been slapped in the face by a wolf that probably weighed two-fifty on a good day and 
who strutted around like he owned the town… when he was just a pathetic political puppet 
that danced on strings Zerrex pulled.

The only sudden realization she’d had was that she’d been acting like a dumb blonde in 
one of those retarded, dramatic movies about love triangles. That had been enough to 
trigger everything else and bring her mind back from ‘crying, whiny bitch’ to ‘cold, 
analytical military’ mode. She realized, however, that she hadn’t exactly been much into the 
latter mode this last little while… that more and more, she’d been vying like an idiot child 
for attention, bouncing around Zerrex more and more and probably getting underfoot… 
hell, she’d even been hitting on Cindy, flirting with the girl who was supposed to be her 
daughter, just so she could get more involved when sexual situations did crop up between 
her and Zerrex. And that was freakish, she had to admit… well, sure, it was weird how 
Zerrex and Cindy slept with each other on a regular basis, but they had started off as 
lovers… finding out they were father and daughter had come later, and been more of an 
ironic twist of  fate than anything else.

But now she had to play through the farce she had constructed… deal with Lone, and 
give him what she’d all but promised. All she wanted to do was return to Zerrex, and 
apologize for what she’d done, and help him get back his daughter, but she knew that with 
his strange sense of honor, he’d see her leaving Lone as not living up to her responsibilities, 
and not facing the consequences she created. Sure, fucking him was also going to cause her 
a mess to deal with, but she’d gone and boxed herself in now… and she was well aware that 
Zerrex would be far more disappointed with her if she came crying back like a child, 
instead of walking back to him as an adult after dealing with her duties… because with 
Zerrex, intent was almost as important as the action itself.

Besides, he had every right to be angry… now that she was thinking straight again 
instead of just being sex-hungry and jealous, she knew that his constant training was 
definitely the right idea. It would bolster his endurance, increase his strength, and sharpen 
his skills… and even though he only had a week and one day of rest, the Drakkaren healed 
most wounds almost overnight and would doubtless be in better shape than he ever had 
been when he faced Requiem next. Although she knew it looked like Requiem had held a 
major, indisputable advantage over Zerrex… she thought that the gap between them wasn’t 
as insurmountable as it seemed. The giant Dragokkaren had made mistakes, after all… and 



he hadn’t let Zerrex recover from too many attacks, meaning that the behemoth probably 
recognized his nephew as a major threat.

Now, all she wanted to do was help Zerrex train… and help him get his daughter back. 
But, as a timberwolf in a black suit approached, wincing a bit as Lone finally turned his 
slavering gaze from Cherry to glare at the manager of the restaurant, the masculine female 
recognized that she didn’t have to let tonight go to waste and become hell entirely. Lone 
was a gossip-hound who was all too happy to babble cheerfully on and on about every bit 
of dirty news in the city, and getting him even the slightest bit drunk meant he would reveal 
everything right down to his credit card number if asked right. Another advantage… 
despite how often he bragged about his alcohol tolerance, giving him a shot of tequila 
generally knocked him on his ass for about half an hour and had him howling jazz if 
prompted to ‘serenade someone with his beautiful singing voice.’

So once more, Cherry turned her attention to seducing Lone… but for a less selfish 
reason than before, smiling courteously as Lone commanded that they be given his usual 
booth. The manager led them into the main room of the restaurant immediately, at the 
same time giving a list of today’s cuisine… Lone and Cherry, however, both ignored this. 
The wolf always ordered something ridiculous that wasn’t on the menu, just to show off his 
power… and Cherry thought she’d be nice and order whatever today’s special was.

The manager bowed them into Lone’s favorite seat: a secluded booth underneath the 
second floor balcony, giving them privacy but the ability to spy on everyone else, as the 
manager lit the candles at the table with an expensive-looking, silver-plated lighter. Lone’s 
eyes settled on this suddenly, and he held his hands out, looking like a greedy child: for a 
moment, the fellow, gray-furred wolf looked confused… then he winced a bit as Lone 
snarled: “Idiot! Lemme see that!”

 “My apologies, sir.” The manager responded courteously, and Cherry gave a slight grin 
of admiration and tipped him a wink as she caught his eye, making him give the slightest of 
smiles as he handed over the lighter. He sidled a bit closer to her end of the table, and she 
felt in her pocket for a moment before taking out her wallet and quickly extracting a twenty, 
as Lone ogled the lighter and flicked up the lid.

She slid it into one of the hands of the timberwolf as Lone held the lighter close to his 
face, inspecting the design on it, before his finger slipped on the wheel and he yelped: he 
dropped the lighter, and it fell to the floor. As Lone muttered angrily, nursing his hurt hand 
and slowly rolling onto his side to attempt to snag the lighter on the ground, she looked up 
as the manager looked at her with surprise, and she murmured under her breath: “For the 
trouble. And I got a fifty here with your name on it if you bring me a bottle of vodka that’s 
been mislabelled champagne… plus whatever the price of  that is, too.”

Lone was still on his side, pretending to fumble for the lighter but in reality trying not 
to cry at the burn he’d sustained on his fingers, and the manager glanced at him before 
giving a somewhat-unprofessional grin and thumbs-up. Lately, a lot of the former Apple 
Villa businesses had become more relaxed than snobby, but he was quick to return to his 
formal expression as the arctic wolf finally sat up and crossed his arms, huffing and 



mumbling angrily: “Forget it, I’m not a servant. You can pick it up yourself… mine’s better, 
anyway…”

 “I bet.” Cherry said in a marvelling voice, leaning on her elbows and resting her muzzle 
on them, looking at the wolf with warm eyes. The manager suppressed a snort as he 
squatted to pick up his lighter, then he stood and Cherry smiled at Lone as he combed at 
his ruffled fur, pacifying the stupid lupine as he puffed out his chest a bit, then glared at 
the manager.

 “Now hey. I want to order a steak, biggest one you got on grill, and um… mashed 
potatoes, lots of gravy, and pork salad.” The wolf commanded in his firmest ‘I’m the boss 
and you’re the little servant bitch’ voice, then he glanced over at Cherry and gave a smile 
that attempted charming but only reached the status of leer. “And what about you, my 
darling?”

Cherry repressed a snort at the last word, half-wanting to reach across the table and see 
if she could break the wolf ’s skull with one punch, but instead she managed to smile in 
return and fluttered her eyes, leaning forwards a bit before glancing up at the manager. 
“What’s today’s special?”

The timberwolf gave a professional half-smile, putting his hands behind his back and 
responding smoothly: “The special today is grilled lobster, professionally prepared with our 
vintage house cuisine, buttered and served with garlic and shrimp salad. And of course, it 
comes with a bottle of our finest champagne, of which we only have ten bottles left in 
stock.”

Lone’s ears – trained to listen for words such as ‘finest,’ ‘perfect,’ ‘vintage,’ and ‘x-number 
in stock’ while ignoring most of the rest of the sentence – perked up immediately at this… 
and the vision of buttered lobster made him lick his lips hungrily, drool forming at the 
corners of his mouth and looking as excited about the food as he had about the prospect of 
finally getting into Cherry’s pants. “Two specials then, on top of the other order… and 
don’t cheat me by only giving me one bottle of champagne! Even the strongest stuff you got 
won’t make either of  us more than tipsy, I want enough to go around, pal.”

 “I wouldn’t dream of it, sir.” The timberwolf replied honestly, with a peculiar smile on 
his face and a polite nod: Cherry decided she really liked this guy, whoever he was. He 
bowed to them both, then turned and headed for the kitchens, strolling casually away with 
his hands behind his back. It almost made up for the fact that Lone had actually ordered 
for her, like she was his pet… it was something Zerrex had never and would never do, out 
of both respect and simple politeness, and it made her cringe at what was going to come 
next and miss him all the more.

Then Lone leaned across the table, grinning, the candlelight playing shadows over his 
face as he rested on one hand and tilted his head, saying cheerfully: “So is this great or 
what? Beautiful place, great food, dessert to look forwards to…” His eyes gleamed as he 
bowed his head forwards a bit more, adding in a lower voice: “And an even better dessert 
after that.”



 “I really can’t wait.” Cherry responded seductively, slowly tracing a pattern on the table 
in front of her with one claw, lightly bringing her other hand to her mouth and biting one 
of her fingers gently, finding herself bitterly amused that she could actually be hating 
herself for doing what had before been so natural and easy to her. “But you know, it takes 
quite a guy to please me… someone who’s big and strong and handsome, who’s got great 
tastes and style… someone who likes to do it rough and spontaneous…”

As she spoke, she kept her eyes on the wolf, who was all but drooling again at her, and 
she was more than willing to bet he was almost creaming himself as she kept a smile playing 
over her features, locking their eyes as she tilted her head upwards a bit and added in an easy 
voice: “I mean, I’m sure you fill at least some of  those… but… do you fill all of  them?” 

Slowly, to add the final touch, she moved her foot forwards and gently stroked a combat 
boot against his leg, making the lupine jump a bit. He was almost panting, and it was both 
pitiful and entertaining to watch him nod rapidly, then suddenly take control of himself 
again as he flexed his body and grinned at her, leaning forwards and almost singeing his 
nose on the candles – this time, however, he barely noticed the fact he’d nearly burned 
himself. “Oh… give me the chance, and I won’t just fill all of those requirements, but all of 
you… I’m… quite the big, strong boy, you know…”

His paw slowly pushed back, rubbing at her leg as he fidgeted in his seat, looking at her 
with an intensity that was disturbing, a single streamer of saliva dropping from his muzzle 
and landing on the black tabletop below. Cherry restrained herself, instead thinking of all 
the other people she had fucked over the years as a spy for the Goth Legion, or just because 
she was horny, or even gotten into bed with just to dominate, even rape or kill… but 
somehow, Lone was different. Yes, he was handsome… sure, from the bulge in his pants, he 
was probably a bit bigger than the average male… and when he wasn’t being an asshole – 
which, unfortunately, wasn’t that often – he could be alright to hang around… but at the 
same time, he was still more disgusting than even the worst tyrants she’d gotten in bed with, 
the kind of guys who liked to kick and whip the people they had sex with – usually little 
girls – before raping them in a way that would tear them up and leave them hurting for 
weeks, even months.

Lone, on the other hand, was completely enthralled with Cherry, and licking up every 
bit of praise, every look she gave him. His penis felt like it had been replaced by a rail 
spike… an enormous rail spike at that, which threatened to tear right through his pants at 
any moment. He shifted back and forth, and then grinned a bit to himself as he found 
himself half-wishing it would… he bet she’d jump right on him at the sight of his big wolf 
meat, and they could fuck right here on the table and give everyone a show.

Bet I’d make everyone jealous, too… this bitch is even hotter than Cindy! And raping 
her was like a dream… Lone thought, then he winced a bit inwardly, as a bit of 
apprehension licked at his insides. He didn’t like to think of that rape… mostly because it 
had been so goddamn wonderful, and unfortunately the last he’d ever committed. Zerrex 
had kept him on the tight and narrow, and he hated that his roughest sex acts had to be 



paid for now from a hooker or someone else who would take a bribe and let him do as he 
pleased… 

But Cherry… Cherry might just let him get real rough with her and not mind. After all, 
she was Zerrex’s bitch… and he knew from the police reports in the “improbable cases” file 
that he’d committed quite a share of his own rapes. It often made him wonder why he and 
Zerrex didn’t get along better… they both liked the same things, after all! He just wanted a 
good fling that would sure, maybe leave the girl scared at first… but hey, Cindy had 
forgiven him. Hell, she probably even had dreams about him, and was just too shy to ask 
him for another time around… or maybe Zerrex was just hogging her all to himself.

The lupine’s eyes roved over Cherry, settling on her breasts for a few moments as he sat 
back a bit, his stomach giving a rumble that turned his immediate desire from sex to 
hunger… although he still enjoyed the eye candy, and it made his rail spike erection throb 
hard in his pants, licking his muzzle slowly… Cherry gave him an even better view as she 
leaned forwards and looked off to the side, her eyes half-lidded, and he thought she knew 
he was looking, but she definitely seemed willing to give him a nicer view. Slowly, he 
dragged his eyes away from her breasts to admire the rest of her body, her curves, her figure, 
her beautiful scales and sexiest of  all, her muscles…

The wolf blinked and backed up his thoughts hastily, quickly looking down at himself 
with a cough and feeling a bit of a blush rising at his color. He hadn’t just thought that, 
had he? He shook his head quickly, putting it off to the… the smoke in the room… but 
the thought came back almost immediately, and he winced as he found himself looking not 
at her breasts, but again over her arms.

 “So uh. So hey! How… um… what’s on your mind, gorgeous?” he asked, fingers 
tapping against the table quickly as he looked at Cherry again with a bit of a grin, but he 
felt sweat starting to roll down his face. His erection wasn’t fading at all… but the 
horniness that had taken over his mind for the most part was bringing up different 
thoughts now, bridging into things he found sexy but didn’t want to admit, things that 
almost terrified him as he tried to look at Cherry with confidence and desire, but the latter 
was quickly deflating, and he found his lust for something else was growing. Slowly, he 
glanced around the room, and then he let out a sigh of relief as he saw the timberwolf 
approaching.

 “Oh, there’s the champagne!” Lone interrupted, as Cherry opened her mouth. She 
frowned a bit, confused, as the wolf opened his arms and gave a shaky laugh, noting that 
the moody lupine was acting weird even more than usual. The manager gave him a look as 
he set the bottles down and nodded politely, and the wolf looked up at him, eyes roving 
over his body and the taunt suit he wore, and he was horrified when his mind suddenly 
asked: I wonder what he looks like naked. 

A blush crept over the lupine’s features as the manager took a step back, saying casually: 
“Your food will be along within twenty minutes. Please, enjoy the champagne. I’ll serve you 
myself  when your meal is ready.”



 “Good to hear…” Lone mumbled, shrinking in his seat a bit and now trying to hide 
his erection – it still felt huge, but now in a bad way. The timberwolf gave him an odd look, 
but then he turned and walked smoothly away… and Lone was horrified as he felt his eyes 
slip to watch the fellow lupine’s buttocks before he tore his eyes away and looked at Cherry, 
trying to focus on her again and licking his muzzle hungrily. But she had sat back, arms 
crossed, and was giving him an odd look… and fear that she knew what was on his mind 
made him lose any interest in her sexually as he sat up and grabbed at a bottle of 
champagne, almost knocking over one of the glasses the manager had placed down with 
ornamented, decorative bucket that held the two bottles, ice cubes flying from it as the wolf 
almost smacked himself with the bottle before clawing at the cork and saying in a strangled 
voice: “Hey, why let this wait, huh?”

What. The. Fuck. Cherry only stared as Lone managed to rip the cork off without even 
using the corkscrew, the wolf not noticing the lack of pop or how loose the cork had been 
in the bottle. And then she couldn’t repress a smile as the wolf immediately tilted the bottle 
up to his maw and drank deeply before coughing and spluttering, holding the bottle at 
arm’s length and staring at the label as he blinked slowly. Before he could say anything, 
however, Cherry tilted her head as she picked up the other bottle, asking innocently: “What 
is it? The champagne too strong?”

 “What? No!” Lone’s pride immediately took over, and he quickly disregarded the 
strange taste of the ‘champagne’ in the bottle as he looked at Cherry with obvious 
displeasure: her insinuation had managed to nick just the right nerve, making him 
immediately go from frightened at the thoughts he was having to obnoxious. “I was just 
surprised at the taste.” He paused, then shrugged and took another deep drink as Cherry 
grabbed a glass, then used the corkscrew to pull the top carefully off her bottle and poured 
the clear alcohol into her own glass.

Lone frowned at the look, but there was heat growing in his body and he swayed a bit 
on the seat before shaking his head, tilting his muzzle as he took another deep drink. 
Something seemed wrong… but he couldn’t quite put his finger on it. “Hey… that doesn’t 
look like champagne.”

 “Yes it does.” Cherry replied casually, picking up her glass and swirling it as she smiled, 
tilting her head and purposefully looking at the wolf with calm condescending, which 
caused him to sulk childishly… but he brightened a bit as she filled his glass with her bottle 
and pushed it over to him. He took a sip from the neck of his own bottle, but then picked 
up his own glass as Cherry’s held hers up, now smiling. “Here’s to you, Lone.”

 “Here’s to me!” Lone replied agreeably, his voice a bit loud as he grinned and swayed a 
bit on his seat again, raising his glass and sloshing a bit of the vodka over the side, staining 
his fur. Then he and Cherry both drank deeply, the female savoring more the taste of 
victory than the alcohol as Lone poured most of the drink into his muzzle, the rest of it 
splashing down his front and ruff as he upended the entire glass. Then he let out a sigh and 
relaxed, clunking the glass loudly against the table as he grinned stupidly.



Slowly, he swayed on the spot, then he blinked a few times, feeling pleasant and happy. 
Cherry sipped at her drink, taking her time and looking at the wolf with mild amusement, 
recognizing that he was already fairly drunk. Well, that’s what happens when you guzzle 
what you think is party champagne like water, when it’s really hard vodka… she thought 
with definite entertainment: this was a part of the night she’d save to tell Zerrex last, since 
it would probably cheer them both up after he bitched her out for manipulating and 
sleeping with the wolf as she’d done. She relaxed a bit against her side of the booth, then 
she decided to test Lone out a bit: it would be important to make sure that he both didn’t 
drink himself to death, but that he stayed drunk the entire conversation… a fine balance to 
maintain, since once Lone started eating it would suck up a lot of the alcohol, and over a 
long period of time with how much he stuffed his face with… that, and he’d probably end 
up puking a few times, which would also have the nasty effect of sobering him up faster, 
even though it would also make him feel like shit… which she really wouldn’t mind. But 
that would also happen if he drank too much… and she thought he was already on the 
edge there.

Of course, she’d had to deal with this same set of circumstances even in the Goth 
Legion when she’d acted as spy or decoy… so she used a fairly effective technique that 
worked with even the temperamental drunks. She reached across and gently plucked the 
wolf ’s bottle of champagne from his hand, which made him frown at first… but then he 
smiled warmly as she filled his glass for him before putting the bottle down… just out of 
the wolf ’s reach, which he didn’t notice. Then she did her usual test to check exactly how 
drunk the lupine was. “Lone, how do I look, huh?”

 “Babe, you are… you’re gorgeous.” Lone extolled, grinning lopsidedly as he rose his 
glass, swaying a bit in his seat and nodding firmly. His voice was slurred, and a bit louder 
than normal… and Cherry judged he was at the right level of inebriation when his next 
words caught her attention. “You’re so hot… you got those awesome jugs, and those huge 
guns…”

Lone chortled to himself, sipping at his vodka again as he nodded again rapidly, and 
Cherry smiled and tilted her head seductively, asking in a voice that was gentle but laced 
with curiosity and surprise she didn’t have to fake: “You mean my muscles?”

 “Hot!” Lone blurted, then he laughed at himself and grinned again, dropping his glass 
– thankfully, it remained upright and only tottered a bit as he made wide gestures with his 
hands. “I mean, like… they’re so big and stuff ! You almost look as sexy as that big dude 
you hang around with all the time… wha… what’s his name… Zerrex!”

Cherry blinked at this and gaped, but thankfully, Lone took this as if she was shocked 
by the compliment, not as if she was shocked by the fact that Lone had some hidden, latent 
homosexual attraction to a certain huge male he’d always worked so hard to crush. “Yeah, 
I’m serious! You’re that sexy, babe! And your tits… your tits are like, wow, too, but not as 
much as the muscles, seriously, yeah.” 



The female Drakkaren took a moment to reflect on the wolf ’s words… but all-in-all, 
she wasn’t exactly surprised, as a slow smile spread over her features and she said in as happy 
and pleased a voice as she could manage: “Why, thank you, Lone. That’s really touching…” 

As the wolf grinned again and swayed on the spot, sipping at his vodka, Cherry let 
herself return to her thoughts for a few moments – if the wolf was drunk enough to admit 
he secretly got off to guys, then she thought he probably also had lost all track of time 
already. Lone, really, was a classic case of violently-repressed gay… unlike Zerrex, when he 
raped a female, the lupine always seemed convinced that they would forgive him and that 
they even secretly enjoyed it, from the way he acted around Cindy and the other things he’d 
told her in the past while liquored-up. Furthermore, he obviously had an obsession with 
Zerrex, from the way that he’d flip back and forth from attempting to woo the Drakkaren 
into his point of view, then suddenly switching to making attempts to blot him out of 
existence. Cherry figured that was probably because Lone couldn’t deal with the fact that he 
found another male attractive… and it would explain why the wolf would look at Zerrex 
with shining eyes while in the same room together, but would do nothing but badmouth 
and try to convince everyone he wasn’t important if  not.

It made her curious as to what else she could find out, though, that she could later use 
to blackmail Lone or just have a laugh with Zerrex over… so she tilted her head, then asked 
in a sweet voice: “So, you think the Boss is sexy too, huh? I mean, he is handsome, isn’t he?”

 “Yeah!” Lone agreed immediately, nodding and looking at her seriously as he reached 
for the bottle of booze: he frowned as he failed to reach it, then peered at his glass and 
relaxed, apparently deciding he still had enough left to be okay, taking another swig of the 
stuff before continuing to speak, voice slurring a bit more now. “He… he’s really… hot 
and stuff… I mean, damn, he must be… you know, like, huge in the downstairs 
department from what I’ve heard… but… even without that, he’s all… muscular and sexy 
and he’s got those pretty green eyes, like, he could… he could be like, a model if he wanted 
to, I think, he’s really pretty.”

The wolf broke off, then hiccupped before nodding sagely, and Cherry couldn’t repress 
a wide smile: it only made Lone smile back childishly, though, then he reached for the 
bottle again and almost knocked over the candle. Cherry quickly reached out, catching the 
wolf ’s hand and squeezing it in her own, lacing their fingers together as Lone gave wide, 
surprised eyes, staring as her thumb trailed gently over the back of his hand and she said in 
a voice she attempted to make shy: “You know, I really like you, Lone… and it makes me 
really happy you like Zerrex, too… maybe we should get together sometime and hang out.”

 “Yeah!” Lone brightened visibly at this, reaching out his other hand as well: Cherry 
winced a bit as it slapped the table a few times before finally setting on top of hers, his 
claws scratching lightly against her scales as he looked at her with wide eyes  and dumb 
happiness. Then he paused for a moment and seemed to think deeply before finally saying 
in a slow voice: “Are we… we’re supposed to have fun ourselves tonight, though… I wanna 
be with you alonely-lonely so we can make love just me and you…”



The female Drakkaren worked hard to repress both a mild shiver and a snort of 
laughter, instead forcing herself to smile as she replied in as kind a voice as she could 
manage: “Well, of course, silly. I’ve been looking forwards to that all day.” A pause, then she 
added: “You’re my favorite, you know.”

Immediately, Lone attempted to puff out his chest as he grinned widely, pulling his 
hands back and grabbing the edge of the table as he nodded fervently, then he paused and 
looked to the side before clapping as he saw the manager pushing a food-laden cart towards 
them, giving a loud laugh and calling out drunkenly: “Hey, you sexy wolf ! Bring that shit 
over here, yeah! Damn, smells fine!”

Cherry suddenly had the distinct impression that everyone in the restaurant was looking 
at Lone and herself with horror… and although she had rarely felt the sting of 
embarrassment in the past, no matter what she was doing… she most certainly felt it now, 
attempting to scrunch back in her seat and wincing. Suddenly, she could sympathize with 
how Zerrex must feel when she acted the way she sometimes did… and so she promised 
herself silently that if she made it out of here without killing the wolf – who was still 
clapping and donkey-laughing raucously – that she’d never again make a complete ass out of 
herself  in public without good reason.

The manager, however, seemed rather used to Lone’s behavior: it made her wonder if 
the wolf came here alone or with the variety of creepy, political ‘friends’ and ‘admirers’ he 
had when he wanted to get wasted. He served them, still acting pleasant and polite, 
announcing in a casual but professional voice: “Your dinner, sir and madam. The lobster is 
fresh off the grill, the steak is prepared as you like it, Mr. Mayor, rare but warmed through. 
Can I get yourself  or the lady anything else to drink?”

 “Pour me another glass of that good shit! Your champagne is… it’s… magnific!” As 
Lone chortled to himself, it took Cherry a moment to realize that he’d just tried to 
pronounce ‘magnifique,’ and ended up making up an entirely different word instead. As the 
manager reached for the bottle, however, she quickly glanced up and caught his eye, and the 
timberwolf smiled before instead picking up the water jug that rested on the cart, filling 
Lone’s glass. The drunken arctic wolf failed to notice this, as he reached down and picked 
up his drink, then he rose it violently and sloshed water all over his hand as he called 
brazenly: “To me! Long live the fuckin’ king, baby!”

The manager merely nodded, then smiled at Cherry before leaving, and the Drakkaren 
grinned slightly as she watched him walk away. Lone was smacking his lips together, then he 
looked over at Cherry owlishly and frowned a bit, as she turned her gaze to him and smiled. 
“You know, I could’ve sworn that… that this champion was… you know, tasted different 
last time I tried…”

Champion? Oh my Gods. Now just to keep him this drunk… “Here, let me pour you 
another glass.” The female responded sweetly, then she poured more vodka from the bottle 
into the wolf ’s half-full glass of water. It bubbled a bit, and for a moment Lone looked at 
this event, enthralled. Cherry, meanwhile, refilled her own glass and took a slow drink as she 
gazed down at the lobster on her plate, sitting in the middle of a prepared salad made from 



lettuce, some other vegetables she didn’t know, and shrimp that gave the meal an extra 
decorative flare. It certainly smelled delicious… and there was a cup of some weird garlic 
sauce stuff and a lemon, along with a variety of utensils. The female felt oddly out of her 
element, not knowing what any of the stuff really was for sure… but the fact that it at least 
smelled really good was a start.

Lone, on the other hand, had started in on his steak… which looked to her like 
something that even Zerrex would have trouble eating. He was slavering and his eyes were 
almost bulging with joy as he stabbed his fork into the soft meat and then sawed at it with 
his knife messily… the wolf was so drunk, however, that he failed to cut straight or even 
through the meat at all, so when he lifted it the entire steak came off the plate and only 
ripped a bit, juices and the sauce it had been marinated in spilling back down onto the 
plate… the plate that held the steak and mashed potatoes, in any case. His lobster sat 
nearby, and so did another bowl of salad that had bits and pieces of meat throughout it, 
along with a bottle of  dressing and a small dish of  gravy.

The lupine giggled stupidly at the sight of the steak, then he simply shoved it into his 
muzzle and began to chew, grinning like a child at Cherry as the female did everything she 
could to repress the weird horror it gave her. The steak bobbed up and down, flecks of 
grease and meaty sauce sprinkling everywhere as he chewed, then it fell from his muzzle to 
land half on the plate and half on the table with a sickening splat that sent pellets of juice 
flying in all directions. 

Lone merely chortled again at this, exposing a terrible vision of half-chewed meat for a 
moment, then he swallowed and looked at Cherry before making frenzied motions with his 
hands, commanding: “Eat! Eat!” in a voice that was both happy and petulant. Cherry, her 
stomach twisting as the wolf picked up the steak with his fork and plopped it back on the 
plate, had never really felt less hungry in her life… but then she glanced down at the lobster 
and steeled herself. She figured if she kept her mind on the food, her eyes on her side of 
the table, and didn’t give the wolf too much more to drink until after his first course… she 
could probably make it through dinner. But at this point, she didn’t think she’d ever been 
more sorry that she’d tried to get laid in her entire life.

It didn’t take her long to figure out what the various little tools on the platter were used 
for… one cracked the shell of the lobster, another was used to remove pieces of meat from 
where cracking it would probably just squish the meat inside, like the narrow ends of claws 
and tail, and one could be used to sprinkle the garlic stuff on it… which added a very 
distinct, very wonderful flavor. Cherry found herself delighted at how much she enjoyed the 
lobster’s taste… a pleasant surprise, but a glance up at Lone almost ruined her appetite.

The wolf had literally ripped apart his steak, and bits and pieces of it were scattered 
around his side of the table… along with a few chunks of mashed potato, spilled vodka, 
and broken glass from when he’d finally managed to slap his glass over so hard it had 
shattered. He had given an apologetic grin at this, then said “Oops!” before laughing 
raucously and simply snatching the bottle, sucking greedily at the neck and keeping it close 



at hand. His fur and shirt were flecked with grease, gravy, and juices from the steak, and he 
likely had a good amount of  both potato and meat in his lap as well. 

He had just started on his salad… and Cherry couldn’t help but notice that he was 
doing the best he could to avoid eating too many leaves of lettuce and instead gulping 
down the pork. After only a minute or so, he dropped the bowl onto his plate, and Cherry 
heard the bottom of it crack: she glanced down, and saw a single crack radiating up to the 
side of the bowl, barely visible from where it was half-buried in the mashed potatoes the 
wolf  had started on but never gotten around to eating.

Lone, meanwhile, looked nothing short of pleased with himself: his muzzle was coated 
in all variety of food, however, and then his eyes widened as he suddenly shoved his plate 
forwards and grabbed greedily at the lobster, and Cherry let out a disgusted cry and jumped 
back in her seat as the gravy pitcher overturned and sent a flood of the stuff over the table, 
spilling over her edge and almost into her lap: she’d managed to jump to the side in time, 
however, and was now pressed against the wall of the booth, glaring at the wolf as he 
looked back at her stupidly and asked in an impatient voice: “Well? How is it?”

 “It’s good.” Cherry replied flatly, as she picked up a cloth napkin from the table and 
quickly soaked up as much of the gravy as she could, reflecting that the worst thing was the 
fact that Lone sounded more sober than drunk now. She glanced at her mostly-eaten 
lobster, but another look at Lone simply drowning his in the garlic sauce made her stomach 
feel queasy, and instead she grabbed the bottle of vodka to fortify herself as she wiped at 
the edge of  the table and seat before finally tossing the napkin onto her plate with disgust.

Lone reached down, ignoring the garlic sauce that had coated the entire lobster, then he 
grabbed the body with one hand and tail with the other before grunting and simply ripping 
it off, all but drooling as he looked at it. Moving with a horrible quickness, he picked up a 
knife and stabbed it into the tender meat inside before simply opening his muzzle and 
tilting his head back, raising the tail above his face and hungrily sweeping the meat inside 
down into his jaws, garlic sauce spilling down his muzzle and features that had a look on 
them that was terribly like ecstasy. Cherry felt herself wanting to gag, so she quickly took 
her eyes off the wolf, staring down into the champagne bottle instead and taking a deep 
whiff of the vodka, forcing her mind to wonder how much the alcohol percentage of this 
stuff was instead of how the wolf could put so much away and if he was at least going to 
clean up before he tried to fuck her…

The wolf took all of five minutes to demolish his lobster, then he shoved that away as 
well and took another deep swig from his bottle, grinning across at Cherry. Once more, he 
was starting to sway a bit on the spot, looking tired as well as tipsy now, and then he finally 
asked her in a voice that the slur had returned to: “So, babe, what do you want for dessert? 
They got great dessert here, and so we gotta have somethin’ good after such a nice, light 
supper.”

Cherry stared a bit at Lone, unable to believe he had just referred to his horrible 
gorging as a ‘light supper.’ She managed to recover, however, and instead cleared her throat, 
finally saying in a voice that she hoped wasn’t too strained: “Oh well, I’ll just have some ice 



cream or something… I gotta watch my figure, you know.” She gave a bit of a smile at this, 
inwardly noting to leave that part of the conversation out of the story she told Zerrex: he’d 
never let her live it down.

Lone, however, looked almost offended, responding petulantly: “Hey, don’t go hitting 
on fat chicks now. I mean, they’re… they’re not so good looking, but have you ever ridden 
one? You… you gotta do it right… but… damn, they’re- oh hey! Hey, black guy! I wan’ 
service, pronto!”

Cherry made a face, but felt relieved nonetheless as the manager came over – she 
blushed deeply as he looked at the war zone on the table, but then he simply looked at 
Lone with a smile she taught was tired and horribly used to this sort of thing. “I take it you 
enjoyed your meal, sir?”

 “It was… it was… shit!” Lone slammed a fist on the table, rattling the plates and 
spilling a bit more food into his lap as he managed to glare up at the timberwolf. “I’ll… I 
demand a coup de gras… you know… a fucking… maze do etters.” 

The female Drakkaren bit her cheek hard, doing everything she could to just keep a 
straight face. A coup de gras and maison d’etre have absolutely nothing to do with food, 
Lone… the word you’re looking for is gratis… she thought mildly to herself, clutching the 
table firmly. The timberwolf, however, only smiled pleasantly at Lone and bowed, saying in 
an apologetic tone: “Of course, sir.” He paused, glanced at Cherry with an eyebrow raised, 
and she quickly mouthed two words as Lone crossed his arms and looked vindictively up at 
the manager: I’ll pay. 

 “I’m over here… short… shorty!” The arctic wolf flapped his arms, then he picked up 
the bottle and drank deeply from it before huffing… and coughing, face reddening as he 
grabbed at his nose, spittle and droplets of vodka flying from his mouth. Apparently he’d 
managed to send a good amount of the alcohol into his nostrils with his snort, and now 
tears sprung to his eyes as he grabbed at his face and whined, ears flattening back.

 “Would you like dessert, sir?” The manager asked mildly, continuing to look at Lone 
seriously: a smile twitched at his features, however, as Lone straightened and wiped quickly 
at his eyes, drawing himself up and looking like nothing more than an overweight, oversized 
toddler who’d gotten himself messy trying to eat supper like a big boy. Suddenly, he shook 
his entire body and crossed his arms, narrowing his eyes as he tilted his muzzle arrogantly: 
the gesture was ridiculous enough that Cherry had to raise a hand to her muzzle and clamp 
it over her mouth to hide a snort and grin.

The drunk arctic wolf, however, was obviously deadly serious, as he said firmly: “I 
wan’… free… a big bucket of… of…” he paused, peered at Cherry, then returned his gaze 
to the timberwolf and said firmly: “Strawberry ice cream! ‘Cause… ‘cause chicks dig 
strawberries and… and that’s like her name, you know?” Suddenly he tilted his head and 
looked back and forth, almost lost and childlike. 

 “Yes Lone. That’s my name. Strawberry.” Cherry smiled consolingly at the wolf, 
crossing her arms and leaning back in the booth. Lone, however, looked more than pleased 
with himself  as he smiled stupidly up at the manager.



Then he rose a finger and added: “And I want… um… a… a fucking… cake! Get me a 
cake in… the shape of my head, with… with chocolate frosting for my black parts and 
vanilla for the not black stuff and um… big candy eyes! And make it snappy! And get the 
black… the black stuff right!” Lone looked at the timberwolf seriously as he grabbed at the 
bottle of vodka, missed, and then instead grabbed his own throat in what was almost a 
pantomime of choking. Then he bowed forwards to point at his eartips, but overbalanced 
and instead collapsed on the floor.

The wolf kicked and gave a donkey-laugh, struggling to get up before yelling and 
shoving away the manager’s hand, as he half-kneeled to help him: a few moments later, he 
managed to claw his way back onto his seat and looked from Cherry to the timberwolf 
before rubbing at his head and mumbling to himself about an ear infection. The manager 
nodded sympathetically, then he quickly walked away, leaving the female Drakkaren once 
more trying to figure out how to deal best with the drunken idiot in front of  her.

Lone, however, solved her problems for her: as he took a last sip from the bottle of 
vodka, someone sat down at the piano in the corner of the room and began to tinkle out a 
soft melody. The wolf ’s ears perked, and he began to tap his fingers in time with the song, 
humming it under his breath: as Cherry watched, however, the lupine quickly lost track of 
what he was doing and instead frowned, before turning towards the direction the music was 
coming from. Apparently, something about the music playing bothered him… and from 
the look on his face, it was probably the fact that the piano player was obviously far 
superior to him in terms of  his craft.

 “Hey! You suck!” he yelled, and Cherry’s eyes widened as he seized the bottle by the 
neck and drew it back to throw it at the pianist in the far corner of the room: she knew he 
wouldn’t be able to throw that far, but she had a sudden, ridiculous need to stop the wolf 
from likely hurting someone innocent who was just trying to enjoy their dinner. However, 
the lupine upended the bottle when he pulled back to throw, and instead of tossing it, he 
let out a yelp as the contents of the bottle spilled free and poured onto the seat and one leg 
of his baggy pants, his eyes widening in what looked like horror before he dropped the 
bottle and bent down, hands pressing against the cushion, the bottle hitting first the seat 
before falling to clang against the floor and roll under the table. “No, that’s mine!”

As Lone was bent down, trying to somehow magically reverse time with his whining, 
Cherry immediately seized the bottle remaining on the table and grabbed the corkscrew 
that still bore the cork on one end of it, slamming it onto the neck before dropping the 
bottle on the seat beside her, safely hidden from Lone’s view. The wolf straightened, 
looking sullenly around, then he looked up at the Drakkaren sadly. “No more champagne.”

 “Well, maybe we can order more when the manager comes back.” Cherry responded in 
a soothing voice, and Lone smiled immediately, looking pacified and nodding as he rested 
back against the booth. The wolf was soused enough that even real champagne would 
probably keep him drunk until they were done dessert… or at least to the point where she 
could still extract some information from him.



She paused, then decided now would be as good a time as any to start in on the 
inebriated wolf, tilting her head and asking in a gentle voice: “So Lone. You find out 
anything about Requiem?”

 “Sure!” Lone nodded seriously, then he paused and looked confused for a moment, 
frowning a bit. “What did I tell you already?”

 “Oh, not too much… but I’d love to hear you tell me all over again what happened. 
Your stories are so exciting.” Cherry responded warmly, and Lone puffed up immediately, 
grinning at the female stupidly. He swayed a bit on the spot, then brushed at his dirty shirt 
as the muscular reptile held back the urge to laugh at his useless smoothing out of his 
clothing.

Then she listened as Lone instead recounted exactly what had happened that morning: 
and, unlike normally, it was extremely easy to figure out what was the truth and what wasn’t, 
since when the wolf got drunk, his stories became nothing short of fantastic. For instance, 
Requiem apparently tried to run him over with a shopping cart at some reason – Lone’s 
reason was that the Dragokkaren was a meanie-head just like Zerrex – but Lone had 
stopped him with one hand, then chased him out of the grocery store, to the applause of 
everyone else. The dreaminess in the wolf ’s eyes told Cherry he was probably envisioning 
himself as a muscular giant who made even Requiem look puny, and that he saw the giant 
running in terror as he strode behind him with females – or, from the lupine’s secret 
fantasies, males – crawling all over his body and begging for sex. 

She did, however, find out something that Zerrex would find interesting, that Lone 
hadn’t mentioned earlier. The Godkillers’ inner circle had been there… and when he’d told 
them about what had happened in the park – probably the stupidest thing the wolf could 
have done – their leader, Felicity, had been, in Lone’s poetic words ‘surprised… you know, 
like… like she had been fucking Zerrex and he took off his costume and it turned out to 
be you, and you had a big spiky lizard penis with spikes and stuff on it, and you put it up 
her butt instead of  in her pussy.’

Cherry had snorted amusedly at this little bit of wisdom, and Lone had looked pleased 
with himself… but mentally, she was working out what exactly this meant. Zerrex had 
always made it extremely clear that she wasn’t to hurt Felicity, no matter how she acted or 
what it seemed like she was doing… and she got the idea that he knew something about her 
he hadn’t bothered to share. But she also knew that the other Godkillers – particularly Tank 
– weren’t exactly friendly-friendly… and if Felicity really wasn’t someone who was a threat, 
she thought that the punk vixen must have no idea about what Tank was doing behind the 
scenes.

After all, Tank was definitely anti-Boss… she thought he probably wanted the position 
himself, or was jealous of all the attention that Zerrex gleaned. He and Lone would 
probably make great pals, with their love of guns and general stupidity, if they ever figured 
out they had those things in common. Fortunately, however, it had never occurred to Lone 
to enlist the Godkillers’ help in trying to get rid of Zerrex… although now that she 
thought about it, Felicity herself had always been polite and courteous whenever they’d 



crossed paths. So maybe it wasn’t so much that Lone hadn’t tried to get their help as that 
Felicity had never allowed her gang to make any hostile moves towards Zerrex. 

Of course, even if the Godkillers did all hate Zerrex, that was probably the smartest 
move… Cherry knew her husband had a nasty temper when it came to people trying to 
usurp him or take over the town, since he himself had never really seen himself as anything 
more than a figurehead. The Drakkaren had no interest in running the town as his own 
playground, despite the fact he obviously could if he ever wanted to, and Lone didn’t really 
seem to get the fact that all of Zerrex’s actions benefited the town, and rarely him. He still 
paid for his electricity and water and food, just like everyone else… and Cherry knew damn 
well that Lone sent the bill for his mansion and all the food he bought – which must be a 
hell of a lot – to the city council under the guise of ‘city utilities bill no. 542.’ The wolf 
probably hadn’t actually paid for anything himself in years, except for his very-illegal gun 
collection and his porn… even the sports car had been bought with funds meant for the 
city’s transportation services.

The wolf-in-question was swaying a bit on the spot and looking moody: apparently he 
didn’t like the fact that Cherry had descended into her own thoughts instead of praising 
him. So she sighed mentally and psyched herself up, then smiled at wolf and gazed over 
him, finally saying in a warm voice: “You know, Lone, you have a really strong, powerful 
voice for telling stories…”

Lone smiled at her, happy that he was once more having his ego stroked as he nodded 
firmly and crossed his arms. “I always thought about bein’… being a radio host, you 
know.” He said, voice slurring and eyes looking at her beadily before he grinned and tilted 
his head. “Hey, wanna hear another story? It’s um… it’s um about… it’s about a dream I 
had!”

 “Sure.” Cherry smiled back, not really liking the fact that Lone had a dream he wanted 
to tell her about: it would probably be something about how they’d screwed their brains out 
on the beach or some crap like that. The wolf, however, leaned in close and looked back and 
forth seriously, then he began to talk in a low, almost hoarse voice that was just a bit too 
loud to be a proper whisper.

 “Well… it’s about Zerrex.” At this, Cherry leaned forwards a bit, careful to avoid the 
congealing gravy on the table and feeling her interest blossoming. “See… I had this… this 
wonderful dream ‘bout him, but you know… it scared me, ‘cause I woke up really hard and 
you know, guys… guys ain’t ‘sposed to get off  to other guys…”

 “But that is sexy on all kinds of levels, guy on guy.” The female replied smoothly, and 
then she added quickly at Lone’s hesitant smile: “And I mean, something like you and 
Zerrex? I bet that’d make all the girls squeal and all the other guys jealous.”

As expected, Lone immediately grinned stupidly and nodded drunkenly, almost falling 
face-first into the cooling food that dotted the table as he exclaimed: “Yeah! Yeah, I bet… 
me and him, we’re both so sexy and… yeah, I mean, I’m all kinds of hot and powerful and 
shit!” 



Cherry let him go on for a while, knowing he would continue after he finished his usual 
self-inflation, and, as expected, it only took a few more minutes of listening to him 
extolling how ‘big,’ ‘strong,’ ‘handsome,’ and ‘powerful’ he was before he got back on topic. 
Even drunk, the wolf had a one-track mind, and he always had to be in control of the 
conversation: but it meant that he often let things slip that he shouldn’t, so long as it was on 
the subject of his choice. “See, so this dream… this dream, right? I had this dream… 
and… and Zer and I were in it, and like… I guess we were at my mansion and shit. And he 
all comes in, and like… I was like… yeah, I guess I was kinda scared at first, but then he 
comes over to me and it was pretty damn… I mean, he was shirtless, and all that muscle 
was bulging all over the place…

 “It was awesome! And he leans down and kisses me and I was just…” Lone had a look 
of bliss on his features as he grinned and swayed back and forth, looking over at Cherry 
with round eyes. “Have you ever had a dream you could like, swear is real? And then like… 
you wake up and it’s not and you’re so disappointed but still so like… fucking… aroused 
that… hey! Cake!” 

Cherry blinked, watching as Lone’s short attention span saved him and stopped him 
from saying anything more stupid, and she turned her head to look at the manager once 
more wheeling a cart towards them: this time, it bore a large cake that was indeed in the 
shape of a wolf ’s head, with chocolate-tipped ears and a black throat. The eyes were some 
kind of sugar candy, and the nose also looked like black chocolate… but all around the 
lower edges was some kind of golden frosting. Lone frowned at this, leaning forwards and 
peering at the edge of the cake before, ridiculously, picking up a spoon and trying to 
inspect himself in it – ironically, the utensil was one of the few clean things on the table. 
“Hey, I don’t see any gold…”

 “It’s just your aura of importance, sir.” The manager said swiftly, and Lone beamed 
proudly, puffing out his chest for the umpteenth time that day: Cherry was starting to 
honestly wonder if his ribs were going to crack from his lungs putting so much pressure on 
them. The timberwolf smiled politely back, doing his best to remain courteous even as 
Lone simply used his arms to sweep his plates out of the way and making room for the 
cake in front of  him: obviously, he had no intent of  sharing.

The manager placed the cake down, then he picked up a bowl of strawberry ice cream: 
Cherry was amused to note that it was topped with… well… cherries. It was also lightly 
drizzled in chocolate sauce and sprinkles, and a spoon was already anchored in one of the 
mounds of the dessert. She nodded politely to the manager, who bowed to her and then 
quickly headed away as Lone smacked his lips loudly. Before he made it out of safe hearing 
range, however, Lone turned and yelled loudly after him: “Hey, sexy! I wan’ a bottle of 
wine, too! Gimme some of  that mulberry shit!” 

The timberwolf turned and bowed respectfully from his distance away, then he turned 
and once more headed off, pushing the dolly along in front of him towards the kitchens. 
Cherry admired his self-control, then looked at the arctic wolf in front of her again, who 
obviously… lacked in that area.



Lone was grinning widely, rubbing his hands together as he looked at his cake. He stuck 
a finger into the muzzle of the wolf, then put it into his mouth, making a loud, slurping 
sound as he sucked the crumbs and icing off it. Then he paused, looking across at Cherry, 
and for a moment she thought he was going to offer her a piece before he opened his 
muzzle and asked blatantly: “Can I have some of  your ice cream?”

The female Drakkaren had to restrain herself from throwing the bowl at him, instead 
reminding herself that he was drunk… but it didn’t do much. She had a feeling that even if 
the wolf had been stone cold sober, he still would have asked for her ice cream… just in a 
more tactful way. However, she managed a smile, and then scooped up a good chunk of it 
and plopped it onto the wolf ’s cake, saying sweetly: “There you go, Lone. That enough?”

 “For now.” Lone said comfortably, swaying a bit on the spot. He grinned at her as if 
he’d just said the most charming thing in the world, though, then his ears perked up and he 
turned as a waiter approached with a bottle of wine. The wolf bounced almost excitedly in 
his seat, looking idiotic, then, once the feline was close enough, he half-stood and snatched 
the bottle away before falling backwards and landing on the bench with a grunt. Even on 
his back, however, he held up a hand and beckoned greedily for the corkscrew, and Cherry 
didn’t blame the poor tiger at the disgust she saw flash on his features. “Gimme and get out 
of  here!”

 “Sir.” The blue-vested male said courteously, then he handed over the corkscrew and 
turned, heading quickly away. Cherry watched as Lone forcefully righted himself, the wolf 
almost panting from even that small exertion, then he grinned across at the female 
Drakkaren before clumsily getting the corkscrew on and ripping the cork free, giving a 
giggle and letting out a stupid “oops” as the red wine spilled onto his rotund stomach and 
shirt. Then he quickly took a swig of the wine from the bottle and let out a long sigh of 
relief, putting it down beside the cake before picking up his fork and looking across at 
Cherry with a smile.

 “Dig in!” he cried, then immediately took his own advice, leaning down and beginning 
to shovel cake into his mouth at a manic rate, chewing lustily and causing crumbs to fly 
everywhere, bits of chewed pastry falling out of his mouth and icing smearing his muzzle. 
Cherry leaned back a bit in disgust, then started in on her own ice cream.

In the fifteen minutes she took to enjoy her dessert, Lone had demolished his cake so it 
no long resembled anything but a pile of yellow-white crumbs, with a few larger pieces here 
and there: much of the rest was in his fur, and splattered around the table and on the bench. 
He was nursing the wine bottle as he swayed a bit, but he hadn’t drank down too much 
yet… but also hadn’t offered any to Cherry, which irritated her. However, the wolf soon 
put the bottle aside and stood, letting out a sigh of relief and stumbling drunkenly away 
from the booth, calling over his shoulder with a grin: “Meet me at the car, babe! I gotta 
take a leak, and then we can go out to a beautiful place I know!”

The wolf cackled as he staggered off towards the bathrooms, and Cherry mumbled and 
slid carefully free from the table, pulling another twenty out of her wallet and throwing it 
on her seat – the table was too messy to dare put a tip on, and she felt honestly sorry for 



whoever had to clean up the disgusting disaster that the lupine had left behind. She watched 
him waddling off towards the bathrooms for a moment, his ass swaying like he was trying 
to show off his body, stumbling over his own paws and making people stare… then she 
shook her head slowly before walking up to the front, where the manager stood by a 
polished silver register. She coughed a bit as he looked at her with a respectful smile, then 
she rubbed the back of her head as she reached into her pocket and pulled out her wallet. 
“You uh. Handled yourself  well.”

 “Mayor Wulfe comes in here two, three nights a week… sometimes again on the 
weekend if he has ‘company’ or is with his friends.” The timberwolf replied idly, brushing at 
the lapels of his black suit before glancing off in the direction of the bathroom. “He’s 
always like this. It’s actually better when he’s drunk… he yells at the staff less, doesn’t order 
us around, and loses the ability to aim if  he tries throwing food.”

Cherry snorted as she produced her credit card, and she held it up. The lupine nodded, 
then he quickly keyed the amount owed into the register before taking her credit card and 
running it through the machine. It whirred, and he handed her a keypad to verify. “You 
should just kick him out sometime. I doubt anyone would complain, including the 
Boss…” She paused as she read over the amount, then blinked and stared at the manager. 
“Holy shit.”

 “Sorry. But it’s kind of you to pay. Generally Mayor Wulfe is more of a write off than 
anything else, worse if he gets rowdy. He usually says the food is terrible and generally 
complains until we finally give it to him free.” The timberwolf replied apologetically, then 
he paused. “Tips and… the bonus for getting the proper alcohol are factored in, by the 
way, so that’s part of the reason it’s so high. Also because Mayor Wulfe always orders 
specially-prepared items we have to order in, since they aren’t on the menu.”

 “Oh. Well. That makes a bit more sense then.” Cherry said slowly, but the price still 
seemed ridiculously high to her. She’d never paid more than fifty dollars for a meal in her 
life… and this was more than ten times that at five hundred and eighty-seven dollars… and 
twenty-two cents. “Uh… the meal was delicious, though. I’ve never had lobster before.”

 “Come in some time with the Boss, and we’ll give you the best seats in the place and 
you can have it on the house, served with our finest wine.” The manager smiled and nodded, 
bowing a bit as Cherry hit the buttons to confirm her purchase. Then he took the keyboard 
back as the female Drakkaren laughed a bit, rubbing her head as she took her credit card 
from the wolf.

 “Thanks… I’ll keep that in mind.” she replied, feeling somewhat touched that these 
polite, posh people would actually invite her and Zerrex into their world… a world where 
they definitely did not fit in. Then she quickly turned and headed out to the car, not 
wanting Lone to make a scene if  he saw her talking to the manager. 

She sat in the red sports car and waited a few minutes as she looked up at the sky: it 
had darkened into full night now, and although she guessed it was still early, clouds had 
obscured most of the stars. She found herself quietly wondering what Zerrex was up to… 
and then glanced over at the doors of the restaurant and winced a bit as Lone staggered 



out, yelling something vulgar over his shoulder before he stumble-walked towards the car, 
grinning stupidly. She winced at how drunk he still was, but was a bit reassured when the 
wolf staggered but managed to catch himself instead of falling, cursing under his breath 
instead of  going into drunken laughter. 

He yanked the door open and slid into the sports car, then he grinned at Cherry: she 
was disgusted by the fact he had obviously made little more than a perfunctory effort to 
clean himself up; his fur was still greasy, his muzzle wet with water now as much as 
everything else that had coated it. He leaned towards her, apparently thinking he deserved a 
kiss… but Cherry quickly rose a finger and smiled, saying in a seductive voice: “Not yet, 
Lone… first you have to show me that special place you promised.

The wolf frowned a bit, blinking slowly… then he nodded and grinned stupidly at this. 
“Yeah! That’s right!” 

The lupine dug in his pocket for his keys, giggling to himself, excitement rolling 
through his being… and meanwhile, Cherry was leaning against the car door and doing 
everything she could to psych herself up for what she was trying to think of as just as job, 
wincing at the fact she couldn’t just break the wolf over her knee or anything like that. As 
much as she knew he and Zerrex didn’t get along… Zerrex did protect Lone to an extent, 
which she found weird. But she guessed it was a combination of his own honor and the fact 
that Lone was easy to manipulate in the position of mayor… along with what he guessed 
would have been Mary’s last wishes and Cindy’s known thoughts about the wolf.

The ride, unfortunately, only lasted ten minutes: someone, Cherry was unsurprised that 
the wolf had driven up to the clichéd Lover’s Lane, and here they sat in the sports car, on a 
cliff that overlooked a city… and Cherry honestly couldn’t see what was so spectacular 
about this side of town. It was like a carpet of lights beneath her… but they were right 
next to a lamppost with a broken light, sitting on a crappy lookout point with a chain link 
fence guarding a power station on the other side of the road behind them, and she was 
curled horribly close to Lone, who had an arm around her neck… and then he turned his 
gaze to look into her eyes, smiling as he asked in a voice that sounded dreamy and – worse 
– like he had somehow managed to sober up a bit for this event: “Beautiful, right?”

 “Very.” Cherry agreed halfheartedly… but no sooner did she say the word then Lone 
was on her. The wolf pushed his body forwards, and she felt his flabby, furry stomach 
rubbing against hers as one of his hands groped at a breast with a terrible lack of finesse, 
fingers digging into the cloth as she felt his hips buck lightly against hip, and there was that 
hard tent in his pants again that he seemed so goddamn proud of, pushing against her as his 
mouth gaped open and moved up towards her in a horrible kiss…

But she met him willingly, wrapping an arm around his neck and bringing a hand down 
to rub slowly through his fur, wincing inwardly at the greasy feel of it and the flecks of 
food she felt under her fingers. He all but moaned into her mouth as they kissed, his tongue 
pushing her muzzle and rolling around slowly, and she could taste the terrible mixture of 
food and it almost made her want to gag…



This would be her punishment… and she had a terrible feeling it was only the 
beginning, as Lone pushed closer against her, and then grunted, arms straining as he tried 
to lift her: carefully, she moved with him, letting him think he was pulling her into his lap 
as he grinned and bucked his hips against her, pulling back from the kiss with a quiet pant 
to gaze up at her hungrily, one hand squeezing a breast as the other settled on her hip and 
he asked in a roughened voice: “You like that big thing, Cherry? You wanna see it?”

 “Oh yes… of course… you feel so huge, Lone…” Cherry responded, half-lidding her 
eyes and hating her own words, as the wolf ’s face filled with a grinning glee. She reached 
down to squeeze his crotch gently, and he groaned quietly and bucked forwards against her, 
grinding his hard shaft against her hand through the restraining fabric of his pants and 
boxers, and then he leaned up to kiss her again.

Their muzzles met, their lips worked together, Cherry barely able to restrain herself 
from either pulling back or dominating him, feeling his tongue swirl with hers as she 
pushed his shirt down with one hand and slid her other gently down under his waistband, 
wanting to get this over with as quickly as possible: she knew the wolf would have next-to-
no endurance, but it was still taking too long in her eyes as his hands moved from her body 
to fumble at the clasp that held her top on,  the lupine grunting and growling lightly into 
the kiss before it broke so he could lean a bit past her and then manage to pop the clasp, 
letting her top fall free and revealing her full, large breasts.

The lupine stared at them hungrily, moving his hands to fondle them slowly and 
lovingly, licking his muzzle slowly before he leaned forwards and settled his jaws on one: 
Cherry automatically wrapped an arm around his head and let out a bit of a sharp breath as 
he bit one of her nipples in what he thought was probably a gentle, pleasurable way. She 
quickly moved her hand to swiftly snap his fly open, but then the wolf pulled back and 
looked up at her, drooling a bit but grinning and shaking his head before he leaned 
forwards to drag his tongue hungrily over his other breast, reaching quickly down with one 
hand to seize hers as the other first threw her top into the passenger seat, then moved to 
grasp a breast roughly as he panted quietly: “No… no, you get naked first bitch… get 
naked first, then you get to see my big cock…”

The female Drakkaren had to fight from simply breaking the wolf ’s neck, instead 
forcing a smile and a soft: “You got it,” before standing up as best she could and undoing 
her own fly, slowly sliding her pants and panties down her hips and to her knees, the wolf 
leaning back in the chair, drool falling into his ruff as he grinned widely at her, eyeing her 
body with a deep lust. Then, as she slowly stepped up to one foot and then pulled her jeans 
off, kicking them aside – thank Gods she hadn’t worn the motorcycle boots today, just the 
tight, low-heel combat ones – the wolf bucked forwards and grabbed her hips, yanking her 
down into his lap and making her give a grunt of surprise that the wolf obviously took for 
pleasure, as he pushed her firmly back against the steering wheel. The horn gave a loud 
beep, and then the wolf was on her, drooling and slavering as he licked at her neck, then 
dropped his muzzle onto one of her breasts again, his fingers digging into her hips as he 
suckled on one of her breasts and twisted his head from side to side, letting out quiet 



grunts as Cherry winced and wrapped an arm around his neck, stroking his chest with the 
other.

Then he sat quickly back, panting quietly already as he reached down for his pants and 
jerked them down a bit, revealing tented, spotted boxers… and then he grinned at Cherry 
as she forced an awed smile in return, growling: “Here it is… and after you get a good 
look, I expect you to jump on it, bitch… on this full foot of  wolf  meat…”

With that, he yanked his boxers down, causing his pinkish, wolven shaft and small, 
furry testicles… and the first thing Cherry noticed about it was that it wasn’t a foot. If she 
had to guess, she’d say nine inches… and she’d be dead on. The military had taught her how 
to accurately measure even units, after all… and the only thing impressive about the wolf ’s 
penis was the fact that it looked like his rotund knot was a bit bigger than normal, but that 
was all. She managed a gasp of surprise, though, and then she forced a moan as she reached 
down and gripped it with one hand. Already, it was radiating a throbbing heat, and the wolf 
groaned and arched his back, thrusting into her hand as she said in an amazed voice: 
“Ooh… ooh, I just got to have that in me, I can’t wait!”

With that, Cherry pushed herself forwards and dropped herself on the wolf ’s penis, 
guiding it into her and pushing to the knot with a single firm movement. Lone whined 
loudly in pleasure, his ears laying back and his eyes bulging at the feel of the female’s tight 
vagina clutching at his hard shaft, and then he began to thrust rapidly as Cherry bounced 
up and down, the female painting an expression of ecstasy on her features, her hands 
grasping her breasts and flexing the lips of her sex against the wolf ’s hot penis… but the 
pleasure he gave her was miniscule compared even to her own masturbations, as she felt him 
already pounding up into her, his hands squeezing into her hips.

Lone, on the other hand, had an expression of ecstasy on his features, rocking his hips 
firmly and thrusting powerfully up into her body again and again as he arched his back and 
let out a loud moan. His flabby stomach bounced a bit as Cherry worked herself in time as 
best she could, feeling the wolf ’s knot pounding at her entrance before Lone managed to 
moan: “Oh God, baby, you’re so good… let’s take it up another level, I just can’t hold back, 
you’re so… sexy!”

With that, Lone grunted and jerked down as hard as he could while thrusting upwards: 
Cherry, had she wanted to, could have easily resisted, but instead gave the wolf what he 
wanted and dropped firmly, forcing herself to cry out as if in the deepest of bliss and 
bucking her hips hard down against him, causing the lupine to moan lustily again as his 
thick knot shoved its way into the female’s tight vagina. Despite how tight she was already 
his shaft, however, Cherry was also used to much larger things being suddenly forced into 
her body… and so the knot caused her a brief spark of pleasure at best that almost made it 
to excitement, but then the wolf had started what he probably thought was a rapid, 
powerful thrusting into her body but barely amounted to little more than shaking his body.

The lupine was already panting harshly as he did his best to thrust upwards: the bliss he 
was causing himself, however, was amazing, and thus he simply assumed that Cherry, too, 
must be having the best time of her life. He was too stupid to recognize the female had 



stopped trying, instead only moving slowly back against his rapid thrusts and gripping his 
shoulders, no longer even bothering to try to make her body more appealing as she faked 
moans and sharp, fast sounds of pleasure with a look on her face that was half-grin and 
half-exasperated.

Lone continued to ram himself upwards again and again, feeling his stiff cock 
becoming all the more hard, all the more powerful, and then he suddenly arched his back 
and released what to him was a howl of bliss, and what sounded to Cherry like a squeak of 
exaltation as he suddenly bucked up into her firmly again and again, his penis twitching and 
firing a pitiful stream of wolf seed into her: it was followed up by two more short loads, 
but then those quickly petered out and he was left panting, falling flat back against the seat 
with Cherry still in his lap, his eyes sliding closed as he revelled in the ecstasy he had felt. 
His body heaved with pants, and his fur was soaked with sweat as he gazed up at Cherry 
hungrily for a few moments before reaching a hand slowly up. It shook a bit as she looked 
back down at him with what he thought was love and admiration, and then he whispered 
one word: “Mine.”

Then, smiling, he let his head fall back and his hand drop to give her thigh a last 
squeeze. Cherry, on the other hand, only continued to look at him with something that was 
beyond irritation now… with something that was almost anger, as his cock throbbed lightly 
inside of her. She reached forwards and grabbed the wolf ’s ruff, not caring what the penalty 
would be for knocking his teeth out for daring to do all these things that she realized now 
were only meant to claim her, to make her his property instead of just acting as a free, 
friendly fuck… but his head rolled bonelessly forwards and he gave a snort that turned into 
a loud snore. She stared for a few moments, then dropped him and cursed under her breath 
before forcefully extracting herself, the wolf ’s knot making a thick plop as she pulled free. A 
bit of wetness trailed down the inside of one thigh, but she merely used the lupine’s hand 
to wipe at it with disgust: he had barely gotten her hot, let alone excited her at all.

Then she picked up her clothes and quickly dressed before stepping out of the lupine’s 
sports car. She paused, looking at his mostly-clothed form and his penis as it retreated 
slowly into his sheath, then she cursed quietly to herself again before turning towards the 
cliff of the lookout and sighing. She glanced down it, then shrugged before simply jumping 
and starting to skid down, keeping her balance easily as her mind struggled with the best 
way to approach Zerrex about what she’d done and learned.

~~~

It took Cherry an hour and a half to walk home, despite the fact she’d cut at least forty 
minutes off with her shortcut down the rock face that had taken her right back down from 
the outskirts and into western Apple Villa. Now she glanced back and forth as she 
approached the house, rubbing at her head slowly before blinking as she heard a loud crash 
from around the back.

Quickly, she ran forwards and pressed against the wall, checking around the corner of 
the building before silently moving in, keeping low and down before she peered around the 
edge of the wall… and blinked at the sight of Zerrex standing in the middle of the yard, 



several spotlights that he and Tinny had gotten from somewhere illuminating the field. 
They’d also picked up what looked like several large washing and drying machines… and 
Tinny was squatting, panting hard, before he looked up at Zerrex and said in a miserable 
voice: “I can’t do this anymore, Boss… the strain’s killing me.”

Zerrex looked at Tinman with a mixture of sympathy and disappointment: not in the 
badger, but instead that whatever he’d been doing had to end so early. But he nodded and 
then paused, glancing over his shoulder as Cherry stepped out from where she was hiding in 
the shadows and no longer bothering to conceal herself. She grinned lamely, feeling an 
embarrassed blush rise in her features as she reached up a hand to rub the back of her head, 
finally saying bluntly: “Hi. I fucked Lone but got some good information and I missed 
you.”

 “Huh.” Zerrex looked at her mildly, then he paused and glanced over his shoulder at 
Tinman, who had straightened up and was now squeezing one ear nervously. “Can you do 
me a favor and put on some coffee?”

 “Sure!” Tinny leapt at the chance to get away from the conversation, running inside and 
almost falling flat, arms pinwheeling before he straightened and instead pranced through 
the open door into the kitchen. He closed it quickly behind him, leaving Cherry and Zerrex 
standing in the backyard with the spotlight shining around them, illuminating the sweat, 
blood and body of the tall male clearly… and leaving Cherry standing back a bit from the 
light in the shadows, as she slowly continued to rub the back of her head, looking down 
shamefully.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Zerrex took a slow breath, then he sat down 
cross-legged in the grass and asked quietly: “What happened?”

Cherry took it as an invitation, and so she walked forwards and sat down herself in 
front of Zerrex, leaning back as she smiled faintly at him, looking down and spending most 
of her time staring at his broad chest. She relayed the events of that night to him in as best 
detail as she could… apologized for her behavior again and again as the reptile watched her 
silently… then finally looked up and said quietly: “I won’t blame you if you’re mad or you 
want to hit me or anything. I won’t dodge, promise.”

The tall male softened a bit as he looked at her, then he shook his head and instead 
stood. Cherry looked up after him, feeling sorrow claw at her heart as she thought he was 
leaving her… but then he reached a hand down and said mildly: “If I got mad at you every 
time you slept with an enemy of  mine, I would have beaten you to a pulp years ago.”

 “Fuck you.” Cherry replied immediately, but she smiled and took his hand, letting him 
heft her up to her feet as she rested against his side, wrapping an arm tight around him as 
they approached the door. 

Zerrex paused for a moment before opening it, however, then he glanced down at her 
and said mildly, as he reached for the handle: “I want you to keep up your game with 
Lone.”



 “What?” Cherry stared at the reptile with something like horror, as he pushed open 
the door, and then she let go of him and smacked his back firmly as he walked into the 
kitchen, stalking after him and glaring up at him as Tinny watched them apprehensively: the 
fact that Cherry was acting furious was usually a good sign, though. It was only when 
Zerrex was mad that things seemed to be going bad in their relationship. “That fucker is 
disgusting! And I thought you and all your honor shit was against shit like that!”

The Drakkaren shrugged, glancing at the female with slight amusement dancing in his 
eyes, then he smiled and took a cup of coffee from Tinny when the badger poured him a 
mug and offered it. “Thanks. And well… sort of. But you make a good spy, and right now 
I can’t keep an eye on Lone…” he stopped, then turned serious as he looked at Cherry. 
“Besides. The Godkillers worry me a bit.”

The muscular female took a cup of coffee from Tinman as he cocked his head 
curiously, and she glanced at him as she dropped her own exaggerated anger, becoming 
solemn as she too thought of the implications. She paused for a moment however to look 
at the badger and said mildly: “Lone told the Godkillers about Requiem, but Felicity didn’t 
seem pleased… she seemed angry or shocked, by all accounts. Now they’re up to something 
and Lone’s apparently staying in contact with them about whatever it is.”

 “Oh. That’s not good.” Tinman blinked and rubbed his head, holding his own coffee 
mug in two hands – one of the things about Zerrex’s home was that everything inside it was 
custom made for his great stature, making the medium-sized badger look a bit like a hobbit 
in the homes of the big people. “So Miss Cherry is going to do the usual spy thing while 
me and you train, Zerrex?”

Cherry made a face, but then she took a long sip of her coffee and sighed as Zerrex 
tilted his head and glanced at her. “Yeah, I guess I am. You’re not allowed to get pissed at 
me for fucking that piece of  shit, though… it’s painful enough as it is.”

The tall reptile snorted and shrugged, looking mildly amused as he held his coffee 
between his hands and enjoyed the gentle heat radiating from the mug. “Whatever you need 
to do is your business. Just don’t go scaring him with your muscles.”

The female Drakkaren grinned a bit now, tilting her head as she glanced from Tinman 
to Zerrex with a sly look. “Well, about that, actually…”

~~~

The next day, the sun rose on a rainy day in Baskin’s Grove: nothing more than a mild 
shower compared to the storms that the town sometimes got, but it still had a wide range 
of effects on the players in the current secret triangle of war that was going on behind the 
scenes of  the peaceful-looking town.

Zerrex sighed as he looked out the window, muttering under his breath and rubbing at 
his naked chest slowly: Cherry was still asleep in bed, naked and curled up. For once, she 
hadn’t wanted sex… she said the wolf made her feel dirty and she didn’t want to pass any 
diseases on to her husband before his big day. So now he stood in his boxers, feeling a bit 
uneasy about the coming events, before heading quietly back to his room. Tinny was still 



asleep in the couch, the badger dressed in a ridiculous set of plaid pajamas and a nightcap 
with a red bobble on the end… the tall Drakkaren never would have believed such a 
horrendous sleepwear outfit existed, had he not seen it himself. He figured he’d wake 
Cherry, and they could do a workout instead of the training he’d hoped to do this 
morning… he knew that Tinny wouldn’t be able to concentrate as well in these conditions, 
and it would be stupid to push the badger too hard with all the help he was giving so 
willingly.

Lone snorted awake, flailing madly as he felt himself drowning, finally jerking forwards 
and coughing water all over the steering wheel: the sudden movement, however, caused what 
felt like iron bands to snap shut over his head and a horrible lurch of his stomach, and then 
he was vomiting up what felt like everything he had felt last night,  covering his pants, and 
the plastic floormat in the leg well with chunky puke that still reeked like alcohol. The 
smell of it caused the wolf to vomit again, and this time he sprayed a fine amount onto the 
steering wheel and dribbled it all over his flabby stomach and sheath. He moaned in pain 
and gargled, spitting a sizeable chunk of something horrible-tasting past the door, then he 
leaned over the edge and threw up a final time, spewing congealed, semi-digested food 
down the side of his expensive car. He began to cry hard as the rain that had woken him up 
began to come down a bit harder, the hangover of all hangovers causing agony to rip 
through his mind as he tried to think of where he was, what he was doing… but the 
realization he was in public shocked him to his senses enough that he fumbled for the 
ignition of his car. Tears, snot, puke and saliva dripped from his maw and nostrils as he 
started up his vehicle, trying to ignore the smell and sight of yellowing, half-eaten food on 
his steering wheel… then he realized he could feel air around his sheath and he reached 
down, trying to jerk his pants and boxers up… only to feel his own mushy vomit 
squelching into his testicles, making him howl in misery and descend into wracking sobs as 
he fell forwards against his steering wheel and felt pain rip through his body and aching 
head, the rain falling from the sky only adding insult to his injury.

Cindy woke up to the gentle sound and smiled faintly as she looked up: she’d always 
loved the rain. Her chains jingled, and she glanced down at the tube that was coming from 
her vagina and going to the urine bottle, making sure it wasn’t too full before simply letting 
her bladder go and watching the yellow liquid spilling down the tube and towards the 
container. She couldn’t see Requiem anywhere, but that was alright… he gave her water on a 
regular basis and gave her nutrition drinks, holding up whatever bottle while he read and 
letting her take them through a straw. No matter how long she took, his arm never seemed 
to get tired as he sat cross-legged by her… and she hated to admit it, but she had come to 
sort of enjoy his company, despite the fact she was being held captive. But he was polite, 
charming in his own way, and he never did anything that was remotely abusive… other than 
the chains. Cindy, however, grinned a bit to herself as she flexed her body against her bonds 
and closed her eyes, listening to the beautiful sound of the rain on the windmill. She 
thought that she’d be able to take care of the goddamn chains soon enough, maybe even 
tomorrow…



Requiem stood silently on the third floor, staring up at the open hatch in the roof, the 
rain pouring in. His silk shirt was soaked through, showing off the powerful build of his 
body and the ruby scales over his chest as it clung to him, transparent: he only continued to 
stare up at the dark clouds above, however, and  the rain that fell from the sky. Like his 
nephew, he too hated the rain… but only because it made him think of a poor, homeless 
child sitting on a street corner, made fun of because he was freakishly bigger than all the 
other kids his age but too gentle, too quiet to ever lay a finger on them… once, a passing 
monk had almost taken him in, but he’d refused quietly and instead smiled, saying that he 
was waiting for his brother to show up… and he remembered one day when Narrius had 
come down the street in the rain, all he had seen had been a sharkish grin of horrible, sharp 
fang teeth, and burning ruby eyes approaching through the steam floating up from the hot 
city streets… and how he had been so goddamn terrified…

Felicity sat in her room in what had once been called Exile Village, looking out the 
window and quietly playing with a tattered top hat. She was naked, and the light cast from 
the lamp on her bedtable played strangely over the scars on her body, making them look 
almost appealing or vanish entirely as she shifted a bit on her bed. Then she slowly put the 
top hat reverently back where she kept it in the shelf beneath her table, before walking over 
to her dresser and pulling on her clothes silently. She was the earliest riser of the 
Godkillers… but today, she’d have to make sure to phone Mika so he could send out a 
simple text message to every cell phone and every email account owned by all the people 
who would be willing to help the Godkillers out in achieving the goals they had set before 
them. She glanced out the window again quietly, then smiled a bit and looked up at the sky, 
reflecting on the fact that rain meant new life and growth… she thought it was an omen of 
good times to come.

Then she slowly stretched, dressed once more in her combat boots, black jeans, and a 
black blouse over a black belly shirt that would cover up most of her scars even if she 
somehow lost the long-sleeved chemise. The vixen glanced back and forth, then rubbed at 
her arm slowly as she stepped through the door and wandered down the hall towards the 
staircase.

She paused at the top of the stairs, gently touching the banister and gazing at the plain 
tile floor below, frowning slightly as she heard a creep and bend. Then she quickly ducked 
and turned around with a grin as Tank cursed, missing his grab for her before watching 
with entertainment as Felicity laughed and ran down the stairs, calling gently up to him: 
“What are you doing up so early? And it seems that it’s kinda screwed up your usual style.”

 “Shut up.” Tank replied good-naturedly, then the badger wandered down the stairs, 
stretching slowly and rubbing at his muscular chest as he stood before the vixen, smiling 
down at her. She smiled back, then she blushed a bit as he reached up and gently stroked 
her face with the back of his fingers, sidling a bit closer to her than she was comfortable 
with. “So, you got plans for today, Ellie?”

The vixen shrugged as she stepped back and turned away, heading for the kitchens: 
Tank immediately followed, putting his hands in his pockets and letting his eyes rove over 



her: as they passed a mirror, she caught his leering reflection, and she couldn’t help feeling 
both flattered and a bit saddened. She’d made the mistake of getting romantically involved 
with the badger, but he hadn’t been able to take either her idolization of the Boss or the 
fact that she wanted to go slow in the relationship. After too many nights of him trying to 
pull her shirt off, she had finally said stop and made it clear they would have to remain 
friends and nothing more… but that didn’t stop Tank from still continuing to try to get as 
close to her as he could, and generally getting jealous of  everyone she so much as smiled at.

 “I think I know what I want us to do… after we’re all gathered, I have a little prep 
speech I wanna go through and tell everyone the plan. Once that’s done, I figure we should 
get used to each other so no one freaks out in the middle of anything, if there’s a battle or 
something.” The fox said reasonably, as she pushed through the door and into the kitchen, 
closely followed by the masculine badger. She felt him loom over her, almost grinding 
against her as she stopped near the counter, and she closed her eyes with the faintest of 
smiles: it was a bit of  a bitter look, however. “Personal space, Tank.”

The badger nodded and gave some gruff sound of apology, backing up maybe a step 
away. She glanced over her shoulder and nodded to him, then let her eyes travel over him for 
a moment before she turned her attention back to putting on coffee and making some toast 
for herself. It was kinda sad, really… Tank had done everything to get her back. And since 
her room was covered in posters of the Boss, renders of him that had been done by local 
artists, and all other sorts of Boss-related crap, Tank had apparently come to the conclusion 
that she loved guys who had big muscles… which is why he had buffed up so much recently 
and tried to look so tough, even going to the lengths of stealing a minigun with some 
friends from a military convoy outside of town… what he’d nicknamed Blackbarrel, 
probably his own personal take on the giant sword that had apparently been wielded by the 
Boss during the Judgment three years ago.

She had to admit, it was kind of touching, kind of pitiable, and kind of pathetic… no 
matter how hard Tank tried, he just… turned out not to be her kind of guy. He didn’t have 
the same level of power as her idol, and he also lacked that calm composure that she’d 
always seen the Boss as having, which was another bit of her attraction to him… and from 
the savagery that Tank had often shown in both mocking the rich and attacking people they 
classed as ‘wrongdoers’ or ‘prey,’ she thought he lacked the weird sense of honor everyone 
from Comfort Town knew the Boss had as well.

But Tank tried so damn hard… and she knew how much he hated the Boss, which is 
why she did respect him for pulling through this with her and supporting her plans. He had 
been upset at first, but eventually he’d come around… and now, after sleeping on it, he 
seemed to be in a fairly jovial mood again, which she thought was a good step forwards.

Tank, however, hadn’t exactly gotten over what Felicity – who he still saw as his 
girlfriend, his lover, his mate and altogether his – had in mind: she wanted to save the Boss, 
which he thought was ridiculous. After all, with the Boss out of the way, the Godkillers 
could destroy Lone and take over the city, driving out all the rich pricks and making it a real 
civilization for the working class, taking care of their own like the Boss had taken care of 



Comfort Town for so long, before he’d gotten lazy and let slobs like Lone rule and idiots 
like that waste of space Elliot down at the bar build Apple Villa-style businesses right 
smack-dab in Comfort Town territory. But Felicity wanted to get an army and stand up to 
someone even tougher than the Boss… and Tank was pretty sure that even if the Boss was 
rusty and lazy, he could still wipe the floor with any ten people he wanted in a fight. 
Someone who apparently owned him would likely annihilate their entire army… which is 
why he’d developed a plan to instead turn the tables on the Boss. Sure, Felicity would be 
upset that her idol died… but she’d get over it. And maybe she’d finally realize that he was 
the best guy out there for her, not some stupid musclehead lizard that she’d met once and 
who probably didn’t know her from anyone else who’d suffered on the streets of Comfort 
Town.

Despite Zerrex’s high and mighty attitude, Tank thought that the reptile was just 
sticking his nose into business where it didn’t belong: sure, he was grateful that the lizard 
had taken down Reinhold and the corrupt municipal government that’d run Baskin’s Grove 
and fed all the money from Comfort Town into their pathetic rich guy’s Eden of Apple 
Villa… but in Reinhold’s place he’d set up a moron who he doubted could tie his own 
shoes, which was probably why he danced around in his bare paws all the time. And Lone 
was like a parasite… he was worse than Reinhold, and hell, he’d caused the Judgment three 
years ago. No one wanted to see something like that happen again… it had cost too many 
lives, and hurt too many people, especially in Comfort Town. The savage beatings from the 
police, the vigilante rich who kept a rifle on you even while their friends kicked your ass… 
no one changed, and he was damn sure that Lone hadn’t, either. Plus Zerrex… he just didn’t 
trust this Boss character, especially with how he’d relaxed as of late, been more tolerant and 
not cracking down so hard on the rich people. Like the fucking General Manager of the 
Golden Garden, that rich restaurant on the Apple Villa side of the bridge… he’d seen that 
black-suited timberwolf strutting through Comfort Town like he’d owned the place. He had 
no right to be here, any more than Elliot should have been allowed to convert his tavern 
into some high-standing, fancy-ass bar. But he guessed that the Boss was as susceptible to 
bribes and flattery as any other corporate warrior or so-called ‘hero’ and ‘visionary…’ it just 
proved the lizard was scum after all, despite whatever Felicity might say.

And with the things he’d done to people? With his past? He didn’t want someone like 
that anywhere near the kids he expected to have one day. Maybe adopted, but more likely 
Felicity and him would do that new donor thing… they did something fancy in a lab, put a 
badger egg instead of a fox egg inside of her, fertilized it with his sperm, and then she gave 
birth to some nice badger kids if the egg wasn’t rejected by her body… had some shit with 
needles and weekly checkups to provide the right hormones or steroids or something so her 
body could handle the different species, but he’d heard lots of people had done it these 
days and they were even getting some new technologies developed so that cross-species 
parenting could be done even easier… but no matter how his kids came about, he didn’t 
want some freak of nature who liked violence running his city, where he planned to raise his 
kids.



Then again… it was a horrible thought, but maybe Felicity was into that sorta thing, 
raw force and all that. But as he watched her lovingly, he shook his head a bit and decided 
that had to be wrong. He didn’t understand how she could see Zerrex in the light she did, 
but he guessed that females were just weird… and so he stuck his hands in his pocket, 
stepping back to rest against the counter as he looked at her and smiled. She looked back, 
then smiled a bit in return as she pulled the lever for the toaster, the bread disappearing 
into it as she glanced quickly away.

Tank would let her give her pretty speech today, after Mika gathered all the guys 
together… but then he’d make sure to spread the word that they were going to crush the 
Boss, not whoever the Boss was fighting. Mika was already in on it… it hadn’t taken much 
more than holding the dumb shit’s needles out of reach until he’d cracked and begged for 
his drugs, promising to do all the stuff that the badger had demanded. It was kinda 
pathetic what had happened to the poor kid, ever since his stint in the hospital from his 
own Humvee falling on him while he was tuning up the engine and crushing his ribs, but he 
guessed that was just life.

The badger’s plan was fairly basic when it came right down to it: obviously, this 
Requiem dude would have to leave his base of operations – Felicity said it was the old 
Sanderson Windmill on the edge of the industrial section of town – to go and fight Zerrex, 
and he would likely leave Cindy behind. Once he left, they could go inside, nab Zerrex’s 
precious daughter, then wait for the outcome of the fight. If Requiem won, they’d let him 
have Cindy or whatever he wanted, so long as he went on his merry way and didn’t try to 
take over town, which meant they’d have to use the forces they’d gathered to kill the bastard. 
Cherry, Zerrex’s ‘wife’ – even though the slut fucked everyone in town, mostly the well-off 
people – probably would go after Cindy if Requiem left with her… if not, they’d just use 
Cindy as a bargaining chip to force them both to leave town forever, along with that 
Tinman weirdo and that sack of shit Elliot. Then they’d kill Lone, and victory would be 
theirs.

The other scenario was that the Boss proved himself infallible again and killed 
Requiem… but Tank thought that even if this happened, they could use Cindy as a 
bargaining chip again and force Zerrex to leave town, or to walk into a trap where they 
could kill him and the rest of his fucked-up family and friends. The badger thought he’d 
planned out both circumstances pretty damn well… the only problem he faced now was 
making sure that Felicity didn’t know and stayed out of  the whole mess.

It would be easier said then done, since she could be a pushy bitch when she wanted to, 
like all the times he’d tried to make love to her and she’d refused. Since she planned to give 
some other rally speech when everyone came back together, she was pretty sure that he 
could knock her out with some sleeping drugs and give it for her and satisfy her afterwards 
about it, so long as he made sure that everyone knew that the downfall of the Boss was 
supposed to be a secret and remain a ‘big surprise’ for Felicity… but the harder part would 
be feeding her the fake day for the duel and making sure she didn’t interfere with him 
nabbing Cindy. He’d have to work hard to keep her out of this mess… but he figured that 
she admit how much she cared about him if he managed to prove just how superior he 



really was to Zerrex, and it’s not like she’d leave him for a corpse even if she did find out the 
truth afterwards. In truth, the fact that she might leave him had never occurred to the 
badger at all… he was secure in his delusion of love as he watched Felicity with an almost 
hungry look.

The vixen, of course, had no clue what was going on… but she did have her worries 
that Tank was going to do something stupid, because that was what the badger tended to 
do. It wasn’t that she minded the fact he was physical or violent or protective… the Boss 
was too, although he had good reason for all those traits and always made them seem like 
beautiful things, even when he was punishing someone with his fists brutally. Tank, however, 
often lacked reason and instead let feelings that were one-sided and facts that didn’t exist 
cloud his judgment, which just led to trouble. That and the fact that he thought she would 
never abandon him, just because they were both formerly members of Exile Village and 
they’d dated for about two months… but quite a few times, she’d honestly thought about 
leaving the Godkillers… but worried what would happen. Sometimes she almost felt like a 
mother who was looking after her children… and she knew that thought would infuriate 
Tank, which just made her want to say it all the more.

She managed to avoid blurting it out, though, and instead focused on breakfast: soon 
enough, other people would filter down, and they all stood around the kitchen in their 
black quasi-uniforms, drinking coffee and eating food, talking about the rain and weather 
and other unimportant things… acting like the good, normal people they were, and not the 
freak gang members they all painted themselves to be. Smiles and compliments were traded 
over how they looked this morning, all the usual boring stuff that everyone told everyone 
else… but finally, Mika came in, trembling a bit from withdrawal and wincing at a look 
that Tank gave him, the coyote shaking his head briefly as he said in a voice that was more 
than slightly discontent: “Rain’s not letting up outside. Been like this since five this 
morning.”

Felicity glanced up at the clock mounted on the wall: it was ten now, and she glanced at 
Mika curiously. The canid smiled in return, the stains that the morphine abuse had left on 
his body disappearing for a moment, then he nodded to her, already knowing what she was 
about to ask. “They’ll be here around eleven, like you requested. We’ll meet in the common 
room, and then everyone’ll hopefully be ready to help out and stuff. But with what you 
want them to do… I’m not too sure everyone’ll be excited about it.”

Tank frowned at the coyote, but this time Mika only looked back sourly: the coyote was 
well aware that Tank disliked him for two reasons… one being the fact he was a drug addict 
– although he knew this fact, had accepted it, made peace with it, but felt no immediate 
urge to get help for it – and two being that Felicity trusted him more than she trusted 
Tank… which wasn’t saying much, since Tank didn’t realize that the vixen he’d convinced 
himself he was in love with didn’t trust him more than she could throw him. Without using 
her powers, he added silently. As it stood, Tank also didn’t know this neat little factoid… 
and both of  them thought it was best it remained that way.



 “I think I can find a way to get everyone good with the idea.” Felicity replied with a bit 
of a smile. She couldn’t pretend she wasn’t excited about this whole thing: it would be one 
hell of a surprise to let the gang in on, after all. Of course, little did she know that Tank 
had been listening in to her and Mika’s conversation over the phone, and he’d already spread 
the details out to most of  the others in the Godkillers. 

So it was an hour of anxiety only for her and Mika, as they and the rest of the gang 
eventually gravitated down to the common room: as always, Tank had to repress a disgusted 
look at the full-size picture of the Boss that sat on one wall in a golden frame, with the 
motto: “Achieve Likeness” beneath it. To him, two words weren’t a motto… a motto was 
something like… “To Serve and Protect,” or “In God we Trust.” It wasn’t two stupid words 
that could mean anything and nothing all at the same time. But he supposed it was hard to 
make the entire gang associate something like “Liberty and Equality for All” with a 
monster as sinister as the Boss. To Tank, a good motto that would go under that portrait 
was “Remember What We Are Trying To Avoid Becoming.”

The badger took his usual place: a high-backed wooden chair that put his back to the 
picture of Zerrex. He hated looking at that painting… hated the way the art was done, 
hated the quality of the work, hated the fact that he was always half-naked and in that 
picture bore that stupid sword of his, like he was a fucking knight or something. This was 
the modern world… not some idiot’s anime or medieval times. Now, people did all their 
fighting with guns, not stupid swords… and any moron with a sword was easily taken down 
by even the weakest of people with a gun, because that just made common sense: you 
couldn’t chop your way through a bullet, after all.

In time, the people Mika had contacted filtered in: twenty, twenty-five people, most of 
them males, all of them wearing a black headband or wristband to show their allegiance 
with the Godkillers. They really weren’t as popular as everyone seemed to think… but they 
did have quite a following in town, and these were the most trusted of them, the ones who 
would do anything to get even temporary status in the gang. Felicity smiled as she sat back 
on the table, motioning for them to sit: once everyone was seated in a circle around her, she 
turned and looked up at the picture of the Boss with shining eyes, almost seeming to pray 
for a moment before she turned to face the majority, hands clasped in front of  herself.

 “Everyone!” The vixen’s voice was surprisingly loud, and it instantly got the attention 
of even the most rowdy in the room. She opened her arms, looking around at them all, then 
she smiled warmly. “Thanks for joining me here today… as Mika undoubtedly told those 
of you who aren’t already in the Godkillers, we’re in need of some help from our… our 
reserve forces.

 “To make things simple: the Boss needs help, and I want to give it to him. We’ve found 
out that he’s got a hell of a fight ahead of him, dealing with this motherfucker named 
Requiem… and this cheating bastard took his daughter. All of you know what it’s like to 
suffer under the hands of the richer, the more ‘powerful’ in society… and now someone 
who thinks he’s tough just because he can kidnap a little girl and sucker punch a real hero, a 



real hardass in the face after he takes him by surprise, has come into our town and caused 
trouble for our people!”

As Felicity spoke, her voice rose in strength, her passion flowed through her being and 
gave her words true power as she rose a fist, her eyes glinting dangerously as she looked 
around at them all, features set and teeth grit. Her raw emotion affected everyone in the 
room, some nodding, some merely looking disgusted, but all of them listening close as the 
fox continued bravely: “Three years ago, the Boss saved all of our lives. No one in this 
room, whether you like him or not, can deny that. He brought down Apple Villa, drove 
Reinhold away, and turned a cruel tyrant into a puppet. He breathed life into Comfort 
Town, and reunited Baskin’s Grove and made it whole again! Now he needs our help… and 
we’re going to give it to him. Since this Requiem bastard dares trample into our territory 
and uses cheap tactics like ambush and kidnap… we’re going to march his ass right out of 
town and take Cindy Narrius back!

 “I won’t hold you to this… and if you want, you can leave right now. What I’m asking 
might be too much for some of you to stomach…” And at this, the vixen’s voice filled with 
contempt, even anger as she continued to speak. “The weaklings. The maggots. The 
cowards who think that the Boss can take care of himself, and that he doesn’t deserve a 
hand, and that we should look after our own hides first. The fucking pathetic losers who 
think that taking a trip out of town for a day or so to go and find people who can help us, 
to bolster the numbers I know we’ll find in town with other soldiers and hotshots and 
gangs and mercenaries that the Godkillers have associations with… is too hard, because 
they’ll miss their mommies and it’ll cost them too much money. 

 “Well, think about this.” The vixen’s voice was almost raw with passion, cutting into 
the hearts of those who would have tried to slink out of the job and making the others 
who had already committed themselves to this job smile bitterly with disgust. “Think 
about what the Boss… our savior… is going through. He’s lost his daughter, and he thinks 
he’s stuck out on his own, taking care of a town that’s turned its back on him and left him 
to suffer when he’s done nothing but bend over backwards for us and everyone else in this 
place. It’s costing him more than money… and you won’t spend a dime anyway, since it’ll 
all be on Godkiller funds. It’s costing him his sanity, I bet. It’s costing him bits and pieces 
of  his soul, and until this point all we’ve done is sit on our asses and let him take care of  us.

 “Now it’s time for us to help him out. To show that we give a damn, and that we want 
to help.” Felicity finished, reaching up to wipe at her eyes: tears had spilled down her speaks, 
and many of the others were looking at the ground or swallowing their own tears back. 
“So… I guess, who the fuck here is with me?”

The roar of approval was deafening, and it made Tank shift uncomfortably. The vixen’s 
words had even touched him and made him feel a bit queasy about his own actions… but 
he was nonetheless determined to make sure that he got rid of the Boss, and that everyone 
saw things from his point of view. He frowned as he looked down… but he thought that 
he could still turn things his way, before glancing back up at Felicity but mostly ignoring 
her now as she went over her plan: it was pretty basic shit, anyway. Everyone would leave at 



two… they would spend twelve hours on the road, going as far as they could and recruiting 
and bringing back as many people as they could manage to find… and then they were all 
supposed to be back in town by two of the next day. They would help all the people they’d 
brought back with them find a place to stay… the slums, a friend’s, an abandoned building, 
a hotel, whatever… then, at midnight, everyone would meet in the park next to the creek 
that separated Comfort Town from Apple Villa, the one where the Boss had apparently sat 
and contemplated life the day before he’d simply blown Apple Villa to shit. They’d finalize 
the plans there and take a head count, then start readying themselves to attack the windmill 
and take down Requiem once they learned enough about him. Felicity herself was going to 
stay back in town with Mika to act as a relay point, in case anyone ran into trouble and to 
set up places ahead of  time for people to stay at.

But Tank noticed that Felicity extolled the Boss more and more as she spoke… and that 
a few people looked uncomfortable or were becoming fidgety with her party lines. It really 
was almost like she’d been given certain lines to say and had been ordered to make the huge, 
scary Drakkaren seem like some tragic friend than anything else, as he wracked his brain for 
some solution to his problem… and Tank blinked as his head snapped up, grinning to 
himself  slowly at the brilliant idea he’d just stumbled upon.

And, as luck would have it – or maybe it was fate, telling him he was on the right track, 
had a great idea, and should run with it – Felicity’s voice suddenly broke, and she rubbed at 
her eyes and coughed a bit before glancing around at them all with a faint smile. “Well, I’ve 
gone on long enough now… you’ve all got the idea, I guess. I want us to… to make sure 
that we do this right. If  you’ll all excuse me… I need a glass of  water.”

“Yeah, I’ll come with you.” Mika said immediately, standing and brushing himself off. 
His trembles had worsened a bit, and Tank thought it was pretty obvious that all the coyote 
really wanted was another hit of morphine… but it made it even easier. Now he didn’t have 
to deal with golden boy either… because although he had his sworn promise that he would 
help out and not say anything, Tank didn’t trust the word of a drug addict that was out of 
his mind with need for a shot. The other issue was that he didn’t know how far Mika’s 
shame over just how much he was shooting up would cover up, either… loyalty to Felicity 
might win out in the end if he found out too much about Tank’s plans, or just the fact that 
Mika would obviously not be thrilled with what he was about to tell the others about his 
future wife.

As the two left, others began to get up as well… but Tank stood and cleared his throat, 
as the door closed with a quiet snick. The others in the room looked up at him, and Tank 
smiled sadly around at them all, holding out his arms and saying in a sympathetic voice: 
“So… did everyone hear how she talked about the Boss?”

There were a few hesitant nods, and a few curious looks… but the muscular badger 
kept his focus on his words, carefully choosing them as he continued to speak in the same 
gentle tone: “You know, she always had this thing for Zerrex… it was… I hate to say it, 
since she’s my girlfriend and all, but it was really pitiful. And you know what? One day… 
well, she sent a letter to him. And he agreed to meet her, and she was so damn happy…” 



He paused, glancing at the other Godkillers… but the five other former members of Exile 
Village had long ago become more interested in getting along with conflict than arguing 
any points, so they all simply smiled and nodded, as if remembering as well. It helped that 
they were probably all scared of  him… “But… well…

“They met, and I admit I was worried. We all know about the past that the Boss has, 
after all.” He gestured with his arms as he spoke, others nodding and frowning, looking 
unsure of themselves. A few didn’t seem exactly won over, but then the badger sighed and 
placed a miserable look on his face as he continued his story quietly: “Well, he took her out 
back of that damn bar, Elliot’s… and he raped her again and again and again.” He paused 
to see the effect it had: most of it was shock, but a few people looked more disbelieving 
than horrified. So quickly, he wiped at his eyes and continued to speak in what he hoped 
was a heartbroken voice: “But the worst part is that he just crushed her spirit, taunted her 
and broke her, made her think it was all she’d ever wanted and shit… and that’s why she is 
the way she is. She’s terrified of the Boss, you have to understand that… she doesn’t admire 
Zerrex, she’s just been turned into a puppet by him, and it breaks my heart…

“Do you really think that someone as strong as he is would ever need our help? Do you 
really think that Felicity, darling that she is, would want to sacrifice us to some freakshow 
who apparently only has a beef with Zerrex, then wants to get out of town? No… she 
wouldn’t.” He looked down at this, shaking his head slowly. “Zerrex told her and put her up 
to this… and she’s terrified of anyone finding out, because he’ll rape her again… but this 
time he’ll kill her. We’ve all seen the pictures on the news… the things he does to females, 
it’s horrible and unnatural.”

And now he was winning them over, he could feel that in the air… so he dropped back 
on the desk and let his head fall in his hands, sighing. “So she can’t find out this but… but 
like she said. We have to look out for each other… so please… I’m begging you. Let’s do 
what Felicity says… gather up all these people… but make sure that the person we go after 
isn’t this Requiem character, but Zerrex. From what I’ve heard, Requiem didn’t surprise 
attack Zerrex either… the bastard attacked him. And… we all know he’s in cahoots with 
Lone and giving favors out to everyone… I don’t want to see that going on anymore in my 
hometown.

“Please. Let’s find the strength to unite… we have to keep it a secret from Felicity, so 
that she doesn’t let it slip to Mika or Zerrex… because Mika’s working for Zerrex, so all of 
you know.” He looked back and forth, nodding slowly. “You see the kid, hooked like he is 
on morphine? Well, Zerrex’s drug ban was still in place, last time I checked… there’s only 
one person who could get hard drugs in this town, and I hear morphine makes cocaine look 
like sugar. Zerrex is the one supplying him… it just crushes me inside to see that kid 
suffering like that. So we gotta do this secret-like… and I’m trusting you all not to tell. Just 
to gather the forces, and then I’ll take it from there. Tell them we need help wiping out one 
badass motherfucker… and that if they do, the pay’ll be beautiful for everyone, ‘cause I 
hear Zerrex has a fortune that I feel is only right in being returned to us, the people who’s 
blood he’s spilled to get that money.”



“Hear, hear.” said a voice quietly in the back, and others murmured in assent. Tank let 
himself look up with the faintest of hopeful smiles, swallowing and keeping his hands over 
his muzzle… but inside he was grinning at what he’d managed to accomplish with just a 
little bit of work and effort. Looking around the room, he saw nothing but sympathy and 
anger… and it let him know that he had everyone on his side, all ready to fight to finally 
crush the former Boss of Baskin’s Grove. Sorry, Felicity… but sometimes you gotta do… 
what you gotta do…

~~~

Cindy mumbled under her breath as she rocked slowly back and forth against the 
chains: thankfully, Requiem spent most of his time ignoring her and reading. Today he was 
sitting at his metal table and was even faced away from her, and she didn’t think her luck 
could get much better than that: it let her continue her slow testing of  the chain’s durability.

She knew that she couldn’t burst this chain as she had the others: too many rows, too 
tightly linked, too well-adjusted against her body. But she could wear it down… and so 
yesterday she had started a regiment of flexing and relaxing, flexing and relaxing, pushing 
her body forwards against the links, then dropping back. At first, it didn’t seem like she was 
doing anything at all… but now she thought she was digging just a little bit further 
through the dirt, and she was pretty sure she was gradually weakening the chains. She had 
just never before been forced to do it with this heavy a restraint on her body…

Her father had taught her to endure, to keep pushing on even when it seemed 
impossible… and everyone knew that even water droplets could eventually tear a hole 
through stone, if they kept hitting the same place. Cindy, of course, didn’t really have 
years… but what the female Drakkaren did have was the endurance she’d learned from her 
father and the strength to tear through at least one or two rows of tight chain wrapped 
around her body.

Finally, she dropped back against the wooden pillar, panting quietly and glancing at 
Requiem: she had no doubt that he knew what she was up to, but so long as he was turned 
away, he didn’t know how far she’d worked through the chain so far. She’d felt some of the 
links weakening from her constant straining against them, and now she grit her teeth as she 
forced herself to sit up, keeping her eyes locked on the Dragokkaren’s back. She was at least 
two inches away from the wooden pillar now than she’d been before… which mean that she 
was either tearing the chains into the wood with her straining, or the metal links were 
starting to bend and give away. It helped that now she’d be able to draw back and get more 
distance between her and the chains… it meant her initial throw of herself at them would 
jerk them all that much harder.

“You’re not going to get out of there.” Requiem said mildly, not bothering to look up 
from his book, while proving her right about her guess that he knew exactly what she was 
doing. He paused for a moment, then added mildly as he closed the paperback and put it 
down on the clean metal table. “Although I do applaud your attempts. But unless you plan 
to rip either through the pillar or rip all the chains off with some feat of strength, I don’t 
think you can get yourself  free.”



“Well, I have nothing else to do.” Cindy replied with a bit of a smile, and then she 
grunted and threw herself hard against the chains, figuring there was no point in being shy 
about what she was doing anymore: it caused the entire length to jingle and rattle, and she 
swore she felt something give as the Dragokkaren blinked and tilted his head. She panted a 
bit as she dropped back against the wood pillar, then looked up at him with a bit of a grin. 
“What? Think I’m just going to give up?”

The tall Dragokkaren laughed quietly, then he smiled a bit in return and shook his head 
slowly. “Of course you aren’t… Zerrex taught you well, I see. But after all, you truly are-”

“My father’s daughter.” Cindy finished firmly, and she nodded to the reptile before 
letting out a low whistle and closing her eyes, relaxing back against the wooden pillar. “But 
I think I’ll give it a rest for now… this gets pretty damn tiring, pretty damn fast.”

The Dragokkaren nodded a bit, then he stood and walked over to her, kneeling and 
reaching up to lightly jerk the top row of chains down, inspecting her body. They young 
female blinked and shrank back, but then the giant shrugged and straightened, glancing over 
her again. “Just making sure you don’t have any cuts or abrasions from the chain.”

“Nah, I’m alright.” Cindy smiled a bit, then she laughed quietly and gave him a faintly-
entertained look. “You know, you’re not like any other captor I’ve ever had.”

Requiem snorted at this as he headed back to the metal table, not bothering to respond 
as he once more picked up his novel and began to read. Cindy looked at him with an 
expression that was almost entertained affection, then she rolled her shoulders and let out a 
sigh before glancing down at the chains and murmuring to herself: “Well, back to work.”

~~~

Felicity gazed out the window with a bit of a frown as she saw Tank rallying the other 
members of the Godkillers and the twenty-some others that had come: she rubbed the back 
of her head slowly as she stood in the second floor library, surrounded by the familiar 
books and shelves that filled this room, before she turned and sighed a bit, the beams of 
light filtering in through the window surrounding her with a flickering golden aura, as she 
watched Mika lowering a needle towards his arm. “I hate watching you do that.”

“I know. I’m sorry… but I gotta.” The coyote replied with the faintest of smiles, trying 
to still his trembles before looking down and wincing as he jabbed the needle in and 
depressed the plunger. His eyes slid closed, and he let out a soft breath after a few moments 
and removed the needle, putting it back in a small metal carrying case. Then he quickly 
untied the rubber tube from around his arm and flexed a few times, wincing a bit: but all 
through the operation, the ecstasy one expected to see an addict’s features remained 
strangely absent. “We gonna get to work?”

“Yeah.” Felicity only looked at him with a few moments more, though, quiet pity on her 
features. The coyote looked back, then he managed a smile as he rolled his sleeve down and 
closed his attaché case, pushing it aside and instead pulling his open laptop in front of him.  
He tapped in a few keys, then picked up a headset with fingers that trembled only a bit now, 



slipping it over his ears as Felicity walked over and sat down in the chair beside him, giving 
the white-faced coyote a gentle squeeze on the shoulder.

Mika smiled at her, then he tapped the headset and rapidly tapped in the codes on his 
laptop to access an old favorite of his: an orbiting satellite that was stationed somewhere in 
space above Baskin’s Grove. It had all kinds of fancy little technological uses for relaying, 
hacking and signal transmission, and Mika was pretty sure that some of the old rich folks 
from Apple Villa had sent it up to act as their own private twenty-four hour global 
communication device. Once Mika had found out about it, however, it had become a prime 
tool for the Godkillers to use in order to intercept all the information from nearby towns 
that was floating around in the sky and send out their own illegal broadcasts when 
necessary.

“I’m gonna use the satellite to put a transmission out on the personal radios I 
programmed and that one wavelength we always use, so people can all get an earful of our 
plan… hopefully no one in the Baskin’s Grove area will receive it, but the chances of any 
non-Godkillers getting the message are pretty damn slim.” Mika said absently, as he 
hammered away at the keys and tossed occasional glances at Felicity. The vixen smiled a bit 
more, then she nodded before tilting her head as Mika opened his muzzle, then he closed it 
again.

For a few moments more he was silent, simply tapping orders into the computer and 
then choosing the pre-recorded message he wanted to broadcast in a loop for the next 
minute or so, then he straightened up and took off his headphones for a minute, looking at 
Felicity with a sigh. He reached out, taking one of her hands gently, and smiled at her 
faintly: she gazed back quietly, and instead of doing what so many people did now – which 
was quickly rip their hand away from the junkie’s sweaty palms – she laced her fingers tight 
with one of  his hands and asked him softly: “What is it, Mika?”

“Tank… Tank’s planning something.” Mika said finally, then he shook his head a bit. 
The details were fuzzy, because the badger had been threatening him and giving his 
commands while Mika was in a haze of need, holding his goddamn attaché case above his 
head… he’d just ended up curling in a corner and crying like a baby, nodding again and 
again in agreement to whatever he wanted. “I… can’t remember the details, because I was… 
I needed to shoot up, and he kept me hanging for an hour or so while he… pretty much 
ranted. But I think it has something to do with Zerrex… trying to turn the tables on the 
Boss.”

Felicity frowned and looked down, reaching her other hand up so that both of hers 
were tightly holding Mika’s… and then she looked back up and tilted her head, asking 
gently: “Do you remember any of the details? It’s okay if you don’t… I… I can understand 
if  you don’t.”

Mika was half-tempted to give what he knew would be a patented junkie response… 
mood swing, that she had no idea what he’d felt, cry and try to cover his ass and be a 
coward. But even most of the urge to do that was simply so he could just tease Felicity, 
make a joke out of what a loser he’d become… but he got the feeling she wouldn’t 



appreciate it if he played the role of joker right now. So instead he smiled a bit and closed 
his eyes, nodding slowly as he squeezed her hands gently. “Something about how it was 
important to secure the Boss’s daughter, no matter what else they did… but other than 
that… well… you know how he gets.” He opened his eyes and looked at her with quiet 
sympathy.

“You shouldn’t be lookin’ at me like that.” Felicity said gently, squeezing his hands and 
smiling a bit more, then she quietly leaned in and kissed Mika’s cheek, making him smile 
and glance down with a pale rosy blush. “You’re the one here who’s got it hard.”

“My own damn fault, probably.” Mika glanced back up at her with a smile again, then 
he nodded and gave her hands another squeeze before turning to his computer again with a 
cough, putting his headset back on and leaning back in the wooden chair, hands behind his 
head as he glanced at her, softening. “But you gotta watch yourself around Tank, girl. He’s 
just getting worse and worse.”

“I know…” Felicity nodded back, frowning a bit as she looked down and hugged 
herself gently, thinking about how the badger’s behavior had worsened lately. The way he 
nearly stalked her, his aggressiveness towards anyone who bore any sign of luxury or even 
wealth, and the way he’d sometimes rant on how some people were ruining the world – 
thinly disguising the fact he was obviously talking about the Boss.

Then she felt the coyote’s hand lightly touch her face, and she smiled, closing her eyes 
and pressing her hand into his palm. Mika and her had always shared some affection… one 
could even say they loved each other. But they were like brother and sister, and neither 
wanted that to change for the world; sure, they’d probably make a great couple, but… it 
would also shift the dynamics of their relationship. And the friendship they had was far too 
pure to risk poisoning it in a bid for something better. 

At the same time, though, pain wrenched her heart at what was happening to the 
coyote, and she opened her eyes, gazing softly into the coyote’s affectionate ones, and was 
unsurprised to see the same deep sorrow mirrored in his as in hers. Before she could speak, 
though, a snarling voice said: “Get your hand off  my girl, you fucking junkie.”

Tank stood in the doorway, snarling angrily, the badger flexing his arms threateningly as 
his hands clenched into tight fists. Immediately, Felicity straightened, but Mika – who had 
once always been so terrified of Tank – only looked back at the much larger, much more 
dangerous male with something like disgust. “It’s not exactly an insult when I admit I have a 
problem, Tank. And there’s two other problems… one is that she isn’t your girl, two is that 
you’re here when you should be out of  the city by now.”

Felicity turned and stared at the coyote with something like amazement: was this really 
the same Mika that had almost broken down into tears when he and Tank had first met, the 
same Mika who had been beaten ruthlessly by Tank the one time he’d stood up to him and 
she hadn’t been around, the same Mika that always bowed his head when Tank so much as 
looked at him? The contempt he looked at the badger radiated off him in waves, and his 
gaze was icy cold as Tank looked surprised… then the larger male slowly narrowed his eyes 
and stalked forwards before simply using an arm to send the various trinkets, books and the 



coyote’s laptop and attaché case flying off the table with a hard swing, causing the 
headphone’s around Mika’s neck to pop out of  place. 

“Tank!” Felicity yelled angrily, standing immediately and slamming her hands on the 
table; but despite her fury and her own growing fear at the jealous rage of the badger, she 
admired the fact that Mika was still looking into Tank’s eyes fearlessly: he hadn’t so much as 
twitched at the badger’s show of fury. The large male shot her a deathly look that almost 
made her quail, but she too stood her ground, feeling a strange security as Mika slowly 
shifted to rest back in the chair in a position that was almost relaxed, a bit of a smile even 
playing over his muzzle.

“Why don’t you get lost?” he asked casually, and Tank’s fists slammed down onto the 
table as he looked down at Mika furiously, cracking the wood as he leaned forwards, his 
eyes glaring down into the coyote’s unflinching gaze with pure rage… and definite 
uncertainty. 

“You and I should have a little talk.” Tank said finally, in a voice that he forced to be 
calm as he slowly straightened, then he looked at the vixen with a dominating expression 
that hinted at the fact he was disappointed. “Just male to male, sweetheart.”

“I’m not yours.” Felicity said firmly, crossing her arms and snorting; the effect was that 
Tank looked somewhat hurt and disgusted, wincing a bit. “You have a job, Tank. I suggest 
you go do it.”

For a few moments the badger stood, then he looked back at the coyote and his 
contempt and disgust returned as he reached into his pocket and pulled out his radio. “It’s 
broken. I need mister rich drug addict here to get me a new one.”

Mika continued to only look at the badger mildly, only needing to glance at the radio 
to see it was in fine condition: without bothering to speak, however, he stood and walked 
over to his laptop, then he picked it up and brushed it off – thankfully, it was still working, 
although the casing had been cracked and the monitor was fizzing slightly. He put it back 
on the desk, then tapped a few buttons. Before Tank could open his mouth, the badger 
already snarling at the fact he was apparently being ignored, the coyote dropped his finger 
down on the enter button and the radio in the badger’s hand emitted a loud, blaring squeal, 
causing Tank to jump back and Felicity to snort laughter.

Mika raised his finger from the button, then he looked at Tank mildly and said: “Mister 
rich drug addict thinks it’s fine.”

Tank looked at the radio, then he dropped it and raised a foot before slowly crushing it 
under the heel of his combat boot, causing it to give a short fizz and blare of static. Felicity 
snarled a bit, an eye twitching at the badger’s show, then the large male repeated slowly: “I 
need the junkie to get me a new radio.”

 “If you want to beat me up, you should just say so.” Mika replied disgustedly, as he 
stood up and then glanced at Felicity, shaking his head a bit as she opened her mouth. Then 
he returned his gaze to the powerful badger, smiling slightly. “But I guess some people will 
always be cowards, huh?”



“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” Tank cracked his knuckles threateningly, 
snarling angrily, but the coyote merely shrugged and walked around the table, brushing by 
him without so much as a second glance. The badger immediately turned and followed him 
out, leaving Felicity staring after the two males.

She rose a hand as they vanished around the door, then clenched it into a tight fist, 
feeling tears stinging at her eyes at what Mika was subjecting himself to, on top of 
everything else the coyote was suffering. Then she spun on the spot, letting out a short cry 
of fury as her other arm made a wide swinging motion: the doors of the library slammed 
shut violently, and the free-standing shelves rattled, the books around the room trembling 
and a few falling to the floor. Felicity panted quietly, glaring at the ground, then she 
dropped back in her chair and covered her face in her hands, clenching her eyes shut and 
fighting off  the urge to cry.

In the hall outside, Tank paced quickly after Mika, who was loitering ahead at an easy 
pace with his hands in his pockets. The badger felt his fury growing again, once more 
blocking out the new nervousness he felt towards the coyote’s strange behavior, and then he 
quickly walked up behind him and slammed a hand down on his shoulder, fingers digging 
into the junkie’s weak frame easily as he glared down at him, unable to deny the relief he 
felt when Mika looked back at him with a wince. “I’m gonna teach you some respect, you 
stupid fucking drug addict. And I’m gonna give you a few good reasons about why you 
don’t touch another guy’s girl, especially with hands as filthy as yours-”

“Fuck you.” Mika turned quickly, shrugging off the badger’s hand and glaring back at 
him angrily: it surprised Tank enough that he reared back slightly, almost bringing up his 
muscular arms defensively as the small, emaciated form of the coyote rose a hand and 
pointed accusingly at him. “You know what? I might be scum, and I might be a fucking 
morphine junkie, but at least I recognize I have a fucking problem. You, on the other hand, 
think you’re King Shit and are obsessed with the idea that Felicity’s your queen. Well, guess 
what, pal? She doesn’t like you, and you aren’t makin’ friends by beating up her friends, 
either.”

“Ellie’s my girl. No one else’s.” Tank rumbled in reply, then he reached out and easily 
shoved Mika stumbling, grinning a bit down at him as he tilted his head and advanced 
forwards, pushing him hard again and this time causing him to overbalance and land heavily 
on his rear. “You’re just jealous, that’s all. You’ve always dug on her, that’s all. I see the way 
you look at her…”

Mika glared up at him, even as Tank rose a foot, and the badger hesitated at the look 
that the coyote was giving him, even though he was so obviously at disadvantage. For a few 
moments he could do nothing… then the canid snorted and said softly: “If I wanted 
Felicity, we’d be together right now, and we’d never be in this position, having this 
discussion. And Felicity doesn’t belong to anyone. She’s her own person, and you… at 
best… are a slobbering idiot. I’ve put up with you for her sake, but I won’t tolerate you 
trying to walk all over her-”



The coyote began to stand, and Tank snarled before shoving his boot down into his 
chest, sending him sprawling with a grunt of pain. Then the badger lumbered forwards, 
before Mika could do anything, and slammed a boot hard forwards into the coyote’s 
testicles, making him pale and writhe in agony on the ground, clutching at himself as Tank 
grinned slowly. The muscular badger crossed his arms, then spat on the coyote beneath him, 
looking at the tear-filled eyes of the agonized canine with contempt. “Not so tough now, 
are you, hotshot? Now you listen to me…” Tank slowly bent forwards, putting his hands on 
his knees as he looked down into Mika’s eyes squarely. “Ellie is my girl. You were never 
good enough for her, could never have her. I’m going to make sure things go as planned, 
and if you so much as think of doing anything to go against me…” Tank stopped, then he 
looked down a moment, frowning in thought before glancing slowly up and saying quietly: 
“I’ll kill your mommy, daddy, and sissy-poo, and you know I won’t have any problem doin’ 
it. And even the Boss won’t be able to stop me, ‘cause by then I’ll have everyone in town and 
they’ll all be ready and waiting to take that motherfucker out.”

“No…” And there, finally, was the tone Tank wanted to hear in this shit junkie coyote’s 
voice. Fear. Mika struggled to sit up, panting hard and shaking his head slowly as he 
whispered, looking up at the badger pleadingly: “Please. Okay. I get it… you can do 
anything you want to me, but leave them out of  this…”

“Whatever.” Tank said dismissively, waving a hand and straightening. Once he had 
control of the city, he had no intention of letting Mika get away… but he’d at least be fair 
and give him and every other rich folks family get out of town before he burned their 
homes to the ground. “I want you to just keep that in mind, Mika. Now fuck off and get 
me a radio. I’m going back to see Ellie.”

He turned away, as Mika struggled to his feet… then he blinked as he heard pounding 
feet before snarling and staggering forwards as the coyote launched himself at his back, his 
arms wrapping tightly around his neck and choking him. He shook from side to side, 
clawing at the pitiful sticks of limb around his neck… but as he roared and staggered down 
the hall, shaking back and forth, he felt fear enter his heart as well and make him stupid.

Tank tripped over his own feet awkwardly and fell to the ground, slamming his head 
hard against the floor, and stars exploded in front of his eyes: his nose was throbbing, and 
his breaths were harsh and ragged – the idiot junkie on his back wasn’t strong enough to 
actually strangle him, and he’d been knocked loose by the impact, but it still hurt like hell. 
Slowly, he managed to get his legs and arms under him, as Mika rolled off his back… then 
he let out a yelp as the coyote slammed both feet straight into his kidney, his eyes bulging 
with pain that consumed his entire side, one trembling arm wrapping around his 
midsection. 

The worst part was, the goddamn coyote wasn’t acting like a junkie out of those 
fucking crime shows or novels: he wasn’t yelling or doing anything like that, and when Tank 
finally clawed at him, Mika was gone. A moment later, however, the coyote jumped on his 
back and knocked him flat on the floor with both feet, stomping him viciously to the 
ground and sending the badger flat with a grunt of agony. He spasmed violently, then 



rolled over and lashed out at the coyote with a foot – he was too slow, however, and Mika 
stumbled back out of  the way before simply halting and glaring, his hands on his knees.

For a few moments, they faced each other like that, both of them panting hard, Tank 
bruised and – far worse – utterly humiliated. He knew he could make the junkie scream if 
he wanted to, return the damage a million times over… but even as he began to crawl 
slowly to his feet, Mika grinned and rasped: “Wouldn’t it be great if Felicity caught the big 
bad Tank like this? The big, scary, muscular jock just got his ass handed to him by a stupid, 
geekboy junkie. What would everyone think?”

“You shut up!” Tank shouted angrily, pointing a finger at him, but wincing nonetheless 
as he forced himself to his feet. He swayed a bit on the spot, staggering, and then their eyes 
met. They glared at each other for a few moments, then Mika snorted and shook his head 
quickly, straightening.

“You don’t need a radio, Tank. Now get out of here before you do something else 
stupid that we’ll both regret later.” The coyote walked forwards, brushing past the badger, 
who felt enough rage that he’d gladly snap the canid in half like a stick… but at the same 
time, humiliation and fear of being seen by Felicity kept him at bay. Then Mika stopped, 
and said quietly without turning around: “And you forget something, Tank. If you so much 
as touch my family, there’s other people out there other than the Dragon of Comfort Town 
that would come after you. And maybe even the Boss can’t kill an army on his own… but 
starting your stupid war too early might let him raise an army of  soldiers himself.”

Then he walked away, heading back to the library, and Tank was only able to stare after 
him, clenching his hands tight into fists before he finally spat and stalked angrily out 
towards his motorcycle, muttering under his breath: “Fucking junkie… who needs a 
fucking radio anyway… I’ll get back at you later, you fucking piece of  shit…”

~~~

Cherry shook her head slowly, leaning back against the wall of Cindy’s cabin and 
whistling as she looked at Zerrex mildly: the tall reptile was panting quietly, leaning 
forwards a bit and covered in sweat, his hair hanging in his face, and she couldn’t help but 
grin slightly as she tilted her head upwards and called out: “I think you need to work on 
your left hook.”

“I think you need to learn to say constructive things and not be a bitch.” Zerrex 
mumbled under his breath, as he straightened and brought his hands back to a defensive 
position, facing towards Tinny again, who was sprawled flat on his back. The badger was 
panting hard, and Zerrex felt a burst of sympathy for him before he said encouragingly: 
“Just one more, Tinman, and we’ll have a break.”

The small male made some weird noise, but Zerrex thought it was in the positive as he 
climbed slowly back up to his feet, wincing and wiping at the grass stains on his jeans. He 
swayed a bit, then shook his head slowly before rubbing at his temple and saying weakly: “I 
don’t think I can throw one at you as hard as before… might be a bit shaky, and if I do just 
toss it, I won’t be able to stop it.”



“That’s fine… I’m the one who’s supposed to be stopping it, anyway.” Zerrex responded 
mildly, then he paused for a moment before asking carefully: “Can you add a bit of push to 
it, if  it’s not too much trouble?”

“Only a bit, but… I can manage.” Tinman replied with the faintest of smiles, and 
Zerrex smiled back before rolling his shoulders and straightening, letting out a slow breath. 
Tinny really had helped him out worlds with the training program… and he didn’t want to 
push the poor badger too hard. No one really was sure what exactly what would happen if 
Tinman overused his powers, but Zerrex was fairly sure it would be just like what happened 
if someone overused their body… the offended part usually snapped or something else ugly 
happened. 

Cherry couldn’t help feel faint entertainment as she looked at the two, then she carefully 
slid back a bit: watching was one thing, but even she didn’t want to get involved with the 
training they were doing. Although she was fairly sure that she could dodge a dryer being 
thrown at her at a fairly-high velocity, she didn’t think she’d be able to do much more than 
hopefully stopping it from crushing her if it actually hit her. And Zerrex was currently 
doing so much more than that.

Tinman glanced around the broken and damaged appliances that now littered the 
backyard, then he selected a heavy drying machine. The roof had been welded shut, and 
there was all variety of dents and gouges in it, but it still looked workable… and the badger 
winced a bit, his feet slipping slightly in the dewy grass before he set himself firmly and 
held out both hands towards it. It had stopped raining sometime around noon, but the fact 
it had rained wasn’t helping him out too much… he needed to concentrate to use his 
abilities, and the cold air and water in the air made it much more difficult for the badger to 
use his powers precisely. Fortunately, throwing big metal objects at an eight-foot something 
lizard didn’t require a whole lot of  accuracy.

He grunted as he lifted the dryer, then he drew it back, making a motion like he was 
drawing a heavy rock over his head to catapult it at Zerrex: the dryer floated quickly over, 
then behind him and trembled a bit in the air: Tinny winced as he felt himself slip a bit in 
the grass, and for a moment the dryer dipped before it rose back up. He saw Zerrex start 
forwards, surprised, but managed to reset himself before calling in a strangled voice: 
“Here!”

Then the badger grunted and threw his arms forwards, and the heavy piece of 
machinery flew towards the Drakkaren: the reptile snarled a bit, raising his fists quickly 
once more before throwing a hard punch forwards into the metal cube. The force of the 
blow caused the entire frame to shudder, and it lurched backwards through the air, but then 
Tinny fell forwards as he made another shoving motion, grunting and wincing as he hit the 
soft ground, but putting the last of his energy into throwing the heavy metal box back once 
more towards the reptile.

Zerrex was ready, however: he quickly slammed his other fist forwards in what would be 
a hard gut punch to any opponent, then threw his elbow and forearm into the dryer, 
denting the steel as though it were paper: it began to fall backwards once more, and then 



reptile quickly leapt up and dealt a firm knee to the machine, causing it to flip slowly 
forwards.

As the huge cube of metal revolved, Zerrex bent before shoving off with his feet, 
grunting as he flew into the air and arched his back, grabbing his fist with his other hand 
before slamming them down in a powerful tomahawk that caught the top of the dryer: it 
crushed in the front and sent the once-welded-shut door flying into the air like a massive, 
square coin as the machine shot downwards and sent up a spray of dirt and grit, leaving it 
partially-buried in the ground as Zerrex landed in front of it in a crouch, panting quietly. 
Cherry and Tinman both stared, and then the lid of the dryer hit the ground a few 
moments later, bouncing once before laying still in the grass.

Then the tall reptile straightened and brushed his hair back, walking over to Tinny and 
extending a hand down to him: the badger smiled gratefully, then he reached up and 
allowed the Drakkaren to heft him easily to his feet before he blushed a bit and rubbed a 
foot against the ground, glancing up at him and saying in a voice that was both admiring 
and embarrassed: “That was really amazing, Boss…”

Zerrex shrugged and coughed, blushing a bit himself as he glanced up at the sky, then 
he glanced over at Cherry, who smiled as she strutted over, tilting her head and looking at 
him with mild entertainment. “Oh, come on. You gotta admit that was kinda cool.”

The reptile was spared answering as they all heard the sound of a familiar sports car 
pulling up into the driveway, and the muscular female immediately darkened, rubbing at her 
arms slowly. “If  I wasn’t so sore from this morning’s workout…”

“I’m sure you could turn him into cream anyway, if you wanted.” Zerrex replied mildly, 
then blinked a bit as Cherry made a disgusted face. “What?”

“Don’t say ‘cream.’ I’m sure I’m going to be getting some of that from Lone tonight…” 
Cherry sighed a bit, then she leaned up and quietly kissed Zerrex’s cheek as they heard a 
door a slam and the wolf ’s usual hammering on the front door. “I’ll stick to the plan we 
made this afternoon and deal with him as best I can. I’ll try to make it back tonight, but 
knowing Lone…”

“You might not.” Zerrex reached up and stroked Cherry’s face gently, looking at her 
with eyes that were both soft and sympathetic. It was sad, what they’d been reduced to… 
but Lone needed a bodyguard with Zerrex currently busy, since it wouldn’t be too much 
longer before everyone started realizing that the Boss wasn’t wandering the streets and with 
the wolf ’s big mouth… and they also needed to get information out of him. Sure, Zerrex 
could just kick his ass… but it would mean hours of putting up with Lone crying and 
screaming and wheedling, and after that sorting out the lies and exaggerations from the 
truth. Easier to just get him drunk… and admittedly, it was teaching Cherry a lesson, too. 
He’d never seen her as dedicated to work and training as she’d been today… sure, she’d still 
made her comments and innuendos, but she also hadn’t done all in her power to get him 
aroused… which was quite a lot.

Tinman smiled at them both, then he said quietly: “Good luck,” before he and Zerrex 
headed towards the back door and Cherry gave a resigned look at their backs, listening to 



Lone pounding on the door again and now calling in a meek but irritated voice: “Zerrex? 
Cherry? It’s your favorite wolf, here to see if  you guys want to do anything together…”

“I’m coming, Lone!” Cherry called, and then she jogged around the side of the house, 
emerging to the front and forcing herself to smile at the wolf… who today, was wearing a 
too-tight, too-small t-shirt and the same style of pants as yesterday, except these were a 
ridiculous baby blue. Perched on his head were a pair of sunglasses, and he was grinning 
widely as his eyes roved over her hungrily… it almost made Cherry regret her own choice of 
clothing: a black bikini top and a pair of leg-hugging leather pants. And she swore, if Lone 
tried to rip those off her and tore them, she’d kill his ass, whether she was supposed to be 
protecting him or not… even for her, she didn’t like the idea of having to go out and spend 
another thousand on just a pair of  goddamn pants, sexy as they looked.

She managed to reach out and stroke gently under his muzzle, however, electing a sigh 
of pleasure from the wolf; she couldn’t help but wonder exactly when the lupine had woken 
up, but she figured it would be a hell of an ugly story and she didn’t really want to know 
the details of that. For now, she wanted to concentrate on getting Lone somewhere where 
he wouldn’t make too much of an ass out of either of him... but from the look the wolf 
gave her when he opened his eyes and the wide grin on his muzzle, she thought he had 
some stupid idea in mind that she’d find to be quite a treat.

Lone, of course, had no idea that Cherry and Zerrex had been waiting for him all day: 
nor did he realize that him showing up once again was a rather obvious play on the lupine’s 
part for Cherry’s affection... and likely her protection, too. He shifted from paw-to-paw as 
he looked up at her with his dumb grin on his features, tilting his gaze hungrily back and 
forth over her body, licking his muzzle and looking like an idiot as he congratulated himself 
again and again on the results of his bravery: it looked like he was going to have no problem 
taking Cherry with him where he wanted, and getting her hand from Zerrex’s. “It’s really 
nice to see you, Cherry... you know, I wanted our time together to be special... so I thought 
that maybe we could go shopping together, pick you up some clothes and stuff...”

What the fuck. Cherry blinked slowly at the lupine’s offer, looking down at him like he 
was stupid for a moment before managing a bright smile in return and even clapping her 
hands together like some other females would do when offered the chance to shop... but she 
already had a distinct idea of what the wolf wanted to shop for, with that look he was 
giving her and the fact that the day was still bright and relatively warm. It was well known 
that Lone loved to invite girls over to his pool for a party, after all... “That would be great, 
Lone! I’d love to... what did you have in mind?”

“You’ll see when we get there, babe. Climb on in.” Lone winked up at her, then he 
strutted over to his car and hopped in, landing heavily on the seat but managing to perform 
the jackknife far better than he had yesterday – but he had spent an hour or so earlier 
practicing. He figured Cherry must have done the same, as she smoothly slid over the door 
and landed with much more grace on her seat than he had, tossing her a look that was 
almost envious... but it made sense, right? She was psychic and she was in that stupid Goth 
Legion thing... well... he knew he could have been in that military unit too if he wanted to, 



but he was too busy making money and spreading his influence throughout the world. 
Doing practical things, in other words.

He nodded to himself, then he glanced at Cherry again before grinning and leaning 
back in his seat, flicking his sunglasses down as he backed out of the driveway and flicked 
on the radio, slapping his hands lightly against the wheel in time with the music as they 
drove onwards into town. The wolf was immediately glad Cherry always stayed quiet and 
enjoyed the smooth ride of his luxurious sports car while they were going somewhere, or 
politely listened to him and let him vent... it meant she wouldn’t ask what had happened 
this morning.

When Lone had driven home – covered in puke, reeking, dirty, and feeling defiled – he 
had immediately stumbled in and screamed at his servants to clean his car, while he himself 
ran quickly to the nearest bathroom and almost fell over once he’d slid on the floor inside, 
catching himself on the elegant sink but then half-tearing it out of the wall as he dropped 
his weight against it, causing him to wail in anguish. Then the lupine had slammed the 
door... then thought better of it, jerking it rudely open as he stripped before whipping his 
filthy clothes out into the hall and yelling that the servants had to clean up his clothing as 
well, leaving his shirt slowly sliding down the wall and leaving a trail of congealed puke 
behind it as the wolf  slammed the door once more.

Lone had then felt a horrible rumbling in his stomach, and had been subjected to a 
horrible bout of cramps and general agony down below as he’d sat on the toilet and bawled 
like a baby. Finally, the lupine had managed to clean himself and started running a shower, 
hopping from foot-to-foot, ignoring the fact that his ass felt like it was on fire and his 
stomach was threatening to come out of  his mouth again. 

A long, hot shower had been enough to cure most of his woes... well, that and a bit of 
delving through the medical cabinet, eating every stomach medication he could find. After 
an hour of thorough scrubbing and standing under the water – he’d used to have a servant 
do it, actually, but Zerrex had gone and put a stop to that... stupid fun-killer... – and using 
his variety of scented soaps, the wolf had finally come out smelling of nothing worse than 
peppermint, lavender, and cinnamon. He’d wandered around the house, dripping water and 
naked, wrapped only in a towel and shouting at servants every now and then when they 
crossed his path, generally getting himself in a better mood as he ordered what he saw as a 
healthy lunch: chicken stew, with a side of garlic bread and roast pork cutlets. And of 
course a glass of  wine that had turned into about half  the bottle, just to take the edge off.

Then Lone had felt he had dried out enough to be properly dressed, and he’d gotten his 
servants to help him out with that... it was one of his few simple guilty pleasures, he felt, 
and he couldn’t help but look at Cherry with a bit of a grin, wondering what she would do 
for him if he was nice enough. But then he shook his head a bit and looked ahead, settling 
his hands on the wheel as he licked his muzzle slowly. Everything would come in time, so 
long as he was careful, right? So he would just keep playing her as he had been, giving her 
all this stuff and being so polite and courteous as was his style... he’d get her in his pocket 
eventually.



The wolf had spent the next few hours going over his sports car, admiring it after it had 
been cleaned and the stink of vomit had been washed out and replaced with the scent of 
vanilla, from the cleaner that the wolf had ordered the servants to use. Then he’d practiced 
hopping the door a few times until he’d gotten tired, and finally started out towards the 
Narrius household. Thankfully, Zerrex and his weirdo badger friend weren’t around 
anywhere, but Cherry had just come running – and Gods, did he love it when she ran, 
because did her chest bounce! – right over to him, and he’d so graciously swept her up and 
was now bringing her to a favourite place of  his...

He fidgeted a bit as they pulled across Camelot Bridge and made their way into town: in 
less than a minute, however, the wolf made the turn off down a side street and carefully 
pulled up into a small parking lot in front of a posh-looking shop that still bore a 
resemblance to the former Apple Villa that had once been here: Grecian pillars that were 
made of beautiful marble supporting a plain, smooth-shingled black roof, the overhang 
casting shadows down a short walkway that led to a pair of glass double doors... and of 
course the walkway was made of carefully lain stones, the work probably done by hand. 
Cherry suppressed the disgusted expression she wanted to make, as Lone got out and led 
her towards the ranch-house-esque building... she already knew what to expect on the inside, 
but she figured that the specialty shops like this would never die out, no matter how many 
times she and Zerrex combed Baskin’s Grove for the remnants of the Apple Villa extremists. 
People who were ridiculously rich and made a business of stomping on the backs of the 
poor could hide goddamn well when they wanted to, however...

The two walked down the short walkway and to the doors, Lone grinning as he extolled 
his own greatness along the way, making wide hand gestures. “See, usually you need a 
reservation to get into this place... but they make an exception for me, of course. You’ll love 
it, babe, the best of custom-tailored clothes... I bet they have a few nice pieces that’ll fit you 
just fine.”

Actually, Lone knew they would... yesterday, he’d asked if he could make a few special 
orders and have them ready by tomorrow, and then he’d explained that it was going to make 
a nice gift for the Boss’s wife, of all things, and that he was gettin’ in real close to her and 
even to change around some of the Boss’s stances on things. Therefore, the owner had been 
all-too-pleased to have her best teams of tailors immediately get to work on some custom 
items for her...

Lone had provided her sizes from a bra, torn pair of jeans, and g-string he’d dug out of 
Zerrex’s trash late one night a few months ago, when he and Cherry had started hanging 
out... just in case she ever wanted anything nice done for her, of course. He’d had them 
cleaned off by a servant, then another tailor in town fix them... and it hadn’t been hard to 
snag another top on one of the few occasions she and Zerrex had been over and enjoying 
his pool with some of the other freaks who associated with him. That had still smelled like 
her, and the wolf had shoved his face in it that night while inhaling deeply, his boxers 
tenting as he drooled a bit on the cloth and imagined her in bed with him...



Now, he pushed open the doors, and Madam Dandridge – the owner of the shop – was 
quick to move forwards and smile at them both, the elderly rat clad in her usual long, 
flowing black gown, with a pair of elbow-high white gloves on and a golden pendant 
dangling around her neck, a small silver sword hanging from it. Platform boots clicked 
against the ground as she approached them, raising a hand quickly to the large bull who 
stood courteously behind a counter, dressed in a tuxedo and obviously performing check-
ins. “It’s alright, Rudolph, Mayor Wulfe gets special treatment. Such a pleasure to see you,  
you’re looking handsome as always! And my, you do look... pretty, Lady Cherry.”

Cherry almost grinned at the expression on the rat’s face as she slowly looked her up 
and down, the old rodent obviously working hard to repress a look of either distaste or 
simple fear, before she smiled again, her eyes glittering – this time, it was less forced, but it 
didn’t take Cherry long to figure out why, as she bowed to them and motioned them into 
the gallery-style store. “Please, step right in and to the back! There’s some things out here 
that may fit you but I think some of our private, custom collection would look exquisite on 
that body of  yours!”

“Thank you very much...” Cherry walked into the store, glancing around at the few 
patrons browsing, all of them being seen to by staff that were dressed in tuxedos or similar 
attire, all of them with those horrible snobby looks on their faces as they examined 
mannequins and various bathing suits or dresses that sat in glass cases. The room was 
donut-shaped, with a high glass dome ceiling, and the center of it roped off: there was a 
massive glass case inside the velvet ropes, containing all manner of specialty clothes resting 
on custom holders or the bodies of  headless mannequins.

Cherry, of course, knew how to play the game, much as she hated to: so she surprised 
both Lone and Madam Dandridge by saying with a smile and in as pleasant a voice as she 
could manage: “Utterly gorgeous designs, I see... I suppose you made them yourself ?”

“Of course, darling.” The rat smiled up at her, immediately looking more at ease despite 
the fact the female beside her was likely more muscular than the bull standing guard at the 
front of the shop, and taller even than Lone. “But I think these new models will fit you just 
fabulously.”

“I’m sure to trust your judgment on that, but I don’t see how you could make clothes 
any more divine than these.” Cherry replied easily, gesturing around at the glass cases and 
smiling again: it was easier to fake her interest by thinking of her old spy work, when she 
and Zerrex had dressed up in fancy clothes to attend some rich target’s costume party... 
watching Zerrex in a tuxedo, dancing slowly and regally, and listening to him cursing 
afterwards about how horrible the dress shoes had crunched his feet had been more than 
worth the price of  wearing one of  those ugly-ass dresses herself...

Lone looked moodily from one female to the next, then he coughed as they approached 
a red curtain, interjecting: “Oh, I’ve seen Madam Dandridge’s real designs... these are all 
unique and beautiful, but the ones in the next room make them pale in comparison.”

“Lone, you flatter me.” The rat said cheerfully, then waved a hand before either Cherry 
or the wolf could speak. “But it’s true, I keep the best designs here, and for those who are 



not the same shape as our average customer... there is no better challenge than working on a 
design for someone who is not a simpleton and who takes care of their body as it should 
be...” For a moment, the rat glanced over Cherry’s body again, and this time the muscular 
female felt more creeped-out than offended as the strange look Madam Dandridge gave her. 
Then the old rodent turned quickly on her heel and threw the curtains open wide, laughing 
as she stared up at the ceiling and walking through with her arms out. “Come inside, 
children! I have them all ready to go!”

Lone and Cherry followed her inside, the wolf muttering about drama while Cherry 
merely felt faintly amused and a bit uncomfortable, as they walked into the dark-lit room: it 
was smaller and almost cubical, with several doors leading off – one of them marked as a 
changing room, the other two oak doors probably going back into employee quarters. The 
entire room looked as though it was made of hardwood, and lit only by a weak lamp that 
hung off one wall, next to a closed and shuttered window through which only a few beams 
of  sunlight shone. 

Madam Dandridge reverently picked up a box – wooden, probably pine, and made so 
that the top section could slide free of the others and open up, Cherry noted immediately. 
She approached slowly, then held it up to Cherry and looked up at her with a terrible gleam 
in her eyes that was almost lust. “Please, try it on, Lady Cherry! I feel like this was made 
just for you, and I can’t wait to see how it looks on your form!”

“I feel it might have been made for me, too.” The Drakkaren replied with a bit of a 
smile, taking the box and nodding respectfully to the rat, who looked gleeful and clapped 
her hands tight together. Then she carefully made her way over to the change room and 
stepped inside, tossing one last glance over her shoulder to see Lone grinning at her back, 
eyes hungry and wiping slowly at his muzzle with the back of  one hand. 

She opened the box, then stared at the clothes within and felt horror in the back of her 
mind. It was definitely a bathing suit... and it was something she’d have no problem wearing 
normally... but only if she was actually trying to get more attention than normal. And she 
definitely didn’t want to wear it just so the two perverts out there could ogle her... but as she 
looked desperate around, she saw there wasn’t even a visible air vent – just the bright ceiling 
light. The walls weren’t tile or wood, but instead all mirrors... only the door was made of 
wood, but even that had a full-length mirror on it. To Cherry, the cramped room with the 
single little bench on it was a terror chamber, and so she swallowed her pride and quickly 
changed.

She stepped out, and hated that the first thing that happened was a grin of excitement 
from Madam Dandridge, and a simple, stupid gape from Lone, as his eyes gazed at her 
hungrily. She rubbed the back of her head, then forced a smile and asked in a voice that was 
strangely-small for the otherwise outgoing female: “So... how do I look?”

“Beautiful...” the rat whispered, then she paused and glanced at Lone, nudging him 
lightly with her elbow... but she seemed more than pleased by his reaction. “And what about 
yourself, Mayor Wulfe?”



Lone couldn’t say anything for a few moments longer, as he stared at Cherry... the black 
two-piece showed off every bit of her being and left little to the imagination. It was tight at 
her impressive bust and at her crotch, and the bikini was shaped so that it showed off her 
full thighs and barely covered her vagina, a few loose black ties hanging at the sides all that 
was keeping it on her slender hips. The top was little more than a straight cloth of material 
and three wide strips of black that held tight to her body, squeezing her breasts back a bit 
against the female’s body and making it look as if the top was going to pop from the strain. 
The almost-rectangle that covered from about the middle of one breast to just past the 
middle of the other was cut and sloped so it clung to her breasts and exposed almost all of 
her cleavage... and although Lone couldn’t see it, he knew that again it was a simple tie at 
the back instead of a complicated clasp... in other words, something that could easily come 
undone instead of  needing to be forcefully popped.

“It’s amazing.” Lone finally said, and Madam Dandridge visibly swelled with pride 
before bouncing over to the next in line, grinning as she thrusted the pine box at Cherry, 
her eyes alight with unnatural fervor.

“Try this one! It’ll look even better!” she cried, and Cherry winced before taking the 
box and forcing a smile in return, nodding and forcing herself  back into the room.

This one was even worse: it was puny, basically two circles of red cloth that would 
barely cover her nipples, and two straps from each that joined at the back, forming an 
almost harness around her shoulders to hold it on... even worse, it was tied at the front. 
She’d thought that the bottom was better, at least, but was horrified when she picked it up 
and found it left even less to the imagination than the first – it was pretty much a glorified 
g-string that had been thinned just a touch more, so even one unlucky movement would 
leave pretty much her everything exposed.

So of course both the old rat and Lone extolled how amazing it looked on her when 
she stepped out, and Cherry had one last box thrust at her: as she turned and went back 
into the changeroom, she heard Madam Dandridge apologizing to Lone that three was the 
best she could make her teams do on such short notice, along with the specialty item. The 
fact there was still another thing for her to try on made her feel somewhat worried... but at 
the least, it sounded like it wasn’t another bathing suit. And even it was frigging lingerie, it 
really couldn’t get much more revealing than this.

The last bathing suit, however, wasn’t nearly as bad... or so she thought at first. Then she 
realized she wasn’t holding the top in her hand, but the bottom, and winced at the fact it 
was a microskirt... before feeling horrified as she realized that there was no bottom to it. 
Basically, it was something meant for ‘private bathing,’ and she winced. It would barely – 
just barely – cover her crotch and rear, and it left both hips entirely bare... it was like 
wearing a really-short loincloth, with the design. The top was just as bad... little more than a 
string she tied around her neck, with two little rectangles that covered her nipples: from the 
bottom of these rectangles that were still almost far too tiny, there was a nearly-invisible 
string that tied into little loops on the miniskirt. But the worst thing was the color scheme... 
white, and edged with red. She felt like a sex nurse or a fucking lollipop.



The Drakkaren thought Lone was going to cream himself, from the look of ecstasy on 
his features: Madam Dandridge looked a bit too happy with the design as well, she noted. 
Then she was given the final box, which was a bit larger than the others, and Lone clapped 
his hands and nodded rapidly as she went to change... and despite how the bathing suits had 
looked, she found herself almost wishing that this was another one as she stared into the 
open box with something like horror.

Finally, she came out, blushing a bit and feeling nothing but resentment and anger 
towards Lone, stumbling a bit in the high-heels that had been included in the box. Madam 
Dandridge gasped and covered her mouth, looking at her with eyes that were amazed, and 
Lone grinned slowly as his hands made strange grabbing motions, a soft breath leaving his 
muzzle as he whispered: “My beautiful Cherry...”

The last thing Cherry wanted Lone doing at that moment was calling her “his,” but she 
didn’t have the strength to say anything as she blushed a bit deeper and stood in her new 
clothes. It was a long red dress similar to the style that Madam Dandridge wore, but hers 
was tighter at the waist and around her breast, and exposed a much more generous view of 
her cleavage. The shoulders were slightly puffed out and stuttered, as if trying to hide her 
muscle, and she wore long, black leather gloves on both hands that clung tight to her 
muscular forearms. The dress was cut to just above her ankle, and it had been designed so it 
hung naturally slightly to the left: only the waist was connected all around, so her thigh and 
right leg were left exposed. It was sexy in a rich people’s way... and Cherry felt nothing but 
embarrassment as she stood there in it.

“It’s magnificent!” the rat finally declared, throwing her arms out and almost smacking 
Lone in the muzzle, as he winced and stumbled backwards, before the old rodent turned 
quickly and yelled through the open curtains: “Raul! Come, take Lady Cherry’s clothes and 
properly fold them, then put them into Mayor Wulfe’s car! Same with the bathing suits!”

Then she quickly turned back to Cherry, walking forwards and reaching up to put a 
hand under her muzzle, her smile almost predatory as she looked up at the reddened 
female. “Now now, don’t look so shy! You look perfectly pretty in that dress! Why, now we 
just need to get Mayor Wulfe in a good suit, and you two would look a wonderful couple!”

Lone laughed heartily at this, then he walked forwards and quickly slid an arm around 
Cherry’s waist, the female reaching her hands down in front of her and clenching them into 
tight fists as she did her best to smile. “I already have a great-looking tuxedo that you made 
for me back at home... tell me, are you going to the Apple Ball tomorrow night? Perhaps 
Cherry and I will see you there.”

You motherfucker... Cherry thought angrily, but she quickly smiled as Madam 
Dandridge glanced up at her for a moment before returning her attention to Lone and 
looking at him with what was probably supposed to be haughty amusement. “Of course! I 
wouldn’t miss the Apple Ball for the world... celebrating our glorious Apple Villa is still so 
important to so many of our people here, and we’re just so glad you two are working hard 
to keep it regal and fine, unlike that horrid Comfort Town...”



Cherry grabbed her thumb and twisted as she smiled, feeling it nearly dislocate, but the 
pain kept her mind clear as she nodded and then even managed to nudge Lone with her 
elbow and say: “Well, Lone does do so much for the town, you know. He likes to rise above 
his duty as Mayor...”

“Of course I do!” Lone puffed out his chest and straightened, grinning as one of his 
hands slid slowly down to squeeze Cherry’s buttocks lightly: the female twitched a bit, but 
managed not to smash his face in as he let his hand rest there, watching idly as a deer ran by 
in a plain uniform, carrying the boxes and a plain cardboard one that Cherry guessed held 
her own real clothes out of the room. “Hey, watch my seats! They’re leather, and I don’t 
want them getting messy... I’ll give you a tip if  you pack it in nice, though.”

“Yes, sir.” The deer said dutifully, probably used to this treatment by now, then he ran 
quickly off. Madam Dandridge looked after him with a smile that was almost cruel, and 
then she led the others out into the main gallery of the store, Cherry feeling horrible as 
they walked through the store and under the horribly-approving and envious stares of 
others. It was one thing to walk cheerfully through a factory naked, covered in her lover’s 
seed and getting gapes from good-looking males she might want to play with later... and 
another entirely to be wearing a horrible, ugly dress like this and getting looks from the 
kind of people she’d always hated that were not just interested, but goddamned jealous of 
the way she looked...

She ignored most of the conversation as they headed towards the front, glancing around 
and noting the particular design of the store, making sure she memorized even the smallest 
details, like the little irregularity she noticed in the glass dome above... she wanted to come 
back and crush and burn this shop later, maybe on her own, maybe with Zerrex. Then she 
glanced back at the mention of a price, and Madam Dandridge paused for a moment before 
tapping a finger against her muzzle as she looked Cherry over, then the rat turned back to 
Lone and said mildly: “Well, obviously material like this is hard to come by. And, as you 
know, all my designs are unique... but these are the most unique of the unique, and fitted 
for a body type that doesn’t conform to my usual standards... therefore, it will be more 
expensive than usual.” 

“Fine, fine.” Lone waved a hand dismissively as he took out his chequebook, then he 
held out a hand absently: immediately, the bull from the front handed him a gold-plated 
pen with “Dandridge” inscribed on it in flowing script, and Cherry felt another burst of 
distaste as the wolf lowered the pen to the top check and looked at her mildly. “But 
nothing ridiculous.”

“No, no, just what’s fair, of course.” The rat replied idly, waving a hand, then she tilted 
her muzzle upwards before sizing Cherry up with a sidelong glance. “I’d say... oh, fourteen, 
sixteen and twenty for the bathing suits normally, but I’ll give you the last one for seventeen 
instead, since she was such a darling model. And I want sixty for the dress, no argument. 
That’s one of my finest creations ever, and I`m loathe to part with it, good as it looks on 
her…”



Lone nodded bemusedly and then glanced up for a moment, doing a quick calculation 
in his head. “So that’s… one-hundred and ten thousand?” He tilted his head curiously, and 
Madam Dandridge nodded back with a smile as Cherry only stared in something like 
horror. The fact that such puny pieces of ‘clothing’ should cost so much was nearly alien to 
her… and worse was the way these two were talking about it, like it was nothing. Even 
though she and Zerrex were rich himself, they still got into arguments about whether they 
should buy their usual detergent or the cheaper one if  it was on sale…

“And the service charge, darling. You know I need to pay those ruffians who work for 
me something, too.” The rat all but sang, and Cherry forced herself to smile as the rodent 
glanced up at her. “Don’t worry, dear, it’s only five thousand per article of clothing. You 
know your close friend here has quite deep pockets and an amazing amount of  generosity.”

“Aww, you’re making me blush.” Lone replied with a smile, as he wrote in the number 
and then quickly signed, before tearing the cheque off and handing it over to Madam 
Dandridge with the pen, who quickly passed it back to the bull in the tuxedo behind her. 
Then he laughed a bit and quickly reattached himself to Cherry, wrapping an arm firmly 
around her waist and nodding to Madam Dandridge with a smile, as he began to nearly 
drag Cherry outside. “A pleasure to do business with you, as always! I’ll look forwards to 
seeing you at the Apple Ball.”

“And you as well, Mayor Wulfe!” responded the rat warmly, following them to the 
doors as they left. Cherry glanced up in time to watch the deer run by as they moved 
through the doors, and Lone glanced after him with a mumble about ‘punks who didn’t 
respect their betters.’

They headed to the car, and Lone snorted irritably as he saw the boxes sitting neatly on 
the back seat, rubbing the back of his head before opening the door and sliding inside as he 
looked over at the female Drakkaren, who winced at the fact that she actually had to 
carefully climb into the car instead of simply hopping in – and it had been years since she’d 
last worn a dress or heels like these, so it was surprisingly hard. Made all the worse by the 
fact she wanted to mash Lone’s face in for his next statement. “Stupid kid doesn’t listen, 
huh? Good thing I didn’t leave a tip for that asshole. Couldn’t put the damn things on the 
floor like I asked.”

Cherry was tempted to point out the wolf didn’t say that, but instead she smiled and 
then tilted her head as the wolf started up the car, asking: “What about this Apple Ball, 
Lone? You didn’t mention anything like that earlier.”

“Well, I like giving out nice little surprises.” Lone smiled warmly, his eyes glittering as 
he looked over her slowly. “But you shouldn’t worry… you’ll fit right in, and we’ll only go 
for an hour or so together and for the dinner, then we can go back home… but you just 
look so damn good in that!” he paused, licking his muzzle slowly as he glanced at his clock, 
backing carefully out of the parking lot and into the street. “Almost as good as in those 
bikinis… and hey! I got a hot tub and a pool, and I’m sure that you’d love to try out one of 
those new suits I just bought for you, huh?”



The wolf grinned widely, and Cherry once more had to restrain herself from breaking 
the lupine’s face as she merely looked at him, watching as he drove out into traffic without 
looking and cursing the fact that he had once again managed to avoid being struck by any 
cars. So she forced herself to smile and nod, saying in a strained voice: “I’d really love it, 
Lone.”

“Great!” Lone laughed and threw his head back, hitting the dial for the radio and 
resting back against the seat, leaning to the side so he could throw an arm around Cherry. 
He grinned, feeling like the king of the world as he drove back towards his mansion, tight 
shorts already tenting as he felt an erection as powerful as the one he’d had last night, 
looking at the female and feeling hot lust coiling through his body as he thought of her in 
those swimsuits. Naturally, she’s going to want to make it up to me… and I know just how, 
too! And I can cook her dinner later tonight, and invite her to spend the night here… I’m 
sure she’ll be more than happy to, yeah… ooh, too bad, feared ‘Dragon’ of Comfort Town, 
but it looks like I’ve taken your girl from you…

Lone reveled in the fact that he’d so obviously and completely conquered the feared 
Boss… his arch-nemesis for so many long years, and the bastard who had so thoroughly 
humiliated and puppeted him… but now he was the one in control, and he had taken his 
girlfriend, and Requiem was obviously going to crush Zerrex into the ground. There would 
be no one who would run to save him by the end of this week… Lone already had plans 
for dealing with Elliot and making sure he was too busy at his bar to enlist anyone else’s 
help in taking down the giant, and he was pretty sure the Godkillers were going to mess up 
whatever other friends the Boss had too. Even the goddamn badger could be dealt with, the 
Tinman… but he was too much of  a whiny wimp to do anything, anyway.

Cherry was really the only real threat, with her weird-ass psychic power shit and the fact 
that she was so frigging huge and strong… Lone didn’t like to think of just what she could 
do with those whips of hers when it came right down to it. But now she was all but 
throwing herself on him… and all he had to do was keep her here with him. Soon enough, 
she’d probably be throwing away that piece of shit ring she wore around her finger, and 
she’d be a full time, dedicated ‘bodyguard’ to him and probably even a bit more… and the 
wolf licked his muzzle slowly at this idea. It was one that truly appealed to him in all sorts 
of  fun ways…

Then he was pulling into his long driveway, and he quickly jumped out of the car 
before yelling for a servant, as Cherry carefully climbed out of her side. She closed the 
door, then reached in to pick up one of the boxes, but Lone immediately bounced over and 
grabbed her hand, grinning up at her. “No, no! Let the servants get it!” He paused as they 
heard the door open, and a tired-looking canine in a plain uniform walked down the steps. 
“There you are! Get those boxes up to my room, immediately! And start supper, I want 
something nice ready by six and laid out in the dining room!”

The Drakkaren made a face at the wolf ’s manners, watching the servant nod politely 
and walk past… then smiling slightly as she saw him roll his eyes once out of the wolf ’s 
vision. Lone, meanwhile, was pulling her up the steps like a child, grinning over his 



shoulder at her as he pulled her quickly into the main hall. “Come on! You can change in 
my room…” He paused, then smiled in what he thought was a sly way, but instead was only 
little more than a leer. “Well, I suppose it could be… our room if you wanted to stay the 
night.”

“I…” Cherry stopped, staring at the wolf, but then Lone laughed and quickly turned, 
pulling her towards the curving staircase he’d had installed along one wall: the mansion was 
much different from what it had looked like three years ago, with long, red carpets along 
many of the hardwood floors, new paintings and portraits of Lone decorating the interior, 
and pictures of him, Zerrex, and others standing together. Not to mention that many of 
the suits of armor had been polished and in some cases even painted, Lone’s own personal 
coat of  arms inscribed on their chests and shields.

He quickly led her up to the second floor, then down a long hallway to a pair of double 
doors made of red oak, with golden handles in the shape of oriental dragons. The wolf 
pulled them quickly open by depressing the tongues inside the open jaws of the mouths of 
the beasts, and grinned at Cherry at this neat little design before all but pushing the tall 
Drakkaren inside, his hands sliding down her back as he guided her quickly over to the bed.

The muscular female barely had time to turn around and sit on the end of the oversized 
furnishing with a grunt, then she blinked as Lone dropped his weight in her lap, crawling 
up on her and drawing his tongue slowly over her neck. She immediately let out a sound of 
disgust, but Lone – panting quietly and almost dry-humping her as he shoved his bulging 
crotch against her stomach – took it instead as pleasure, muttering in a heated voice: 
“Yeah… I know you like it, babe… I know it’s good…”

One of his hands slid to grasp a breast roughly through the light fabric of her dress, his 
muzzle lowering to lap at her throat again as Cherry forced her head to turn away, unable to 
stop herself from wincing as she rose a hand to squeeze gently into the fur in the back of 
his skull, feeling his other arm wrapping tight around her and rubbing down her naked 
back, searching for the ties that held her dress closed against her lower back. But before he 
could, Cherry finally pushed him back to his paws, and he stumbled backwards, looking 
surprised and strangely hurt. 

Before he could speak, however, Cherry managed a smile and reached up to press a 
finger against his lips, finally deciding that if she wanted to milk the wolf for information, 
she was going to end up having to give up a night to the lupine… and she hated what she 
had to do, but she forced herself to say quietly: “Not yet, Lone… first, lemme get changed 
into something more comfortable, huh? Then I’ll come down and meet you out at the pool, 
and we can go from there, alright? And I’d love to spend the night with you here… in this 
soft, warm bed…” 

The female half lidded her eyes as she slid a hand slowly through Lone’s diamond ruff 
and down his chest, and the lupine trembled with bliss under her touch, all-but-drooling as 
he stared at her hungrily. Then he nodded slowly before licking his muzzle, murmuring 
something unintelligible as he looked at her with lust before turning and wandering dazedly 
out of the room, just as the servant came inside with Cherry’s clothes. He made a face at 



Lone’s back, then coughed and held the boxes out to the Drakkaren. “Are you here to kill 
him?”

“I wish.” Cherry smiled slightly and shook her head slowly, sighing; all of the servants 
here knew who she was and that her association with Lone was more out of necessity than 
desire. “I’m supposed to keep an eye on the fucking retard for the Boss, while he’s busy.” 
She paused, then grabbed the edges of her dress and held it up, looking down at it with 
disgust. “Be honest. How bad does this look, really?”

“It’s not really you.” The dog replied with a slight smile, then he bowed respectfully to 
Cherry. “We’re all happy to help you out, miss. Just call or ring one of the bells around the 
mansion, and we’ll be glad to serve as we can.”

“Thanks very much.” Cherry nodded back, as the servant walked out of the room, then 
closed the doors for her to change. She sighed a bit, then slid free of her dress and idly 
rubbed at one of her breasts, glancing down at herself with a slight face. Now she stood 
naked here, and she couldn’t help but glance around nervously, wondering both where Lone 
was and if he had cameras set up in the room… and she couldn’t help but grin a bit as she 
toyed with the idea of masturbating, just to check if Lone was watching or not and to 
maybe tease the lupine if  he did indeed have some kind of  camera units around here.

But she refrained, instead sighing and picking out one of the bathing suits: it only took 
her a moment to figure out that the best one to go with would be the ridiculous cherry-red 
one… a pause as she slipped it on, and then she rolled her eyes as he realized why the 
specific color had been chosen. She sighed a bit, then made sure it was covering her nipples 
properly before heading quickly downstairs and turned to walk out towards the pool, but 
then she paused as she entered the kitchen, glancing at the phone mounted on the wall 
before looking over at the two maids and single servant who were busily preparing whatever 
feast the wolf  had ordered, asking curiously: “Hey. Where’s Mayor asshole?”

“In his private change room out by the beach.” replied one of the females, glancing up 
for a moment from where she was chopping carrots. Then the rabbit paused and grinned 
around at the others. “So, that’s… what? Five, ten more minutes he’ll be in there trying to 
squeeze into those shorts that show off his crotch… too bad his stomach hangs down too 
much to be able to get a good view.”

The others laughed at this, and Cherry grinned a bit before nodding and looking 
amused herself. “Good to hear. Tell me if  you see him, huh?”

“Will do.” replied one of the others, glancing out the huge, wall-size windows that 
faced out towards the oversized pool in the backyard. Huge, ornamental wooden shutters 
hung above the outside of the long windows, ready to descend at night or in case of a 
windstorm, but most of the time the wolf left them up unless he wanted to show off their 
Japanese-style design. Ironically, the only way in and out of the kitchen was a glass sliding 
door that was almost half  the size of  the large window sections.

Cherry turned her attention to the phone, picking it up and quickly dialing in Tinny’s 
phone number: it was next to impossible to get Zerrex on the phone Cindy had insisted 
they install, but Tinman was usually rather anal about always making sure to answer his cell. 



She smiled a bit as she thought about the battered metal cell that the badger carried with 
him everywhere, imagining him suddenly halting whatever he was doing with Zerrex to 
answer his phone and her husband’s grumbling irritation…

“Hello?” he asked breathlessly on the second ring, and then she could almost feel his 
wince as he squeaked and Zerrex shouted something in the background, and the badger 
gave a strangled: “Just a minute!” before the phone line went quiet for a few moments. 
There were a few sounds of struggle and something heavy and metallic breaking, and then 
the phone was picked back up and Tinny said meekly: “Sorry about that.”

“Don’t worry about it, Tinny.” Cherry replied with a smile, and Tinny gave a sound of 
delight at her voice, and she could imagine him looking across at Zerrex brightly. “Say, is 
the Boss around?” 

“Right here.” Zerrex said, his voice a bit distant, then there was a brief sound of static 
before his voice came in clear: apparently the lizard had been listening in to the 
conversation, from Tinny’s discordant babble. “Sorry. Tinny dropped a tanker on me… you 
know, the kind semi-trucks pull?”

Cherry rolled her eyes, but found herself somewhat unsurprised. “You’re really pushing 
him too hard. That’s over his max, last time I checked… you better be just using that to do 
bench presses or something. But oh, shit, I don’t have the time to really talk… I just wanted 
to let you know that… well…”

She broke off, feeling suddenly embarrassed and terrified of Zerrex’s reaction as she 
twirled a finger in the cord, and then her husband’s voice came through, strangely gentle and 
compassionate for the sadistic, ruthless powerhouse that the tall male could be. “What is it, 
Cherry? You can tell me.”

“I… well. Lone bought me some… ridiculously expensive… clothing… and he invited 
me to stay overnight. He also wants me to go with him to the Apple Ball or whatever it’s 
called…”

“Apple Ball?” Zerrex’s voice was strangely sharp, and Cherry blinked a bit, holding the 
phone a bit closer to her head. “That shouldn’t exist anymore… it was the traditional ball 
that Reinhold held, and all the rich people there gave money to the ‘Mayor’s City Fund…’ 
it was a thinly-disguised bribe scam so that the biggest contributors could get their illegal 
projects underway. I put a stop to it five years ago… Lone must have started it up again 
after some idiot told him about it.”

“Want me to break it up?” Cherry asked, frowning herself down. She already knew 
Zerrex would ask her to stay with Lone, if just to get into the Ball… and to her, it sounded 
like a good idea. She knew how important it was to maintain rule in the city, especially 
while the Boss was busy preparing for his fight with Requiem, and that some of the 
projects that Lone would let go underway if someone gave him enough money were 
ridiculous. She bet that he’d even allow gun turrets to be built around the city armed with 
40mm cannons if  he was allowed use to them on alternate weekends or some crap like that.



There was a pause on the other end of the line, then Zerrex said evenly: “No… just 
recon and tell me what’s going on, and if there’s something big going on. I really was 
hoping I could at least relax for a while, but it sounds like the remnants of Apple Villa want 
to stir things up some more. I don’t care about the shops that Lone probably dragged you 
through… just the extremists that want to kill me and wipe Comfort Town off the face of 
the Earth.” Another pause, then she could almost see his grin as he said idly: “I give you 
permission to say and do whatever you have to in order to get all the information you need 
at the party, Cynthia.”

“Don’t call me that.” Cherry said crossly, but she smiled herself. Zerrex only said her 
real name when he wanted to make a point. She got it, though… the nastier she was 
towards her husband, the more they’d believe she had defected to the Apple Villa peoples… 
and even releasing a few bits of information that were relatively harmless but would be 
taken as being important by the somewhat stupid crazy rich people who didn’t recognize 
that bank statements, academic standing and amount of assets weren’t necessarily the be-all 
and end-all of importance. In a tactical war, information was much more important than 
how much money you could spend, if  you could slip in and hit the enemy’s vital points. 

“Alright, alright. But… you have fun, then.” Zerrex’s voice carried more than a hint of 
entertainment before he softened and added: “I love you. Take care of  yourself.”

“I love you too, Zerrex.” Cherry replied softly, smiling a bit to the air as she turned 
around and looked out through the glass window, out towards the pool. “But I gotta get 
goin’. Watch your own ass.”

Then she quickly hung up and headed across the kitchen, opening the sliding door and 
carefully closing it behind herself as she glanced around, frowning a bit as she heard an odd 
grunting and a muffled curse. Then she turned her eyes from the enormous, hugely-
oversized pool that went maybe fifty feet deep at one end, to the small series of squat, plain 
wooden structures that rested to one side of the pool, past the cement walkway that ran all 
the way around. A few moments later, one of the doors swung open and Lone walked out, 
rubbing at his stomach and wincing slightly, before he grinned over at Cherry, his eyes 
almost bulging as he took her in.

The wolf licked his muzzle slowly as he walked – or perhaps it was more waddled – 
over towards her, his stomach bulging over the pair of shorts he’d put on: they looked 
almost like some kind of specially-treated leather, and were so tight that utterly nothing was 
left to the imagination as Cherry glanced over him, wincing a bit: they also rode high up the 
wolf ’s thighs, so it was almost as if he was wearing a speedo instead of a pair of short 
shorts. She had seen males who she would love to see in a speedo, of course… but Lone 
was not the type of male she wanted to see in anything except plain clothing that covered 
everything well. Well, actually, she didn’t really want to see Lone at all, but that was 
unfortunately a pipe dream. 

She smiled as the wolf approached, though, trying to ignore the looks he was giving her 
body and the way he was all but panting, and only hoping that the shorts would constrict 
his blood flow enough that he’d fall down and hemorrhage out of every orifice or 



something. “Hey, handsome.” she said seductively, while trying to ignore the fact that the 
lupine right now was anything except that.

Lone grinned widely up at her, however, leaning up to kiss her lips in what he thought 
was probably a teasing manner before walking quickly over to the ladder leading into the 
shallow end of the pool. “Well, cone on in, babe!” he called, as he began to climb down 
into the water. Cherry winced slightly, but then she shrugged and headed around the pool, 
hating the fact that she knew the wolf was watching her ass: for whatever reason, she took 
no pleasure in seducing Lone. Possibly because it was too goddamn easy, since the wolf 
always had his head in the clouds or his own ass.

Then she climbed up the short ladder to the diving board: of course there were two, 
one that looked bent – she guessed the wolf used it – and was only a foot or so above the 
water, extending right from the flat concrete walk around the pool… and the one she was 
on now, roughly ten feet up. She took a breath, then closed her eyes and idly rubbed at her 
thigh, wishing she had a stone or something so she could focus better. When she opened 
them, she tensed her body and saw the ghost shapes of what she wanted to do: it only 
helped a little, since the real trick was pulling it off, but the visualization gave her the 
timings she needed and let her know if  she was doing the right thing or not.

Cherry suddenly ran forwards, then, the moment she felt her foot come down on the 
end of the diving board, she shoved off and forcefully flipped her body backwards, the 
board launching her into the air and her forwards momentum propelling her over the water, 
even as she gracefully flipped backwards. Then she put her arms out as gravity caught her, 
ducking her head and straightening her legs as her eyes closed, and she fell in a neat dive 
straight down into the water.

There was the usual rush, and when she opened her eyes, the world was blue… then she 
swam quickly upwards, breaking the surface and taking an easy breath, rubbing her eyes 
with the back of her hand. Lone, still half on the ladder, was staring at her with something 
like awe… then he grinned stupidly before doing exactly what Cherry had hoped he’d do: 
the wolf climbed out of the water and shook himself a bit, saying proudly: “Damn, but 
that looked hot! Lemme show you what I can do now.”

Cherry smiled warmly, and her eyes sparkled with entertainment she didn’t have to fake 
as she swam easily towards the shallow end of the pool, standing up and stretching, letting 
her body push against the cloth and the water shimmer on her scales, making Lone nearly 
trip as he almost gaped at her, a long streamer of saliva falling from his muzzle. Then she 
leaned back against the wall of the pool furthest away from the pool, tilting her head and 
biting a finger as she said in a low, purring voice: “Ooh… I bet it’s really impressive…”

“Of course!” Lone puffed out his chest, then he strode quickly towards the diving 
board… feeling both omnipotent and incredibly nervous. After all, he’d never used anything 
except the low diving board, and he realized he wasn’t in the same kind of shape Cherry was 
in… he thought he was healthy and everything, but she was like… scary-healthy. And even 
though he always bragged about all the years he’d spent in high school on the swim team… 
he wasn’t exactly the strongest of swimmers and he’d never actually mastered diving 



normally. So the wolf winced, feeling a bit of his usual godlike demeanor shattered as he 
grabbed the rungs of the ladder and looked up to the top of the platform before carefully 
climbing up.

He stood unsteadily, glancing back and forth nervously and looking distinctly unhappy, 
not noticing the fact that a few of the servants had clustered at the window to watch this 
ridiculous spectacle. But Cherry was watching too, tilting her head curiously, and the female 
Drakkaren did admit there was a bit of nervousness herself. She didn’t exactly want to have 
to play lifeguard to this idiot wolf… and if he killed himself, then she wouldn’t find the 
location of the Apple Ball or what was going on. Goddammit… she thought to herself, her 
mental voice a discontent mutter. This, Requiem, the Godkillers… why does all this shit 
have to happen at once? Why can’t there be one freaking thing at a time…

Lone slowly made his way out to the end of the diving board, biting the end of his 
tongue and wincing as he felt it bending under his weight. Slowly, he bent his legs, then 
pushed down with them and caused the diving board to give a groan and buckle a bit, 
bouncing him on the spot. He paused, then did this a few more times before finally pushing 
himself off with a wince, attempting to flip forwards, but only managing to sprawl his 
limbs out awkwardly and fall awkwardly, the front-weighted wolf catching one paw on the 
diving board and causing him to rapidly spin towards the water. 

Cherry winced instinctively, her precognition still in full gear and letting her see what 
was happening even before it did: a moment after she saw it, the wolf smashed, back-first, 
into the water, arms spread out and one leg slightly higher than the other, the wolf ’s hands 
immediately clawing at the surface as he let out a yell of pain that instead caused him to 
swallow a good amount of chlorinated water before he managed to find the edge of the 
pool and pull himself up a bit, coughing violently, body shaking with pain and tears rolling 
down his face, mixing unbeknownst with the water.

“Are you okay, Lone?” Cherry asked, as she swam up beside the wolf, gently putting a 
hand on his back. She didn’t really care, but she had to play the part… and admittedly, she 
hated the lupine but her hostile thoughts weren’t usually too serious. “You need any help?”

“I… no, I’m fine…” The wolf managed, trying to drag himself out of the water as he 
trembled violently and closed his eyes tightly, coughing again and spitting out a good 
amount of water. He flushed deeply, hating himself and ridiculously angry with Cherry for 
a moment, and as he heard her pulling herself out onto the edge of the pool, he couldn’t 
help but kick one paw backwards, trying to knock her back in. 

Cherry saw the wolf ’s kick long before it came her way: even if she hadn’t, she doubted 
it would do much other than knock her off balance… assuming she was dumb enough to 
lean forwards into the wolf ’s paw and was distracted by a group of big hot males having 
sex. However, instead she easily avoided it, then climbed up and kneeled by the wolf, 
continuing to give him a sympathetic look even as he sulked and looked down. It was 
obvious the wolf had tried to kick her into the pool, and that it hadn’t been some dumb 
mistake – his behavior sometimes made her wonder how he’d ever gotten through life 
without ever really growing up. “Hey, come on. Let’s get you on your feet.”



“Paws.” Lone mumbled, but he let her help him up and he leaned against her, pausing as 
he realized he had an ideal view of her breasts slightly slumped against her body… and 
then getting another idea as he let his legs give out: Cherry caught him, and he smiled 
faintly up at her. “I’m sorry. I feel really dizzy… can you carry me over to the hot tub? I 
think that would be good for now.”

“Sure.” Cherry glanced back down at him mildly, then she sighed inwardly as she 
stooped and easily lifted the wolf in her arms, cradling him lightly against her body and 
recognizing at the same time all the lupine wanted was a good view of her breasts. She felt 
the wolf cuddle in close against her as she strode quickly over to the hot tub that was 
situated under its own little awning at one corner of the house, past the large windows: she 
noticed it was already hot and bubbling away happily, and figured the wolf had turned it on 
when he’d been out here earlier, to let it heat up and the water get flowing well.

She glanced down at the lupine, who was still drooling over her breasts, then grinned 
slightly as she leaned forwards and easily dropped him in: the wolf coughed and spluttered 
as he struggled in the shallow water, then he quickly sat up and half-glared at her as she 
climbed in, tilting her head as she smiled innocently at him: “What?”

“Nothing.” He said finally, rubbing at his head slowly as he sat and soaked sullenly in 
the water for a few moments… then grinned a bit as he shifted to one of the higher 
benches in the large, circular hot tub, patting the spot by him as he reached up to press a 
button on a wooden pillar that supported the roof above their heads. “Come sit here and 
watch this, baby.”

Cherry shifted to sit by him as requested, then had to restrain herself from rolling her 
eyes as large purple drapes descended from hidden rollers in the ceiling, each of them 
emblazoned in gold with the Wulfe coat of arms: an unevolved wolf and an oriental dragon 
on either side of a crown, an apple balanced on one of the wolf ’s forepaws and one of the 
dragon’s front claws resting on a silver sword. For a moment, Cherry shifted uncomfortably, 
finding the sword oddly familiar… before she heard Lone sigh and the sound of cloth 
being shrugged off, glancing aside to see Lone grinning and shoving his shorts down, 
revealing his sheath and the tip of pink member. “Nice and private now… curtains on all 
sides, so we don’t gotta worry about anyone seeing if we have some fun… and you know, I 
think we really should…”

One of his hands moved to squeeze a breast firmly, and Cherry let her body react to his 
touch, pushing forwards a bit as she smiled down at him: right now, however, the last thing 
she wanted was to feel that pathetic lupine penis burrowing into her sex – bigger than 
normal or not, the wolf ’s size didn’t matter when he obviously had no idea how to use it, 
despite the atrocities he’d committed in the past. But the look in Lone’s eyes, and the way 
he wrapped an arm slowly up around her neck let her know he wanted something else, as 
bit more of his wolven member emerged, and she gazed at him with half-lidded eyes and 
nodded, figuring she could at least torture the wolf for a while if he really wanted oral 
sex… after all, there were plenty of ways to turn heaven into hell, if you were willing to 
play a bit dirty.



“Sure… I think it’s only proper that I thank you, after all…” The female Drakkaren 
replied in a sensuous voice, but then carefully shrugged free of the wolf ’s groping hand, 
grinning a bit up at him as she said softly: “You just let me take care of you, hot stuff… 
and then we can get to me later, maybe.”

“Ooh… you got it, babe…” Lone was all but drooling, as he shifted a bit so that his 
belly bulged less prominently and no longer covered the top of his sheath, the wolf panting 
slightly as he moved both hands to grip the female’s head lightly, loving the feel of her 
smooth scales as she slid forwards. The heat of the hot tub and steam rising up around 
them only added to the wolf ’s bliss, as water dripped from his fur and made Cherry’s scales 
shine wonderfully, and as Cherry gently squeezed his furry pouch, he felt himself quickly 
coming to erection, her other hand moving to toy lightly with his dangling testicles as he 
grunted quietly. He was already sure he wouldn’t last that long, but… damn, was she good 
at what she did.

Slowly, Cherry lowered her muzzle to gently settle her lips around the wolf ’s sensitive 
cockhead, then she dragged lightly backwards, causing Lone to twitch and let out a quiet 
grunt, slumping a bit and using her like an armrest: something that irritated Cherry deeply. 
She was easily strong enough to support the fat wolf, but she didn’t want to… so slowly, 
she slid her head back down as she felt Lone’s knot push up out of his sheath, his firm cock 
throbbing as she rolled his testicles lightly in one hand before moving to delicately squeeze 
one, her other sliding up to gently play a finger against the bulge in the wolf ’s cock as she 
let her muzzle slide lightly along the lupine’s member. Then, moving slowly, she opened her 
maw and passed the wolf ’s erect cock teasingly back and forth through it, making sure the 
only thing that so much as scratched the wolf ’s member was her tongue and ignoring the 
disgust she felt at her muzzle pressing against his flabby body. 

The wolf bucked his hips and gave a quiet whine, but she quickly drew her head away 
before leaning down, nuzzling the wolf ’s testicles slowly and breathing out while trying to 
ignore the stench that greeted her. Then she quickly rose her muzzle, instead lapping her 
tongue teasingly over his knot as she continued to play slowly with his testicles with one 
hand, wondering internally what the wolf had soaked his balls in to make them reek so bad. 
Fortunately, the wolf was already sweating for her teasing and the heat, so hopefully his 
musk would cover up whatever it was if  she had to go back down there.

Lone moaned quietly as Cherry leaned forwards and nipped gently at his knot, his eyes 
almost bulging as she toyed her tongue up his shaft. He was painfully hard, leaning on the 
female and his other hand reaching up to brush over his furry skull, panting quietly as 
Cherry teased and taunted him with his muzzle, and then he bucked again as she lapped 
slowly up the side of his shaft. He was breathless despite his pants, and couldn’t find the 
will to do so much as to try and lean on her more to force her down on his cock… not that 
it would have done any good, anyway.

Cherry paused, then decided to play with the wolf some more: slowly, she tightened her 
grip around the lupine’s waist, then moved forwards and dropped her head down the wolf ’s 
shaft, taking his firm cock into her muzzle and suckling back hard as she began to bob her 



head powerfully, letting her teeth bump against the lupine’s knot the first time, then 
opening her maw a bit wider to take that in as well, taking in up to the wolf ’s sheath.

Her head jerked up and down as Lone let out a surprised, choked moan and 
instinctively began to rock back against her, the pleasure flooding his being with amazing 
power, his only thoughts a blissful wonder on exactly how he’d never managed to find this 
kind of ecstasy before with any other females, paws spasming under the shallow water. He 
slid forwards a bit, but Cherry moved the hand up that was fondling his testicles to rub over 
his stomach and edge him back to avoid him falling into the water, as she continued to jerk 
her head up and down his nine inches of meat, sealing her muzzle firmly around the cock 
and knot every time she drew her maw back up along his penis.

Lone could feel an indescribable bliss building in him, as ecstasy raced through his body 
and he bucked back against her as hard as he could, sending up small splashes of water with 
every movement of his body. The wolf gave another loud, broken moan of pleasure, his 
hands moving to settle firmly on the back of the female’s skull as he thrusted up into her 
maw again and again… and then suddenly she stopped and drew back, and Lone released a 
loud whine as instead she simply kissed the side of his shaft and began to once more gently 
tease it with her muzzle.

She heard a weak, confused babble above her from the wolf, but then he only settled 
back, eyes clenched shut, panting hard as the bliss rolled over his body: his cock was stiff 
and hard, knot bulging and penis throbbing, but Cherry instead shifted to trace affections 
gently over the lupine’s belly, one hand lightly sliding down to once more massage his 
testicles slowly as her other stayed tight around his waist. The wolf gave a distinct moan of 
ecstasy as his legs spasmed a bit, hands rubbing the back of her skull slowly… and then 
Cherry moved her attentions back to his penis, lapping slowly up one side and then turning 
her head to nip at his knot gently from the front, the wolf grunting and swaying a bit on 
his seat.

Again, he was in paradise, his shaft almost in pain from the pleasures of the female… 
and then she teasingly slid her muzzle down his length before opening her jaws wide and 
tilting her head to the side to take the wolf ’s entire member into her mouth in one quick, 
easy movement. The wolf moaned and bucked his hips weakly, but Cherry didn’t begin to 
move: instead, she suckled gently back as she slowly rolled her tongue around the wolf ’s 
shaft and used that to massage teasingly along his cock.

Lone tried to thrust up into her muzzle, but Cherry easily moved up and down in time 
with him: the overall effect was no additional pleasure, but the wolf losing a bit more 
energy as he slumped over her and moaned softly again. Then, the female slowly drew her 
head away and went back to kissing along his shaft, continuing to easily tease along his firm 
penis before finally dragging her tongue slowly down the wolf ’s pink cock. He bucked 
against her lips lightly again, then she drew back and nuzzled his flabby stomach instead, 
instead squeezing and fondling his testicles slowly.

The wolf ’s mind was exploding with ecstasy, and he shifted again, panting hard and 
feeling his heart racing in his chest: despite the pleasure, it was pain now that was spreading 



through his system, and a weird but terrible discomfort. His penis ached horribly, as he 
tried to shift and gave another quiet whine; Cherry, however, ignored him and only returned 
to his penis to teasingly nip at the head of his cock, using her teeth to play along the 
pointed tip of his shaft. He shivered with bliss, then the female Drakkaren drew her head 
slowly up, looking down at his throbbing cock as she slowly reached a hand up to gently 
stroke up and down his hard penis, moving slowly from the bottom of his head to the top 
of  his thick knot. 

It was almost time to bring the wolf over the edge, and she grinned a bit to herself as 
she continued to almost idly stroke the wolf ’s penis, causing him to shudder and wheeze. 
The heat and steam was adding to the lupine’s sexual pain, no doubt, as his entire body 
shook with his breaths and his limbs trembled as he rested on her, and his whines and 
moans were confused and oddly pained as much as pleasured. Adding in how out of shape 
the lupine was, and she guessed he probably felt like he’d run a marathon by now.

Slowly, she released his cock and instead rested her hand on his inner thigh, then she 
gently dropped her head down and kissed the tip of his hot, throbbing, and stiff penis: if 
only the wolf had more stamina and endurance, then he could actually be a good friendly 
fuck… and now slowly, she took his cock into her muzzle, and felt his hands gripping her 
skull tight as he moaned loudly and tilted his head backwards. She bobbed her head gently 
up and down a few times, testing the lupine, before she rose her muzzle and lightly lapped 
at the head of the wolf ’s shaft. Then she carefully shifted, moving off the bench around the 
top of the hot tub and instead into the shallow water, getting onto her knees and moving 
her hands gently to grip the wolf ’s hips, pushing his legs open as she continued to drag her 
tongue lightly along his fleshy penis.

Lone moaned hotly again as Cherry moved from beside him to his front, licking slowly 
from his knot to the head of his shaft, her hands massaging his inner thighs as his hands 
rubbed along her skull and squeezed gently against her temples, the wolf panting loudly. 
Then he let out a loud whine of bliss as Cherry slid her head forwards and took his entire 
length into her muzzle, beginning a rapid bobbing up and down the wolf ’s nine inch shaft, 
her chin lightly bumping into his testicles and nose pushing into his flabby stomach as 
moved her head up and down his length.

She didn’t bother drawing the wolf ’s pleasure out: instead, she speeded up her bobbing, 
the wolf ’s knot pushing between her lips with every shove of her head forwards. The wolf 
bucked his hips in reply, whining between his teeth as his ears laid back, but unable to do 
more than a weak thrusting that caused the bubbling water of the hot tub to slosh and 
ripple. He felt his orgasm, so long restrained, now rising with unstoppable power, but there 
was a pain tingling in with the ecstasy that was both exotic and terrible. He felt strangely 
controlled by the movements of the female, as she worked her muzzle up and down his 
penis, engulfing his entire length again and again as the heat made him feel drunk and 
stupid, nausea rolling through his stomach from the thumping of his heart at the exertion 
he felt through his body.



Cherry moved faster and harder, the water splashing around her as she burrowed the 
lupine penis into her muzzle again and again, hammering her muzzle down the wolf ’s 
length over and over. She could feel him stiffening up as he moaned loudly again, his fingers 
clutching into her skull as his moan turned to a whine. He began to buck faster and harder, 
still barely able to control his body as he thrusted into her maw, feeling his shaft stiffening 
up painfully and a rising sensation in his testicles as a single thought entered his mind, a 
single deep need as he forced himself  to stare down at her hungrily.

The female Drakkaren felt his hands pushing at her forehead, and she let him shove her 
back, only needing to look up at his drooling maw once to know what he wanted to do. She 
quickly reached up and grasped his hot member, then began to stroke it rapidly, murring as 
she tilted her head and asked in a sensuous voice: “You wanna shoot all over me, hot 
stuff ?”

Lone barely managed a nod and a whine as he leaned back, grabbing the edge of the hot 
tub tightly, heart hammering in his chest: despite the show of domination, of ownership he 
wanted to show over her, Cherry was still easily dominating and controlling him without 
the wolf even knowing it, as she moved her hand rapidly up and down his pink, hot shaft. 
Finally, the wolf arched his back and let out a loud yip, whining in what was almost agony 
as the Drakkaren felt his shaft stiffen up under her hand.

The first blast of seed was almost impressive: it shot over her face and head, then was 
followed by another short burst of semen that splattered along her muzzle: as Cherry 
continued to milk the moaning wolf who felt both pleasure and pain rollicking through his 
body at the orgasm, she quickly jerked his shaft down and leaned forwards, taking the rest 
of the wolf ’s seed into his muzzle as she bobbed her head up and down his cock rapidly, 
putting one hand against his flabby stomach and rocking her head firmly back and forth, 
ignoring the wolf ’s short, useless thrusts as her chin bumped against his testicles again and 
again. 

He slowed after only a few seconds more of thrusting, the lupine panting hard and 
sliding down a bit against the back of the hot tub, and Cherry swallowed the few pathetic 
droplets of semen Lone had released, licking the inside of her muzzle and tasting the 
bitterness of the lupine’s seed. She smiled up at him, but the show went to naught: Lone 
was instead panting hard, wheezing painfully with his eyes clenched shut, his whole body 
trembling and his chest almost visibly thumping with the hard beats of his heart. So 
instead, she let a vicious grin surface on her features before she quickly washed her face and 
the curve of her scaled head off, removing the lupine’s semen from her with a few quick 
scrubs of her palm before glancing up at him again and cooing idly: “Ooh, Lone… was it 
as wonderful for you as you made it for me?” A pause, as she examined his face and the 
wolf ’s heaving body, and then she tilted her head and did her best to disguise her 
amusement and disgust as she asked in a gentle voice: “Ooh, are you recovering from that 
massive orgasm you just had?”

“Ye… yeah…” Lone stammered weakly, then the wolf leaned up and clawed at the 
button to raise the curtains around the hot tub before he got to his feet and slumped 



against the side, leaning heavily on the edge of the hot tub and continuing to pant violently. 
His lungs, his entire body ached with surprising agony, and he felt far beyond fatigued… 
for a few moments his vision swam, then he leaned over the edge of the tub and coughed 
several times, retching once but managing to avoid throwing up.

Cherry stood and rubbed a hand in light circles against his back, looking at the wolf 
with near pity and slight bemusement: after all, if the wolf had a heart attack or keeled over 
dead, it would sorta be her fault and Zerrex wouldn’t really be all too happy with her. She 
didn’t think that Lone was so out of shape though… but it confirmed her and Zerrex’s 
private worries that all Lone had done was some stupid diet or whatnot to get his belly 
bulge down, or maybe even resorted to liposuction or some other ridiculous method of 
getting rid of  his flab without having to actually work. 

Then he slowly climbed out of the hot tub, and Cherry followed as the wolf hammered 
at the button on the side of the machine to turn it off: then, slowly, Lone staggered around 
the pool, apparently not caring that he was naked as he gripped around his stomach with 
one hand, calling weakly over his shoulder between pants: “I’ll… meet you inside… 
Cherry…”

Even breathing hurt… it was like burning hot air was being pumped into his nostrils 
and lungs as his chest heaved and he did his best to walk normally, not realizing that he was 
staggering almost drunkenly. His eyes leaked tears as his mouth gaped open and leaked 
drool, body throbbing with agony as he made his way slowly towards the changing shacks so 
he could throw his normal clothes back on and just… sit down and wait out his pounding 
heart and aching lungs…

Cherry watched him with distaste, then shrugged and paused to adjust her bathing 
suit… or what she was already beginning to think of as ‘the few tight pieces of cloth 
covering her sex places.’ She winced a bit, then headed back towards the kitchen, shaking her 
body vigorously, then muttering and pausing in front of the door to adjust her bikini and 
top once more before pulling it open and looking at one of the nearest servants. “Hey, can 
you get me a towel, please?”

“Sure!” The squirrel quickly dashed off, and the female Drakkaren realized the others in 
the room were staring at her. She paused, glanced around at them all, then coughed and 
blushed a bit, grinning slightly as she rubbed the back of  her head slowly.

“I know it’s kinda dainty…” another pause, then a glance over her shoulder towards the 
open door of the shack Lone had fled into, and then a look back at the others as she 
realized why they were staring. “Oh, well. Him. He just takes… a certain kind of 
persuasion sometimes. And if  you do it right, well… you can own any man you want.”

The maids smiled, and the one male butler that remained in the kitchen snorted 
amusedly and said mildly: “Great. Am I ever anxious to hear that secret.” It got a laugh 
from the others, and then they turned back to preparing supper as the squirrel returned 
with a large, fluffy towel, handing it over to Cherry with a deep blush.

“Thanks.” The Drakkaren smiled warmly at the squirrel, then reached out and gave the 
young male a firm slap on the rear as he turned to head back to his duties, making him 



squeak and the others laugh. Then she carefully began to dry herself off, rubbing over her 
shining scales with a sigh of pleasure as she closed her eyes and smiled to herself, rolling her 
shoulders before she let it hang easily around her neck. Then she walked quickly through 
the kitchen, brushing her feet lightly off on the mat just inside before walking easily over 
the tiled floor and then into the next hall, moving up towards the wolf ’s room once more.

A few moments later found her carefully closing the doors behind her, then muttering 
as she threw the towel to one side of the room before taking off her bathing suit. She 
paused, then sighed and muttered before carefully putting it back into the box she’d taken it 
from, lightly setting it aside: whether she actually liked it or not, she admittedly did have 
respect for any gift that had cost over ten thousand dollars… but, as she pulled out the box 
with her normal clothes in them and pulled them on, she couldn’t help but wonder if the 
reason the wolf had been so easygoing about the huge cost of all the horrible little gifts he 
had bought for her was because he expected to get the money back from the Apple Ball.

Cherry mused a bit to herself, then she shook her head slowly as she wandered back out 
of the room and headed down towards the kitchen, pausing only a moment to glance at a 
clock on the wall as she passed it: playing with the wolf had taken her longer than expected, 
and it was already almost five thirty. She decided the safest bet was heading to the dinner 
table… so she shrugged and turned on her heel, heading instead towards one of the back 
staircases that led directly down into the dining room; it figured the fatass wolf would have 
a direct path into both the safest exit and the place where he was served food from his little 
sanctum of  the second floor.

Lone himself, on the other hand, wasn’t yet making his way towards the dinner table: 
instead, he was still panting and wiping at his body with a towel, trying to dry his sweat and 
the water out of his fur. Normally, he might command a servant to do this task – he saw 
toweling off after a swim different than toweling off after a shower, even though he was 
generally naked after both – but right now, he didn’t want anyone to see him. He was 
flushed and shivering, and his body was aching… worst of all was his penis, which had 
retreated into his sheath, and his testicles, which felt like they had shriveled up into his 
body.

But his lungs weren’t aching as if he’d run a marathon, and his heart wasn’t thudding in 
his chest, and now he was hesitantly convincing himself that it had been one of his best 
sexual experiences ever… that was why he was so tired, of course. And he’d lasted quite a 
while, right? The wolf nodded to himself, then he managed a bit of a weak smile, rasping: 
“Cherry… said I came hard… and I went all over that… bitch’s face. Proved she… proved 
she was mine.”

At this, he felt a swell of pride, then he finally stood shakily from the bench he’d been 
sitting on and began to pull his clothes back on, still breathing hard but now focusing on 
the other aspects of the sex. He knew it had been powerful… hell, he had probably soaked 
the bitch’s face with just his first blast alone! Now his smile turned to a bit more of a grin 
as he pulled on the clothing he’d been wearing earlier, then he winced as the pocketwatch 



and anklet the wolf always wore tumbled out of the pocket of his shirt and hit the ground 
with a weak tinkle.

Immediately, Lone dropped to one knee with a grunt and snatched up both of these 
objects in either hand, glancing over them quickly to make sure neither was damaged or 
scratched. He let out a sigh of relief as he saw that the anklet was fine, then he smiled 
slightly at the engraving in the lapis lazuli gemstone – the wolf ’s own name, in proud, 
careful lettering. Then he glanced at the gold pocketwatch, dangling from one hand by its 
silver chain before he slowly swung it up and caught it, gazing silently at the front of the 
watch as the faintest stirrings of  something like anxiety tugged at his mind.

Zerrex had given him this. Lone remembered how he felt; it was undeniable that he’d 
been amazed, humbled and respectful towards the Drakkaren, and even now he couldn’t 
deny even to himself the honor the reptile had in showing up on his birthday and handing 
this over, telling him to take good care of it. Then he’d left without a word, leaving Lone to 
enjoy his birthday ‘celebration…’ a group of five females he hired to drool over him, take 
care of him, and feed him his favorite foods all day. None of his Apple Villa friends had 
shown up and even the others he thought he’d gotten in with had been absent… it had hurt 
the wolf, who had at first just wanted to show off his power, but in the end had just wanted 
someone other than a paid whore to talk with.

The wolf shook his head quickly, snarling at himself and clenching the pocketwatch 
tightly, the watch he wore like a badge of honor… then he quickly slid it onto his neck and 
mumbled: “Nice of him or not, it’s still just a trinket, and he’s still my archenemy in the 
plans that everyone has… I need to get rid of Zerrex, that’s all. I don’t like him, I don’t look 
up to him, he’s my enemy and that’s all!”

The wolf flinched, however, at the sound of his own voice as he yelled the last bit into 
the shack, then he quickly hurried out, the pocketwatch jingling around his neck as he 
headed towards the pool. He didn’t realize he hadn’t bothered with the anklet: instead, he 
was absently twirling it around one hand before he pushed into the kitchen, pointing at the 
nearest servant and asking in a loud, threatening voice: “Is dinner ready yet?”

“The first course is ready to be served, sir, along with appetizers.” The squirrel bowed 
respectfully, and Lone enjoyed the fear he saw in his eyes. He let his eyes settle on him for a 
bit longer, but then he quickly turned towards the swinging door that led down a hall and 
into the dining room, walking quickly away and rubbing idly at his stomach. His nausea 
had gone, and now he was definitely starving… after all, he hadn’t snacked all day.

The wolf made his way down the connecting hall between the dining room and kitchen: 
this area was mostly used by servants, so it was low lit and nothing decorated the plain 
hardwood walls, and there was no fancy rug beneath but instead plain tile flooring. Then he 
pushed through the swinging door on the other side and into the dining hall, which had a 
massive table made of elm capable of seating a full hundred guests if need be, and a high 
ceiling from which dangled several beautiful chandeliers: two on the outside made of silver 
and crystal, and then one inside that was laced with precious gemstones and made out of 
pure gold. Along one wall were enormous windows that stretched all the way up to the 



ceiling, with oak supports crisscrossing to divide each piece of glass into its own little cubic 
window: the window segments themselves were huge and rectangular, then there was an 
equal amount of space as that of the width of the window – about ten feet – of wall. In 
front of these sections of wall stood suits of armor decorated with the Wulfe crest and 
with helms designed in the shape of noble wolf heads, eye sockets staring and muzzle 
protectors engraved with various expressions.

On the opposite side of the room, the same style of pattern followed… except instead 
of windows, massive, purple tapestries with the Wulfe crest in gold flowed down the wall, 
each with the motto “Loyalty to the People” emblazoned along the bottom in a different 
language for every tapestry. 

Cherry sat at the right hand of the table, and Lone grinned as he saw her there: once 
more in her normal clothes and not the pretty dress, like he’d hoped, but she was still 
beautiful and amazing, with her wonderful curves and great muscles… and Lone winced 
before rubbing his head as he approached the table, coughing a bit but quickly returning his 
eyes to her and deciding that it had just been a trick of his tired mind. “Hey, babe… great 
to see you. You ready for a good meal?”

“Of course.” Cherry smiled back at him, as Lone sat down, and then tilted her head as 
the lupine settled himself into his chair: she couldn’t help but notice that, while every other 
chair down the currently-bare table was armless and plain wood, Lone’s had a high back, 
comfortable armrests, cushions and was trimmed in silver. Far more a throne than a simple 
chair like everyone else, and she felt disgust roll through her body again at the way he so 
often tried to impress her and others with his wealth and political power…

But then the swinging doors opened, and several servants came through bearing trays: 
Lone rubbed his hands together hungrily, attention immediately turning from Cherry to the 
food that had been brought, and the female winced inwardly at the wolf ’s ravenous 
expression as one of the servants put down a bottle of wine as well. It looked like it was 
going to be another long dinner…

~~~

Zerrex sat up, rolling his shoulders slowly as glanced over at Tinny, who was still 
struggling with what he deemed to be ‘kiddy weights.’ The Drakkaren smiled though, as 
Tinman forced a final rep out before putting the weight bar back on the bench press and 
panting hard, wiping sweat from his forehead as he smiled faintly over at the reptile. “Sorry, 
Boss. Hope I didn’t keep you waiting long.”

“Nah. Don’t worry about it, Tinman.” Zerrex replied softly, then he stood up from his 
bench press and stretched slowly, glancing around his basement: formerly a thing of junk 
and messiness, Cindy had one day come down here and organized the entire workshop area, 
and that had left a surprising amount of room in the blank space his scattered crap had 
occupied. So he and Cherry had installed a basic weight room, which included bench 
presses for the both of them and custom weights and equipment. Of course, for other 
people who wanted to work out, it meant the selection of things to do was rather small… 
they only had a few fifty pound weights, and those were just so Tinny wouldn’t feel left out. 



Even Cindy could press around three hundred pounds now without too much effort, and 
she was the weakest of  them physically…

The reptile glanced back at the bent ‘unbreakable’ bar on his own bench press, then he 
stood up and carefully hefted it off, muscles bulging as he grunted a bit and carefully put 
the bar down: the weight on it was almost a metric ton, which wasn’t quite the Drakkaren’s 
max but was definitely good enough to give him a hard workout. He rolled his shoulders 
slowly as he idly watched Tinny removing weights from his own bar and put the fifties 
carefully aside, then the badger sat down and smiled at Zerrex, rubbing his thin, bare chest 
embarrassedly – he was a bit scrawny, but he did have a bit of muscle, and the reptile 
figured he was somewhat attractive. The issue was more the fact the badger was scared of 
mostly everything and was so damn shy.

Then he rubbed at his sore arms a bit before tilting his head, asking idly: “You want to 
go and put on dinner? I’ll finish cleaning up here and then I’ll head up after.”

“Sure!” The badger smiled and nodded immediately, wiping at his face with the towel 
he’d thrown over the bench press before draping it around his shoulders, standing and then 
almost falling over the weight bar: Zerrex leaned forwards immediately, reaching out a hand, 
but the badger recovered himself with an embarrassed blush before hopping over it and 
grabbing his shirt from the floor, then running quickly up the stairs.

The Drakkaren shook his head with a slight smile, looking after the small male 
amusedly: he was definitely someone he didn’t really mind having around, especially since 
he’d let himself loosen up a bit more. Then he sat down on the bench and closed his eyes, 
using the ragged towel he kept nearby to wipe off his chiseled, muscular chest as he 
murmured under his breath: “You’re a good guy, Tinny.”

It was pretty obvious everything was clean down here… but he badger was smart. What 
Zerrex wanted instead was time to think, as he breathed slowly and kept his eyes closed, 
concentrating and fingering through memories like files: he did so carefully, though, as if 
every memory was a razor hungry for his blood, not wanting to think of anything to do 
with his parents or anything where Requiem was any more than an enemy.

Finally, he settled on a memory he had when he was sixteen, probably only a few days 
before he killed his father: he and Requiem had been standing in the Estate’s basement, the 
cold concrete room lit only by the fluorescents above… Zerrex could see it so damn clearly 
as he concentrated, wanting to remember everything he could about the huge Dragokkaren. 
He hated digging up the past and going through his memories, but remembering everything 
he could about Requiem would give him a slight edge that he would definitely need… from 
what he’d seen of the giant’s moves and attack style, he hadn’t been using any new moves, 
but was sticking to the same old styles. The issue was that the style was goddamn 
effective… and the Drakkaren wanted to make sure that he had as much of it memorized 
as possible.

Bringing up the memory was hard: mostly because he had blocked it out of his mind 
for so long. Even after all these years though, it was still sharp and crisp… and Zerrex 
smiled a bit as he murmured under his breath: “Curse or blessing? I guess we’ll see…”



He shook his head a bit, then visualized, concentrated, and clasped his hands tightly 
together. And then he was back in the room, and Requiem slowly rose a hand. The 
Dragokkaren’s voice echoed in his mind, and his cold blue eyes tore into him even though it 
was only a memory of his own making, in his own head. His voice spoke: I want you to 
show me what you’ve learned... your father wants me to start giving you other forms of 
training.

The Drakkaren remembers what he did: he’d spat, cursed his father in words he couldn’t 
remember, and he and Requiem had argued for a bit longer before Zerrex had finally 
charged forwards – his first mistake. As he slid into his mind, into his own past, the reptile 
recognized what would happen immediately in response to the hurried and idiotic charge. 

One of Requiem’s hands snapped out and slapped him hard across the muzzle, sending 
him stumbling. Back then, it had been humiliating, but now the reptile recognized it had 
been a mercy on his uncle’s part: had he wanted to, he could have met him with a punch 
instead, and Zerrex didn’t think he’d really be here right now. But his response, of course, 
had been to try and leap towards the giant with a double hook kick… and Requiem had 
caught one of  his legs in midair and turned swiftly, tossing him into a wall.

“Slow and aerial kicks are out unless I can land it almost immediately or break through 
a grab…” Zerrex murmured to himself, then he shook his head a bit and reached up to run 
a hand through his hair, letting his mind return to the fight in the past. Now he was up on 
his feet, and he thought his muzzle had been bleeding at that point… and like an idiot, he’d 
run forwards again. He remembered the look on Requiem’s face so clearly, how exasperated 
he’d been… and then Zerrex had faked going into a slide before instead kicking off the 
ground and shoving his body forwards, surprising the Dragokkaren. Back then, he’d had 
more grace than power… and he remembered he’d tried a fancy but effective tactic, flipping 
once in midair to raise his momentum before he slammed a heel out and downwards.

Requiem, however, had slid one foot backwards and leaned out of the way, as agile as a 
dancer… and then he’d thrown an open palm out into Zerrex’s stomach. The Drakkaren 
remembered how he hadn’t been knocked back all that far through the air, had still managed 
his feet… but he’d collapsed and spent the next few minutes gasping for air, Requiem 
courteously giving him the time to recover. He knew now that the giant had targeted his 
solar plexus and hit with just enough force to not damage him, but force him to suffer the 
humiliation of losing all the air in his body… it reminded him that the giant had as much 
grace, accuracy and control as he did raw power, which was perhaps the real challenge. 

Alone, even Requiem’s massive strength wouldn’t be enough to stand up to Zerrex: in 
the past, the reptile had fought both tech- and steroid-freaks who had been even stronger 
than he was, and he had always ended up peeling them limb-from-limb while they 
screamed. The issue was the fact that Requiem had spent all his life not only fighting, but 
learning the art of combat and the body itself: Zerrex was fairly sure if the Dragokkaren 
really wanted to, he could probably use two fingers to take the average person’s life. It 
sounded ridiculous, but the reptile had a vast knowledge of basic body anatomy: the 



Drakkaren didn’t want to underestimate him by deeming something too amazing or 
unbelievable to the possible.

Then he turned his mind quickly back to the past, to the fight… but it hadn’t gone on 
much longer, and there hadn’t been much worthy of noting: Zerrex had managed to score a 
hit against the reptile’s shin, but his bad-natured, childish kick had been met with an angry 
backhand by the Dragokkaren and a lecture on meeting your enemy with honor on equal 
ground, and how a battle should be more like a dance than an ugly squabble between two 
true warriors, working not so much to inflict pain on each other but instead prove their 
superiority through tactics and artful fighting techniques.

Zerrex had ignored most of it, but he was glad he could remember now… now, no 
longer so stupid and childish, he could appreciate the words of the Dragokkaren. And he 
didn’t exactly blame him, either, when he had been appalled at Zerrex’s words that day, 
words which he now murmured allowed: “But there are no rules in a fight… the winner 
wins, the loser loses, and honor doesn’t matter worth shit if  you die.”

That might be true for some scum, but if you respect someone, you meet them as an 
equal. Even if they’re your bitterest enemy… and then it’s not whether you live or die, fight 
or fall, win or lose… it’s what you take from that. Requiem’s voice said firmly in his mind, 
and he could see the Dragokkaren’s blue eyes, hard but at the same time strangely 
compassionate. Don’t you get it? It’s not about how the world thinks of you. It’s about 
doing what’s right. Sure, pride’s said to be a belt that’ll hold your pants up even after you 
lose everything else… but pride’s also the belt you wrap around your neck to hang yourself 
with in prison. Honor, on the other hand, is pure. And is part of  doing the right thing.

Zerrex smiled a bit as he straightened, then he paused as another voice spoke in his 
mind: angry, young, and… so infinitely hateful… Fuck that! Like you and father ever did 
what was right!

Requiem had turned away, but not before he’d seen the flash of pain on his features… 
and the Drakkaren paused quietly for a moment as the last tidbits of the memory washed 
away with the giant turning his back to leave the room. He paused for a moment or so 
more, then headed to the stairs and brush his ivory locks out of his eyes, murmuring softly: 
“I’ll have to remember to apologize to him for that later.”

He shook his head slowly as he climbed the stairs, then wandered down the short 
hallway to pass through the living room and into the kitchen, pausing only a moment to 
throw his towel through the open doorway of his room. Admittedly, he had been a problem 
as a child… but he refused to take the whole blame for that. He shook his head slightly, 
then walked into the kitchen and leaned on the island, smiling at Tinny amusedly – the 
badger was standing on a stepping stool to make sure he could oversee the burgers he was 
currently frying up in the pan. “I do have a normal sized barbecue outside, you know.”

“Not anymore… you broke that, remember? After we took the propane tank off and 
stored behind Miss Cindy’s cabin.” Tinman reminded him absently, as he easily flipped the 
patties and glanced over his shoulder at him with a brief smile. “You said it was big enough 
that I should throw it at you, and you’d try and kick it into the air.”



“Oh. Right.” Zerrex nodded and rubbed the back of his head, making a bit of a face: 
the metal training with Tinny was a wonderful exercise that kept him on his toes and gave 
him one hell of a rush, while letting him toughen up his body… but it had the downside of 
being rather expensive and likely meant he’d have to replace every metal outdoor appliance 
he had.

Tinman nodded, then he turned his attention back to the burgers, humming a bit as he 
balanced precariously on the stool: Zerrex decided to stay and watch him cook, just in case 
the badger lost balance and went face-first towards the stove… and he smiled a bit as he 
leaned on the island, wondering idly what Cherry was up to, knowing that she could take 
care of  herself… but hoping that Lone wouldn’t prove too much of  a nuisance.

~~~

Lone made a slight face, then he burped loudly before patting his stomach and leaning 
back in his chair, closing his eyes and smiling as he looked pleased with himself. Cherry, 
again, had been horrified by the amount of food the wolf had eaten… and that his 
manners could be just as terrible even when he wasn’t drunk out of his mind on vodka. The 
wolf was sipping at a glass of wine, but tonight he’d been light on the stuff… she was 
thinking he was having flashbacks of what had happened last time he’d overindulged 
himself.

Tonight’s meal had been a four course feast: first the appetizer of garlic bread and 
shrimp, then a beef salad that was mostly beef fragments with a few green things in 
between for the wolf, and finally the main course: fish. Cherry herself had to admit it had 
been prepared amazingly well, filleted neatly and carefully served in rectangular strips of 
marinated and spiced meats… but the wolf had gorged himself immediately instead of 
taking the time to savor the delicious meal as Cherry had done. He’d also smiled 
condescendingly at her when she’d thanked the servant, throwing an arm wide and laughing 
– since his mouth was full of the potato salad that had come with the fish, this had resulted 
in several disgusting, clumpy white meteors flying out of the wolf ’s mouth to splatter all 
over the front of the table and the ridiculous purple bib he wore with his own crest on it. 
“Don’t worry about them! They’re just servants… all they’re doing is their job. Not like you 
thank the moron who paves the road, either, right? And it’s not like they work that hard… 
lazy idiots!” Lone called, waving his fork at them as the left through the swinging door.

Cherry merely looked at him and forced a smile: he looked like an overgrown toddler 
tyrant, who had already figured he could rule the house by screaming at the right times and 
not shutting up until his parents fulfilled his demands. Waving the large salad fork he was 
using to stuff fish into his mouth made him just look all the more the role… with his 
food-smeared and wine-splattered bib on, and the piles of food that were already dotting 
the table around him, he was far more like a retarded child than a king sitting in his throne, 
no matter how harshly he spoke or how hard he tried.

Then dessert had been served almost an hour later, and Cherry had silently thanked the 
servant when Lone hadn`t been looking: the wolf had dropped his spoon, and was 
currently attempting to reach the ground, but his chair was too high. Finally, he opened his 



mouth to bark at a servant to fetch it for him, but then blinked as he saw they were already 
gone. The wolf frowned, then reached out for the old-fashioned bell pull that hung on one 
side of his throne – there were a few dotted around Lone`s favorite areas in the mansion, 
and they set off an electronic beeper that all the servants wore, telling them the location 
they`d been summoned to.

Before he could reach it, Cherry quickly bent and snatched up the spoon, holding it out 
to the wolf while she forced herself to smile at him, and noting at the same time it was 
made of silver – the utensils he’d had her served were only normal steel. His plates had also 
been different… everything he’d been served on was made of  either silver or antique china.

Lone glanced at her, then he slowly lowered his arm, almost sulking a bit as he took the 
silver spoon from her and began to eat the pudding and angel cake he’d been served. Cherry, 
on the other hand, only had strawberry ice cream again… she felt it was pathetic that the 
lupine remembered the food they’d eaten and yet obviously had no idea about the little 
conversation they had. She supposed different things were important to different people, 
however, and merely shrugged it off before eating as much of the disgustingly-sweet ice 
cream as she could manage: it definitely wasn’t the sort of thing she wanted after eating 
something like the bass that had just been served.

When the wolf was finally dumb, he leaned over and jerked the bell pull almost 
savagely, grinning a bit at Cherry with a defiant look in his eyes. The female Drakkaren 
tilted her head, resisting the urge to glare at the wolf, then she glanced up and blinked as 
two servants entered, both of them carrying plain metal trays with a variety of cloths and 
small wooden bowls of water. Lone looked pleased with himself as he leaned back in the 
chair and closed his eyes, a canine maid wincing visibly after his eyes were safely shut and 
looking miserable as she removed his bib, but asked in a voice that was falsely bright: “Did 
you enjoy your meal, honorable Mayor Wulfe?”

“It was a bit dry.” Lone commented mildly, then he opened one eye, and the dark-furred 
female immediately forced herself to smile at him. A slow grin spread over his muzzle as 
the other servant walked around the table and put what Cherry now recognized as a 
miniature cleaning table down by her, and she fought to hide her anger and disgust as Lone 
asked in a voice that was almost teasing: “Isn’t it nice that I let you guys do this for me?”

“Always a pleasure, sir.” Cherry thought the maid’s voice was a bit more strained now, 
but there was also the tiredness of long practice and repetition in it. “Now please relax, 
Mayor Wulfe.”

The lupine was obviously more than happy to do so, resting back in his throne-chair 
and letting out a loud sigh of pleasure as he grinned up at the ceiling, feeling in control and 
loving the power. His body still ached a bit, but the pain was quickly lost as the female 
canine – who he’d had his eyes on for quite a while, and had been thinking of inviting to do 
some ‘special overtime’ with him, to tell the truth – gently undid his bib, then used a warm, 
wet cloth to brush gently over his face and muzzle, getting rid of the food he’d coated his 
face in.



Cherry watched this spectacle with nothing but disgust, waving the other servant away 
and helping him stack her fairly-clean dessert plates on the plain tray to carry out with him, 
before he went to work silently and carefully piling Lone’s plates half on his and half on 
the maid’s. She was currently looking morbid and unhappy again, as she gently rubbed the 
cloth over his fur, and the other servant gave her a gentle squeeze and supporting smile 
before he left with his tray stacked as high as he could manage. The rest of it – a much 
lighter load, at least – was left on the girl’s, and Cherry wondered for a moment if he’d 
come back before figuring that he’d left it and a few of the wolf ’s plates on purpose. Lone 
was stupid enough to not notice a few extra or missing plates, sure… but he’d likely yell at 
his servants for not doing their jobs properly or whatever shit he could make up if they 
came in carrying a tray and left without one.

Then the female Drakkaren could barely repress her sound of disgust as the maid 
carefully began to brush off Lone’s chest, closing her eyes and looking pained as she edged 
the wolf ’s shirt open a bit further, letting it hang off his shoulders. Lone gave a sound of 
contentment, reaching up a hand to grab her waist just above the tail, and she swallowed 
visibly, her eyes almost welling with tears as the wolf murmured: “Oh yeah… I like that… 
we should get you doin’ special details, Monica, this is why you’re my favorite…”

“Marylyn, sir. My name is Marylyn.” she whispered in reply, and Cherry felt a burst of 
horror at the female’s name: it was almost the same as the cat that Lone had shot those 
three years ago, who had been wearing almost the same uniform, except for the Wulfe crest 
emblazoned on the shoulder and the fact everything was purposefully perhaps a size too 
small… but at least Lone seemed to notice, twitching a bit and opening an eye, frowning 
up at her as she immediately gave as best a smile in return as she could manage.

He looked at her petulantly and silently for a few moments, then he finally said softly: 
“I know. But I’m going to call you Monica, sweetheart. I don’t like the name Mary.” A 
pause, then Cherry snarled as Lone reached up and grabbed her neck with one hand and 
backhanded her firmly with the other, growling as he glared into the frightened coyote’s 
tear-filled eyes. “Now listen to me you fucking idiot bitch, don’t ever question-”

A moment later, Lone was on the ground and rolling out of his throne, Marylyn 
leaning back against the table and staring with wide eyes, tears rolling down her cheeks. 
Then she nodded a quick thank you to Cherry before turning and running quickly through 
the door as she broke down into sobs of  mixed pain and gratitude.

Cherry snorted as she looked at the wolf, laying stunned on his stomach near the back 
of his room – the fatass rolled surprisingly far. He groaned a bit as his arms slowly 
wrapped around his stomach, and Cherry reached down, easily righting his throne and 
judging the weight at the same time. A good, sturdy two hundred pounds, she thought… 
enough that it would break even the lupine’s thick skull if  she ended up swinging it at him.

Lone shook his head slowly, then he forced himself up to his feet with a grunt as he 
looked up and then frowned at Cherry, feeling a stupid, dull rage coming over him. “What 
the fuck are you doing?” he yelled, then shoved himself up to his feet, swaying a bit on his 
paws as he snarled across at Cherry and tried to steady himself by stepping back a bit: he 



blinked as he hit a suit of armor, however, then he glared over his shoulder before snorting 
and turning his attention quickly back to the pissed-off  looking female.

Normally this would be enough to terrify him into submission… but today it only 
made him angrier, as thoughts about how she was supposed to be his, his property now, and 
how she was interfering with what to him was nothing more than a bit of playfulness and 
dealing with insubordination. And so he only felt himself becoming more infuriated when 
Cherry snarled at him and replied in an icy voice: “Stopping a fucking dickhead from 
hurting a poor girl. Zerrex has told you so many goddamn times… you keep your fucking 
filthy hands off  your servants.”

“Oh, keep my hands off, huh?” Lone snarled, then he glanced to the side at the suit of 
armor before grinning violently and seizing the handle of the longsword it held, jerking it 
free hard enough to cause the gauntlet that had been holding it with its point resting in a 
carefully-designed base to fly off. Then he brought the sword up so it pointed at her, the 
end trembling a bit in both hands as he glared angrily, three foot, double-edged narrow 
blade glinting in the light cast from the hidden lamps above the chandeliers. “I’ll keep my 
hands off  you then, bitch. I’ll keep my hands off  and still teach you a good lesson.”

Cherry snorted, but her eyes narrowed nonetheless, as the wolf stepped forwards 
towards her, grinning like a lunatic. The sword was obviously more meant for decoration 
than battle, with its gleaming silver handle… but the blade looked like it was steel, and 
definitely sharpened. The sheer weight of the weapon alone could be enough to cut her, 
even if it wasn’t… and although she was fairly sure she could dodge all the wolf ’s attacks 
with her precog, the real issue was the closed environment and the fact she couldn’t kill 
Lone. Even if he came after her with a rocket launcher, she knew that Zerrex would expect 
her to take him alive… although, now that I think about it,  a rocket launcher could be a 
might bit easier than dealing with a sword-wielding maniac… one shot, one dodge, one 
punch to the face.

The female breathed slowly, closing her eyes to focus… then they snapped open as she 
heard Lone give a loud, angry yell and he leapt forwards, slashing clumsily downwards at 
her: she leapt back, snarling as the sword snapped by her and crashed into the floor, 
bouncing once and leaving a long dent, then her eyes widened in surprise as she saw a ghost 
image of what the wolf was about to do next, quickly sizing up her options before throwing 
her weight to the side and ducking low, sliding in a bent squat under the table before she 
threw herself in the direction her momentum was carrying her, rolling easily to her feet up 
on the other side of  the table.

Lone, meanwhile, had let out a loud, almost whining yell and jerked the sword up and 
hard in a circle as he stumbled forwards, shattering the wine bottle that was still on the 
table and cutting a large piece of the back of one of the chairs off. The wolf stumbled 
forwards, then blinked stupidly and looked back and forth for the female before catching 
sight of her, turning towards her and smashing the sword down into the tabletop, leaving a 
long, jagged cut in it. “Hey, you cheating bitch! Get back over here! I’m not done with you 
yet!”



“Fuck this.” Cherry snorted, then she yanked one of the plain chairs free from the table 
and simply threw it at the lupine, grunting as one of her arms flexed powerfully. The sight 
of it flying at the wolf ’s head was beautiful… but the female had to admit she was almost 
impressed by the fact Lone actually attempted to react.

A strange sensation washed over the lupine as he saw the chair being flung at him: it was 
like time slowed, and, as he stood there, gaping stupidly at the sight of the chair revolving 
slowly through the air, aimed at his head, his instincts suddenly asked him politely why he 
was being an idiot before simply screaming at him to get the fuck out of the way of the big 
piece of furniture flying at him. Lone yelped, but the sound came out sludgy and weird, as 
he threw himself to the side, feeling like he was moving incredibly fast… but not fast 
enough.

The chair smashed into the wolf ’s face and sent him down in a crumpled heap, cracking 
and several of the crossbars on the back flying off in splintered ruins. Cherry rubbed the 
back of her head as she looked at the wolf mildly, then sighed and walked around the table, 
suppressing her own angers and disgusts to instead try and concentrate on the fact that 
Lone had suddenly reacted more like a seasoned soldier than a rich idiot, the speed at which 
he’d tried to dodge surprising. She put it down to an adrenaline rush, however… and the 
fact that the wolf had watched them so many times while practicing, he was bound to have 
picked up a few moves.

“Like that reversal. Obviously, the idiot isn’t cut out for a sword, though…” Cherry 
muttered, crossing her arms as she looked down at the wolf. He twitched a bit, drool and 
blood leaking from his mouth, body spread-eagled and the pretty sword scratched up and 
laying half under the table now, and then she sighed and reached down, grabbing one of the 
wolf ’s legs before glancing out the window at the fast-descending twilight. Then, without 
further ado, she idly dragged him around the table and through the swinging door leading 
towards the kitchen, muttering about all the work she had to do as she pushed the door 
open for herself, but let it slam shut on the wolf ’s kidney and head.

Neither blow awoke the bleeding, splintered and otherwise flattened lupine, but they 
did have the positive effect of making her feel better. She let the same thing happen as she 
went into the kitchen, where two of the servants were comforting Marylyn, and she smiled 
sympathetically at her before jerking a thumb at the archway leading towards the front of 
the mansion. “You guys better get out of here. I need to talk with this asshole…” She 
paused for a moment as the others got up, then tilted her head and asked quietly, looking at 
Maylyn’s tear-streaked face. “Hey. Wait a moment… is there anything else objectionable 
this asswad’s been doing? ‘Cause I can’t kill him… but I can certainly make sure he doesn’t 
pull the same shit with you guys again.”

The others looked at each other uncomfortably, then the young squirrel she’d slapped 
the ass of earlier finally piped up meekly: “He… he does a lot of stuff like this. Hits us, 
likes us to towel him off when he’s naked, and he’s always doing… bad things to the female 
staff…”



Cherry nodded slowly, then she glanced down at the wolf with disgust before raising a 
hand and motioning that they could be dismissed. They left, one of the other maids 
putting her arms around Marylyn’s shoulders, then Cherry walked over to the enormous, 
industrial-size fridge and opened it, glancing through before pulling out what she thought 
was a six pack of bottles of beer. Closer inspection found that the green glass bottles were 
filled with carbonated water, however, and the Drakkaren female smiled mirthlessly before 
shrugging, popping the metal cap off and taking a sip as she closed the door of the fridge. 
It would do, anyway.

She walked over to the wolf, then planted a foot on either side of his flabby stomach 
before simply upending the bottle over his face: Lone, however, merely twitched and 
moaned at the water splashing over his features, making Cherry frown as bottle emptied 
and only left a few droplets clinging to the neck. She paused for a moment, looking down 
at the idiot wolf, then simply dropped the bottle as well, and now Lone let out a loud yelp 
and he jumped, eyes flashing open and ears flattening out at the burst of pain in his head 
before he blinked slowly, the cracked glass bottle rolling slowly away down the floor as he 
looked up at the female Drakkaren and asked stupidly: “What’s going on?”

“Oh, this and that, taking time away from the kids, you know.” Cherry tilted her head 
back and forth, then she suddenly leaned down and snarled, bending to push almost nose-
to-nose with the wolf as she put her hands on her hips, the wolf paling immediately as his 
eyes widened in fear. “You tried to sword me, you stupid fucker! And now I’ve found out 
about all the shit you’ve been pulling with your servants!”

“They’re my servants-” Lone started defensively, then he shrieked as one of Cherry’s 
hands locked into his ruff and she easily lifted him into the air, baring her teeth as her 
muscles flexed threateningly. The wolf clawed at her wrist, ears flattening against his head 
and tail curling up between his legs as he kicked weakly, shrieking in a voice that went from 
baritone to falsetto: “Let me go! Let me go!”

“Shut up!” Cherry shouted, slamming the wolf ’s lower back into one of the kitchen’s 
nearby islands and bashing his head on the pots and pans hanging from the rack above, 
causing a few of them to fall down and rattle loudly off the marble countertop. The wolf 
fell silent immediately, however, curling up a bit as he began to sob loudly, tears rolling 
down his face as he went limp in Cherry’s grip.

The female snorted quietly, then she turned and easily flung the wolf hard forwards in a 
vicious pitching motion, sending his flabby, weak body across the room and bouncing off 
the fridge: it rocked a bit with his weight as he fell to the ground with a loud cry of pain 
and a wracking sob, and the few jars on top rattled almost happily before a single one rolled 
off  the edge and fell to the ground, shattering loudly. 

Lone curled up slowly on the tile floor, crying hard, feeling suddenly vicious and 
spiteful and agonized that the Drakkaren he’d thought was his, that he thought had turned 
to become his girl had turned against him so cruelly and harshly… and he moaned in pain, 
hating the agony that was going through his entire body and the horrible ache in his skull, 



feeling blood running down his face as he trembled violently and begged: “Please… 
please…”

“Look, Lone. You don’t seem to learn.” Cherry walked over to the lupine, then she 
placed one bare foot on his skull and pushed firmly down, making the wolf squeal in pain, 
then he became silently as she asked in a soft voice: “Should I crush your skull?”

The silence spiraled out, Lone not even daring to breathe as he felt his eyes bulging 
with fear, his body shivering violently as he stared at the other bare foot of the Drakkaren, 
swallowing thickly and then closing his eyes, finally managing to breathe in and whisper: 
“No…”

Cherry twisted her heel slowly, gouging it into the wolf ’s ear and making him whimper 
in pain, curling up tighter beneath her as she looked down at him with disgust. Then she 
tilted her head slowly and drew her foot back, instead reaching down and grabbing him 
with both hands to jerk him up by the ruff again, slamming him back against the fridge as 
she dragged him up so their gazes locked eye-to-eye. Lone shivered violently in her grip, but 
his body was limp, and he looked terrified… which she figured was a start. “Listen to me, 
motherfucker. I’m here to help you… but you don’t seem to get that these other people 
don’t deserve you prancing all over their backs. They… are people too. Now, you need to 
get it through your head, you piece of shit, that you are not a god among mortals. Nor are 
you the Boss of the city…” Cherry stopped herself, then she let the wolf drop and shoved 
him back by the shoulders against the fridge, hating what she had to say next but knowing, 
at the same time, it was the only way to get back into the stupid wolf ’s favor after what 
she’d done to him. “But you could be. You have to learn restraint, though. It’s… the only 
way to the heart of  the masses.”

“Yeah…” Lone whispered, looking up at her and nodding slowly, as he began to make 
his own connections in his mind. Of course it was all about manipulation… of course 
that’s why Zerrex never was nasty to people, even though he could be! He treated them as 
equals, almost… well… Lone Wulfe could swallow his pride too, but only until everyone 
learned just how great he was. And okay, he understood why Cherry was angry and had 
been so violent… maybe he had been a bit out of line pulling a sword on her. “I’m… I’m 
sorry about the sword thing.”

“Yeah. I’m sorry for beating you up.” Cherry replied, and both of them figured the 
other was lying, but Lone didn’t bother saying anything as the female Drakkaren walked 
away. She badly wanted to tell him to clean up the mess that the jar had made, but then 
decided it wasn’t worth the extra pain in the ass it would cause. Already, Lone was returning 
to his mumbly, sulky, childish self, as she felt him glaring at her but also watching her ass as 
she left… and she sighed inwardly, rubbing at her head slowly as she headed towards one of 
the dens on the first floor. Maybe they’d beaten the wolf  up too much…

Lone shuffled from paw-to-paw, then he headed slowly towards a bathroom, rubbing at 
his aching muzzle and then wincing as he pulled out a few large pieces of wood that had 
become embedded in his head. He turned on the light, then stepped into the bathroom and 



slammed the door behind himself, sulking as he looked in the mirror and asked his 
reflection plainly: “Why the fuck do you put up with her shit?”

He shook his head, already knowing the answer, mumbling about how they’d been 
doing so well together… but then he forced himself to brighten up a bit and ignore the 
words of advice she’d said. Sure, he felt guilty every now and then, or didn’t exactly like the 
feelings he got sometimes after he’d been particularly mean… but he was always doing what 
was right, really. And taking care of himself, too, of course… and that was what was most 
important, right?

The wolf nodded to himself firmly, not caring that his thoughts weren’t really coherent 
as he worked on picking the rest of the wood out of his face, frowning and hoping he 
wouldn’t swell up or anything. Abuse was definitely part of the price he had to pay for 
hanging around with assholes like Zerrex and Cherry, so he was used to being picked on 
and beaten up by now… it wasn’t fair at all, but he guessed that was life.

It didn’t stop him from wondering exactly why exactly the female Drakkaren had 
freaked out so much, though… he frowned a bit at his reflection as he looked into the 
mirror. He’d seen Cherry do terrible things before to people who didn’t obey her, and he 
knew she had a history of violence towards the world in general… and hell, he didn’t think 
it was even the female issue. There had to be something else that she was trying to mask… 
something else that she was trying to hide, like… like…

Then Lone brightened as he seized on another idea that came to him: maybe the female 
had gotten so angry because she’d been jealous of Monica or whatever her name was! He 
nodded firmly several times, and then playfully scolded himself for getting so angry and 
coming down as hard as he had on Cherry, which is why she had obviously gone so mad on 
his ass. She was jealous, that was all… that was why she hadn’t run home to Zerrex, or done 
anything really nasty to him except shake him up quite a bit… she didn’t really want to 
hurt, she just wanted to get even with him for letting that one maid babe touch him! She 
probably didn’t understand that she was his favorite yet… he’d have to make sure that she 
knew he really enjoyed her company the most and that she was by far one of the sexiest 
babes he’d ever been with.

And the wolf already had a few ideas forming in his mind of exactly how he could do 
that… he grinned a bit, then quickly bounded out of the bathroom and back towards the 
kitchen, humming idly to himself before almost tripping over one of the servants who was 
cleaning up the mess on the floor. He stumbled over his body instead, then snarled and 
turned around, raising a paw to boot the squirrel firmly in his side, causing him to cry out 
and curl up in pain as his head whacked loudly against the wall. Lone grinned cruelly at 
this, then he kicked him again, shouting angrily down at him: “Watch what the fuck you’re 
doing, or I’ll… I’ll kill you!” He stopped, then hesitated before dropping down and 
grabbing the lapels of his vest, looking into the young squirrel’s eyes and dragging him 
close, basking in the fear but at the same time feeling his own welling up in his chest as 
Cherry’s words haunted his mind. “Don’t you tell Cherry or anyone else what just happened 
or… or I’ll hurt everyone you care about! Got it?”



Satisfied by the nodding of the squirrel, Lone snorted and stood, then said darkly: 
“Get one of the other servants to bring me and Cherry some popcorn, some other nice 
treats, and a bottle of whisky… someone pretty, not a fugly shit like you, have them bring 
it to the first floor common room in twenty minutes or so. And then I want someone to 
take a run out to pick up some movies and bring them back… and oh, that new game 
system too, and some of the new games. Shooting shit and whatever else is popular…” he 
stopped, frowning a bit, then snorted and waved a hand at the squirrel disgustedly, deciding 
to take a look around the mansion for Cherry. “Get busy!”

Then he walked quickly out, leaving the poor young male shivering and rubbing at his 
head slowly: Lone had obviously taken a beating, but if anything it had only worsened his 
mood. Then he sighed and went back to cleaning up the mess, figuring he could put on the 
popcorn in the miniaturized, professional popcorn maker that the wolf had bought from 
one of  the theatres and get the butter ready before he called one of  the girls up.

Lone wandered up to his room first: he figured Cherry would be in their bed, napping 
or just sulking, since that’s she always did. In his mind, females were all the same, and he 
figured that even Cherry would obey the same kind of rules and styles that every other girl 
did. But he frowned when he found the room empty, before his eyes settled on the cordless 
telephone, and he grinned slightly before walking over and picking it up. He suddenly had 
an idea for another gift that would look fabulous with the female’s dress for tomorrow…

He dialed the number in for Dana’s, the Apple Villa jewelry shop, then waited 
impatiently for a moment before one of the clerks picked up. Immediately, he said he 
wanted to see Dana in his usual firm, self-important voice, and a minute or so later Dana 
was on the line, saying warmly in her deep voice: “Mayor Wulfe. An honor to hear from 
you. My apologies for keeping you waiting, I was with a customer.”

“I have a custom order I want to make for tomorrow, Dana…” Lone said, but he rolled 
in the flattery like a pig in the mud nonetheless, grinning at his pockmarked reflection. “I 
got a real nice girl… the Lady Cherry, formerly Zerrex’s. Well, she’s decided she’s too good 
for Zerrex and made the smart decision of choosing a real male… so I want to give her 
something nice to take to the Apple Ball.”

“Wonderful news! She’ll definitely be a big help with our plans!” gushed Dana, and 
then he could hear the shuffle of movement before she yelled irritably for someone. A 
moment later, she laughed and said that she was ready to take down the custom order, her 
voice sounding a bit more distant as she switched him to speakerphone. Lone grinned to 
himself, smiling slightly. Dana was someone who knew how to get things done… he knew 
she was standing there with one of her shop-slaves ready to take down the information 
onto a clipboard for her. He liked her style… not as good as him, of course, but still 
admirable.

“Well, I was thinking of getting a necklace for her, first of all… something in the art of 
the Apple Ball, I’m thinking a silver, apple-shaped locket with a wolf inscribed on the 
front… and of course I want her to have a Crusader’s Sword.” Lone said mildly, as he 
reached down and opened a small drawer, looking inside to admire the small, silver sword 



that dangled on the end of a silver-weave necklace. Tomorrow, he’d wear his pocketwatch in 
his pocket and the sword in its usual place around his neck… and of course, since he was 
the leader of the Silver Crusaders, there was a small diamond inset into the hilt of his silver 
sword. As he admired this, he paused, frowning a bit as he thought he heard something on 
the line before simply shrugging it off as static, closing the drawer as he glanced up at the 
ceiling. “But I also want the locket to be inscribed with my name on one side and hers on 
the other, on the inside…”

“Beautiful! I’ll put Antonio to work on it right away!” Dana said warmly, then she 
paused, and he could almost hear her playing with her own Crusader’s Sword. There were 
only five people other than Lone who bore one of these necklaces, all of them major Apple 
Villa merchants who had trusted in the wolf and decided to wait out the worst of what 
they saw as Zerrex’s tyranny… and now that he had relaxed his hold on the town and the 
lupine, busy with his own problems, they saw this as the perfect chance to finally prepare 
long-laid plans. Requiem’s appearance had been a coincidence… but an amazing stroke of 
luck for the group of  six. “Can she be trusted?”

“She’s a bit violent…” the wolf said slowly, then he paused as he rubbed at his face 
slowly. “But if she was being all… out of character, then I would have been worried. But 
she’s not, she’s definitely acting the same as always!” Lone didn’t realize that the only action 
not out of character was when Cherry had kicked his ass… which ironically, was the only 
action that caused him to wonder if she was playing a game with him, but the fact she 
hadn’t left had put a stop to that. Lone, after all, didn’t understand the idea of self-
sacrifice… in his opinion, if the job was hard, it wasn’t really worth doing. Working hard 
was for stupid people and poor people… working smart was what the real big guys did, 
that was all. “I think something big happened between her and Zerrex… probably because 
of  that other dude that came to town.”

Dana laughed and nodded. “Yes, I heard along the grapevine. Which reminds me, 
Mayor Wulfe. Did you get the transmission from that band of inelegant ruffians, the 
Godkillers? I hate to say that I associate with such trash, but they’ve got quite a wonderful 
plan going on right now, I dare say, that almost makes me want to go and shake their dirty 
little hands after hearing it on their so-called ‘private’ radio band.”

Lone perked his ears, tilting his head curiously. “No, that I haven’t, Dana. I’ve been 
busy… entertaining… Cherry all day. What did they say?”

On the other end of the line, Dana - a flabby, rotund skunk – grinned and examined 
the multitude of rings on one hand, leaning back against the desk inelegantly. “Oh, just 
that they’ve got this wonderful plan to get rid of Requiem… they’re apparently gathering a 
quote-unquote army. But later on, we got another message along the same private band, 
about an hour afterwards, saying that they were preparing to take out Zerrex instead. We 
might not have to worry so much about how our pet project holds up if things go well… 
just have it ready in case the Godkillers decide to do anything stupid.”

“Yes, yes, but let’s not talk about that over the phone.” Lone replied mildly, then he 
cleared his throat. “In any case, I also want you to make her a pair of silver bracelets… they 



can be loose and all, I hear that’s the style these days, all the rage in… wherever the fashion 
palace sits.”

“It sits here, darling.” Dana replied, and they both shared a laugh before going over the 
finer bits of the transaction: Lone would stop by before heading to the location of the 
Apple Ball – outside of town, only a ten minute or so drive down the road to an abandoned 
factory that had been gutted and turned into a gigantic, almost-ballroom with a large, open 
back area as well, for the ‘special surprises’ to wait until they were ready to present them to 
the other Apple Villa supporters who would be attending. Then the wolf hung up and 
hummed to himself before cursing and realizing it had been a good twenty minutes on the 
phone, quickly heading down to the common room, figuring he could get a servant to find 
Cherry for him.

Cherry, however, was already there, and she had a frown on her face as she slowly hung 
up the phone. Her instincts told her that something very bad was underway, and that she 
might want to get Zerrex and Tinman involved… even if it meant interrupting the 
Drakkaren’s training. She was hesitant to disturb her husband, however, and almost wished 
she hadn’t picked up the phone out of curiosity when she had noticed it was in use… 
although she couldn’t believe the idiot wolf would get into a conversation about something 
that important on a public, traceable line. She sighed as she slumped in the couch, 
frowning, then glanced up mildly as she heard Lone all but bounce into the room. 

The wolf looked at her sheepishly, then he smiled and held out a hand as she continued 
to keep her gaze even instead of breaking his face like she already wanted to and just 
forcing him to cough up everything he knew. “Hey, I think we just had a bad… you 
know… today… so… I wanted to make it up to you. We can watch some movies and stuff, 
and… just hang out. Because you know, you’re really important to me, and I don’t want you 
worrying about that or feeling jealous or unsure at all.”

He paused, and Cherry nodded before reaching out to shake his hand, wondering what 
the hell she was supposed to say in response to the wolf ’s stupendous self-centeredness: the 
lupine, thankfully, saved her the trouble by quickly shaking her hand before intertwining 
their fingers tightly as he leapt forwards and sat down by her, grinning up into her face as 
the female repressed a wince, barely able to believe he was already pulling her arm around 
his shoulders and snuggling in close against his body, continuing to speak in a warm voice: 
“You know you’re my favorite… you know how much you mean to me. And so the feelings 
you have are natural, of course, when you see someone else doin’ stuff for me, but baby, it’s 
all about you in here.” Lone reached up and gently tapped his chest, looking at her seriously, 
and now Cherry felt nauseated. “I know you’ve been hurt… likely abused… by that bastard 
Zerrex, but you don’t gotta worry about me… I won’t leave you in the dust.

“And so, to prove that, I just wanna tell you that I forgive you for what happened 
tonight and I’m lookin’ forwards to moving on and past our problems together.” The wolf 
finished, then he smiled warmly up at her, eyes glittering. “Now howabout a kiss for the big 
wuffie, huh?”



Cherry felt nothing short of disgusted at the wolf ’s attempt to be cute, but she sighed 
inwardly as she lowered her mouth to his: he eagerly met her muzzle with his own, kissing 
her sloppily as his tongue forced its way up into her muzzle, and when they broke the kiss, 
he looked at her with a hungry expectance. She forced herself to smile, imagining herself 
crushing the wolf between her hands like a piece of cotton, then finally said: “Thanks, 
Lone. That… means a lot. I’m glad to hear that… that you forgive… me. And… I’m glad 
to hear I’m your favorite. I do worry, because of…” for a moment, she couldn’t force the 
words, despite all her years of training and hard work, learning to act, learning to lie, and 
learning – most of all – to deceive. “Of how deeply I care about you.” she finally finished 
lamely.

Lone grinned widely at this, then he nodded rapidly; apparently she’d said the words 
he’d wanted to hear. Then he smiled slyly up at her, ignoring the servant who came in 
entirely as one of his hands crept up her stomach and towards one of her breasts, saying 
teasingly: “Oh… we have to make a stop tomorrow before the Apple Ball, but I’m sure 
you’ll enjoy the surprise…” A pause, then he glared at the servant as he heard him put 
down the oversized – in Cherry’s opinion, anyway – tub of popcorn and a bottle of hard 
whisky that would undoubtedly get the wolf drunk in a mouthful or two. “Hey! Where the 
fuck are the movies?”

Cherry frowned at the wolf ’s manners: they hadn’t improved at all, and already the maid 
was trembling under the wolf ’s grey eyes. Then, bravely, she managed: “Mar…” a look from 
Cherry as Lone tilted his head and frowned slightly, and the servant quickly coughed before 
saying meekly: “A servant should be back with them in about half  an hour, sir.”

“Oh. Good.” Lone said moodily, then he paused and looked at the buttered and salted 
popcorn before reaching out and grabbing a handful, stuffing it hungrily into his maw and 
commanding: “Go and get us some glasses with ice! And more butter!”

The cat looked almost as horrified as Cherry felt at the rain of spittle and popcorn bits 
that flew from the wolf ’s mouth, and the way he was covering himself with food already, his 
fur getting greasy. Cherry used the excuse of reaching for the bottle to unlace her arm from 
around the lupine and shift away, wondering at the same time if anything would ever 
actually teach the wolf  a lesson… if  he was even capable of  learning, really.

She sighed as Lone fumbled for the remote, now completely ignoring the servant that 
returned with the glasses and extra butter for the already-too-buttery popcorn. Cherry took 
a drink of the whisky and then made a face – it had been watered down heavily, and she 
didn’t think it was even the same brand as the bottle was labeled… obviously far more for 
show than actual use. Then she frowned as the wolf snagged the bottle and poured a shot 
into a glass for himself, grinning as he apparently recognized the cartoon that came on. 
“Oh, sweet. I thought they cancelled this one, but I guess it must have just been ‘cause of 
the rotation or some shit like that.” He paused, then glanced at the female Drakkaren sitting 
beside him, who managed a smile in return. For a moment, she thought he was actually 
going to offer her something… then instead he nodded to something behind her and asked 
casually: “Can you pass me that pillow?”



“Sure.” Cherry rolled her eyes inwardly as she shifted and took the pillow out from 
behind her back, passing it over to the wolf, who immediately snagged it – spilling a bit of 
whisky on his knee – before putting it against Cherry and dropping his body heavily against 
her. Cherry grunted a bit in surprise, and Lone grinned up at her cheerfully.

“Not too heavy, am I?” he teased, and the female Drakkaren wished like all the worlds 
she could just say yes. But before she could respond, he turned his attention back to the 
television, pulling the bowl of popcorn into his lap and ignoring her in favor of the 
flickering box. Cherry made a face, feeling disgusted at the wolf ’s behavior and hating that 
the only comfortable way she could rest was by keeping one arm around his shoulders: with 
all the grease he was managing to collect on his fur, it was like holding a flabby, furry slug 
against her body, or a plushy that had started to grow its own little creepy veil of  mildew.

After twenty minutes of sitting like this, even Cherry began to feel uncomfortable… 
but the wolf showed no sign of shifting. Instead, he simply made himself a bit more 
comfortable, sinking a bit closer against her body and deeper into her lap, making her all 
but writhe with disgust, barely able to restrain herself from kicking the wolf out of her lap 
and throwing him down onto the floor. She knew she was supposed to be nice… that she 
was suffering the consequences for her little outburst on Lone earlier today over the way 
he’d been treating his servants… but Gods, she’d hoped that it would come in more a verbal 
lecture from Zerrex on not nearly killing the person you were supposed to be guarding 
instead of making the wolf all the more clingy for whatever freakish, masochistic reason he 
had. Then she sighed and frowned at the television, as she thought she felt the wolf 
drooling on her… No. Masochists can at least be fun at times and they don’t cry like little 
babies when you hurt them. Lone’s just amazingly self-centered… to the point where if it 
doesn’t fit into his universe, it doesn’t fit in at all.

A few minutes later, however, two servants came in carrying bags of stuff from both the 
electronics department and movie store. The fact that Cherry had never seen these people 
before made her wonder how many full-time servants were on staff at the Mayor’s 
mansion… and then she winced as Lone elbowed her in the kidney as he leapt up, the wolf 
looking delighted as they put down the bags of stuff, quickly shooing them as he flung 
popcorn everywhere. “Get lost! Get lost, my stuff ! And it had better be good, too!”

The wolf quickly toddled over to the bags, then he dug through them almost 
ravenously, pulling out two large boxes that made Cherry make a face: the newest video 
game systems out on the market. She and Zerrex played occasionally, sure, and sometimes 
Cindy joined in too… but they’d never really put any effort into getting any of the new 
stuffs. Mostly, she and Zerrex played old shooting games and fighters, stuff they could 
make fun of… when the wolf grabbed one of the bags and overturned it, she could see a 
mess of far-more-complex games amidst the pile of video discs that fell out. Lone clapped 
his hands together gleefully, looking like a child as he began to immediately sort through 
them, and then he glanced over his shoulder at Cherry with a cheerful grin. “Aren’t I the 
best? We can have some nice, relaxing fun and then head up to bed…” A pause, then a slow 
wink. “Maybe we can have some more fun up there, too… after all, we had a hell of a time 
earlier today, didn’t we? I wouldn’t mind doing something else like that again.”



“Good to hear.” Cherry forced a smile as she sat back on the couch; fortunately, Lone 
was enraptured more with the video game systems than the load of bad action movies he’d 
had his servants buy. It gave her a bit of time to at least rest back, feeling like a nanny that 
had been given the task of taking care of an overprivileged child on Christmas. But, the 
same as a child on Christmas, he was currently absorbed in the new toys that had been 
bestowed on him… but these by himself instead of a benevolent fat male who came down 
the chimney.

Eventually, though, the wolf called for her help when he couldn’t get one of the boxes 
open, frowning and clawing at the tape on the large, corporate-marked box rapidly but to 
no avail: finally, Cherry sighed and joined him on the floor, easily tearing the tape off and 
pulling the foam and bubble-wrapped console inside out, along with a controller. Lone 
paused, frowning at this, then he smiled up at Cherry and asked her cheerfully: “You don’t 
mind if  I just play for now, huh?”

“Not at all.” Cherry responded, forcing a smile in return but feeling a bit relieved, 
nonetheless. She quickly headed back to the couch as Lone glanced through the instruction 
manual before tossing it aside with a mutter, moving over to the full-scale entertainment 
system he had set up. For the next ten minutes he struggled to figure out how to get the 
machine working, glancing every so often over his shoulder at Cherry, then he finally 
coughed and stood up, walking quickly over to a bell pull and yanking on it firmly to 
summon a servant.

“I uh. I don’t see any reason why I should do it… they’re my servants after all, they’re 
here to serve me.” he explained lamely, and Cherry had to struggle not to glare at him and 
call him out for being unable to figure out a few simple plug-ins. A moment later, however, 
a uniformed canine showed up, and Lone quickly turned his attention to him, saying 
loudly: “I want that thing working within five minutes.” A pause and glance at the table. 
“And oh, bring me another bottle of whisky and some more goddamn popcorn. I’m 
frigging starving to death here.”

“Yes, sir.” replied the canid tersely: it took him less than a minute to plug the game 
console in, which made Lone frown at his back as he left. Then the wolf picked up the 
controller, selecting one of the shooting games and then walking over to Cherry and 
plopping himself  down in her lap.

She winced, sitting back a bit and feeling the pudgy, greasy wolf settling himself against 
her before he grinned up at her inversely, reaching a hand up to stroke her face: Cherry 
fought her first instinct, which was to pull away as he left a trail of popcorn grease and 
crumbs on her cheek. “Hey, beautiful. Now you get to watch a real master at work.”

“Looking forwards to it.” Lone smiled at this, looking pleased with himself and 
apparently not noticing her droll tone. Then, for the next hour or so, he remained absorbed 
in the game… thankfully not even noticing the food or drink that was brought, but on the 
downside yelling and bouncing painfully in her lap every now and then when something 
didn’t go his way, until he finally bad-temperedly threw the controller across the room after 
getting killed for the umpteenth time on the second level. It clinked off the television and 



fell to the ground, and Cherry winced as Lone crossed his arms and sat back against her, 
fuming. Holy shit… it makes me wonder how many televisions this idiot has gone through.

But only a few moments later, Lone had rolled off her lap and was now grinning up at 
her, reaching out to lightly stroke his hands over her body as he gazed into her eyes and said 
in what was probably supposed to be a seductive voice: “Hey, babe. Let’s go up to bed 
now… we got an early start tomorrow after all, right? Just… why don’t you let me go and 
freshen up a bit, and you can do the same and wait for me in bed, huh?”

Cherry frowned a bit at Lone’s back as the wolf leapt up and all but pranced off, 
wondering what the hell he was up to: she really didn’t like the look on his face or the gleam 
in his eyes, like he had some other thing he wanted to do that night. Then she sighed and 
stood, shaking her head a bit and pausing a moment to pick up the remote control for the 
television and at least turn that off: she could care less if the game console burned out from 
the lupine leaving it out, however.

Then she headed quickly to the nearest staircase and to the lupine’s room, stripping off 
her top even as she walked down the hall, not really caring who saw her at this point and 
time. But she made it to the room without anyone spotting her, then she pushed through 
the doors and left them slightly ajar, quickly throwing the rest of her clothing off and 
taking a moment to wonder if she the wolf would leave her alone if she faked sleep… then 
she snorted and smiled bitterly at the floor as she crawled atop the covers, completely naked 
now: the lupine would likely convince himself he was raping and dominating her and fulfill 
all other sorts of  nasty little fantasies if  she did that.

Lone, meanwhile, had run to a bathroom on the second floor and was fumbling in the 
medicine cabinet, muttering under his breath. Even though he’d now left the company he’d 
worked for – hell, pretty much run, in his opinion – and wasn’t supposed to have any 
associations with it, he still had enough dirt on them to get freebies every now and then 
from one of their sister pharmaceutical companies, which was more into body sculpting 
and genetic enhancement. And recently, they’d sent him a fun little bottle of pills that he 
wanted to try out… they were almost better than steroids, or the diet pills he’d 
supplemented himself with every now and then to make sure he was losing weight under 
Zerrex’s watchful eye, without having to exercise too much.

Then he let out a loud ‘Ha!’ as he discovered the small blue bottle, grinning as he took 
it out and fumbled at the top for a few moments before grunting and finally ripping it free, 
peering down into it for a moment before turning it over and tapping it impatiently against 
his palm. A moment later, two small pills fell out, and Lone quickly threw both of these 
into his mouth and chewed them up before swallowing the bitter medicine inside. He 
wanted them to hit faster so he could perform all the better in bed, in his opinion… and 
really give Cherry a surprise at the end of  the night. 

He grinned widely as he put the bottle back, licking his muzzle hungrily and then 
feeling a slow wave of heat passing through him, letting him know the pills were working: 
he grunted a bit as he leaned forwards, panting slightly as he felt his heart rate kick up and 
quickly grabbing a towel. One hand fumbled at the cold water tap for a few moments, then 



managed to twist it and send down a spray of water: the wolf quickly soaked the towel, 
then rubbed it over his face and now-naked upper body – ironically, he managed to take off 
most of the grease as he wetted his fur, the cool towel heaven against his overheating body. 
A few moments later, however, the heat wave passed, and Lone threw the towel aside as the 
heat centered instead on his crotch area, and the wolf turned and quickly pranced off 
towards his room, trying to kick off  his shorts as he ran and instead almost falling over.

He grunted, stumbling, then finally kicked them off, licking his muzzle hungrily as he 
imagined what he was going to do to Cherry now. He definitely planned to shoot all over 
her again… especially with the pills he’d taken. He grinned wider as he began to run 
towards his room again, paws making heavy thumps on the carpet as he put a hand in his 
boxers and rubbed slowly at his sheath, feeling the tip of his penis already pushing free 
from his furry pouch. The pills, after all, were a prototype fertility drug… it massively 
increased sperm production, which was why his balls sort of hurt right now but at the same 
time felt very, very full and nice… and he couldn’t wait to surprise Cherry by giving her all 
but a bath in his wolf  seed. 

The wolf almost skidded past his door, then he straightened and brushed his chest off 
quickly before pushing them open, strutting into his room and grinning widely as he shoved 
the doors shut behind him, rolling his shoulders slowly as he walked towards his bed, his 
eyes roving hungrily over Cherry as his boxers tented higher and higher, one hand now 
squeezing his firming shaft inside his underwear as he began to pant softly already in 
anticipation. Cherry smiled at him in return, and he licked his lips slowly as he said 
breathily: “I want you, baby… and the big bad wolf is gonna give you such a nice surprise 
at the end of  the night…”

“Ooh… I bet you will.” Cherry responded with a smile and a murr, shifting her body a 
bit so she lay with her legs open towards him and knees slightly raised, hands behind her 
head and full breasts resting on her chest, her eyes half-lidded seductively: it was enough to 
bring Lone to full erection as he reached the edge of the bed, and the lupine grinned widely 
in return before reaching down to quickly jerk his boxers down, his nine inch, already 
bulging penis bouncing a bit as one hand grasped his knot firmly, the other reaching out to 
balance himself  as he climbed up onto the oversized bed.

He crawled forwards slowly between her legs, hand stroking slowly up his bulging shaft 
and testicles dangling between his legs, feeling as heavy as bowling balls as he grinned up at 
the female lustfully. Cherry shifted a bit, wondering just what the hell the wolf had in 
mind, as he positioned his body over hers, panting quietly and already guiding his penis 
towards her entrance without much more than a groan of her name and a hungry look up 
into her eyes; obviously, the wolf had no idea what the word ‘foreplay’ meant, in any 
context.

She felt him rubbing the head of his cock up and down the lips of her sex, panting 
quietly as he brought one arm up to rest on her body, elbow digging into her almost 
painfully as he shifted his weight forwards, the other hand groping a breast roughly. Slowly, 
he drew his fingers up to pinch her nipple, and Cherry gave the expected moan and twitch, 



even though his untalented hands failed to elect much more than a slight, tiny roll of 
pleasure through her that was easily drowned out by the fact he was leaning on her so hard. 
Nor did the rubbing of his pointed cockhead up and down her slit excite her at all: she 
already knew it was going to be far less than pleasurable, and the heat and wetness she was 
emanating was only because she’d taken the time before the wolf had appeared to play with 
herself  a bit.

Then the lupine arched his back a bit and, without warning, plunged into her, making 
her grunt in surprise as she felt his hot nine inch shaft shove to the knot in a single thrust, 
the lupine dropping most of his weight on her at the same time as his hand moved to grip 
her inner thigh, the wolf releasing a whine of pleasure as his eyes rolled up in his head. A 
grin of ecstasy spread over his muzzle as he began to thrust rapidly in and out of her body, 
rocking his hips powerfully and slamming his knot against her entrance again and again as 
Cherry bucked her hips back against him in easy time, the female letting out short moans 
and moving her hands up to stroke through the wolf ’s chest fur as he closed his eyes. She 
winced a bit nonetheless, unable to deny that this time he was doing a bit better at least and 
giving her some pleasure – probably thanks in part to her own preparation for him – but he 
was still moving almost jerkily, and the feeling of his elbow and full, pudgy weight on her 
body wasn’t doing a whole lot for her overall pleasure.

Lone, on the other hand, was in the deepest ecstasy he thought he could imagine, as he 
thrusted wildly into the female’s body with deep moans of pleasure, breaths already coming 
in pants as he felt his thick knot thudding against the wet lips of her sex again and again, 
loving the heat he felt boiling around his cock as it penetrated deep into her vagina again 
and again… deep for him, anyway. He knew he wouldn’t last long, as his heavy testicles 
slapped firmly against the female’s body over and over, feeling sweat already breaking out on 
his fur as the fertility drugs rolling through his system did their work.

He rocked harder forwards against her, as she gave a loud moan, then Cherry’s back 
arched a bit as she let out a surprised breath as Lone slammed his hips forwards suddenly 
and hilted in her, knot popping into her vagina as her eyes widened. She clutched 
instinctively into his chest as her legs clutched his girthy waist, half-thankful that the lupine 
was already going to release into her, but half-miserable that he was once more going to 
release his pitiful little wolf  load into her body and make her feel filthy all over again…

Lone, however, merely moaned loudly as he began to rock his hips rapidly, pummeling 
her with his penis and leaning his body firmly down on the female’s. His thrusts were tiny 
but incredibly fast, his panting growing louder as he felt Cherry clenching him tight with 
his passage, and then the female arched her back against him and moaned loudly as she 
wrapped her arms tight around his neck, holding him down against her body as she bucked 
her hips hard upwards against him again and again. “Oh yes, Lone! Oh yes!”

Cherry felt Lone drooling on her a bit, and she hid her disgust with another loud moan 
as she continued to fake an orgasm, attempting to pleasure herself at least a bit with the 
wolf ’s mad thrusts that were little more than vibrations inside of her, rocking her hips hard 
against him again and again with enough force to almost dislodge the fat lupine: having him 



inside her like this reminded her of the time Zerrex had made her shove a small, sheathed 
combat knife and a tennis-ball shaped grenade up her vagina. Except that had been 
bigger… but the sense of discomfort more than pleasure was still there, and of humiliation 
as Lone rocked his body against hers again and again.

Finally, the wolf stiffened up and let out what was more a yelp than a howl, back 
arching as he continued to thrust madly: she felt his penis stiffening as she faked a cry of 
pleasure herself… but then her moan of surprise that came next was completely sincere, as 
the wolf fired what felt not like the usual sprinkling of seed into her, but a thick burst of 
something almost worthy of her real lover, as she grit her teeth and rocked hard against 
him. Lone panted hard as he slammed his cock into her again and again, as if trying to bury 
his sheath along with his knot, and she could feel watery seed leaking down her thighs and 
squelching out of her as he drove into her again and again. His nine inch shaft slammed 
deep into her passage as it released long, hot bursts of semen that seemed impossible 
coming from the wolf, seeming to squirt as far as any male she`d let take her, before he 
finally began to slow, his body heaving with his pants.

He grinned down at her, and Cherry stared up with surprise as he asked between pants: 
“Yeah… you like that… huh… bitch?” Then the wolf jerked his hips back to pop his knot 
free before slowly drawing his cock from her vagina, and Cherry shuddered and let out a 
quiet grunt as she looked down, seeing a good, surprising amount of seed leak free from 
her. She still felt strangely full of the wolf ’s almost-lukewarm load as she twitched a bit on 
the spot, then stared at his still-hard cock as he stroked it slowly; it was wet and sticky, 
coated heavily with his load, and she knew there was more seeping still from her and 
forming a puddle between her legs.

The wolf grinned wider, his eyes glinting before he slid forwards slowly, pushing her 
down onto her back as she tried to sit up and straddling her muscular body as he stroked 
his pink cock slowly, whispering down to her between pants: “I got more than enough for a 
few more, babe… I think I’ll try your tits next and give you another good coat of Lone-
paint, then we can stick it up your ass and maybe go another round in your tight vagina, 
give you another hard, screaming orgasm…” 

Cherry felt nothing but disgust with the wolf, but she forced herself to reach up and 
squeeze her large bosom slowly, managing even to meet the lupine’s eyes with her own half-
lidded, forcing a smile onto her features. “Ooh, you know just what I like, Lone…” What 
the hell changed between this evening and now? How the fuck did he shoot so much and 
have the endurance for an easy double?

“Good, bitch… good…” Lone nodded, still panting, as he lowered his cock slowly to 
rub his pointed head around one of her nipples, the wolf grunting quietly and almost 
wincing a bit as he stroked himself slowly: his penis was obviously sensitive and perhaps 
even hurting a bit from his gingerly movements. But lust was apparently easily winning over 
anything else as he watched Cherry toy with her breast with hungry eyes, watching her 
fingers slowly roll down the firm mounds and then push them lightly together as he slid his 



cock to rub lightly at her other nipple, mouth agape with his pants and a bit of drool 
falling from the end of  his muzzle. 

Then he slowly lowered his shaft between her bust, closing his eyes with a moan as she 
gently squeezed her breasts together, easily engulfing his nine-inch member. He thrusted 
forwards between them, his pants already roughening as his knot bumped against the 
bottom of her swells, and then he drew back before thrusting forwards again, reaching 
down to squeeze her nipples in a way that he thought was pleasurable, but was more 
irritating than anything else for the female, as he murmured: “Oh yes… that’s it, bitch… 
that’s it…”

The wolf ’s cock slid easily between her bust, lubricated by his own watery seed, a hot 
but almost slimy bar that pushed into the valley between her breasts before pulling back, as 
Cherry held them easily together and made the occasional murr of pleasure for the wolf ’s 
entertainment. She gazed up at him, keeping herself as submissive as possible as she 
repressed a grin, watching Lone’s body twitch as he cupped the tops of her breasts with his 
hands, the expression on his face of mingled joy and agony. It was like the blowjob all over 
again… except this time the wolf had set his own trap and was torturing himself with her 
body.

He moaned quietly as he arched his back a bit, his thrusts picking up in speed as he 
rocked his hips a bit harder, his belly jiggling slightly with every push of his cock between 
her bust. The wolf grunted quietly, eyes closing and head lowering, and his hands clutched 
harder into her breasts as he pistoned his cock with greater and greater firmness into her 
tightly-held bosom. He felt part of his knot sinking into that tight, wonderful valley, loving 
the feel of her taunt, smooth scales rubbing along his pink cock, moaning as he rocked a bit 
on her body as mixed pain and pleasure rolled through his form. His testicles dragged 
gently over her muscular stomach, and he could feel them heating up already, propelling 
rapidly towards another orgasm before he forced a grin and opened his eyes to gaze down at 
her hungrily, drawing back a bit and then raising himself.

“Here… I’ll… ooh, get ready…” he panted, as he grasped his pink lupine cock with 
one hand, then he began to stroke himself rapidly, sensitive penis already ready for another 
orgasm. He rocked his hips forwards a bit as he watched Cherry slowly play with her 
breasts, rolling them together and moving her hands over them, watching her flick a nipple 
and slowly lick her muzzle as she looked up at him with a deep desire for his load… and 
that alone was enough to let him feel his cock stiffen up again in his hand, the wolf 
moaning as he arched his back, gritting his teeth tight and forcing himself to look down at 
her, raising his flabby body up a bit as he moved his hand firmly up and down his shaft.

A few moments later, he let out another low whine of pleasure, forcing his gaze to stay 
on her and then reveling in Cherry’s moan of surprise as she thrusted her chest and head up 
towards him, bowing her muzzle a bit and opening her maw wide to receive his gift of seed 
as he shot a thick line of seed over her face: it amazed the wolf, as it splattered the pillows 
and headboard behind her as well as covering a good portion of her muzzle. Then he let 
out another moan and tilted his head skywards as he fired volley after volley of semen from 



his pink cock, the seed splashing over Cherry’s face as she tilted her head back and forth in 
the flow, keeping up her moans but clutching her eyes shut and doing her best to hide her 
expression of disgust as she felt the wolf ’s watery load covering down her muzzle, her face, 
and splattering over her breasts.

The wolf thrusted into his hand again and again as his seed continued to leak out, 
finally going from long blasts to slow drips, and then he slumped on her body, panting 
hard, sweat rolling down his face and grinning stupidly as his lungs heaved, looking down at 
Cherry with bliss. His penis ached like crazy, but the sight of her covered almost 
completely in his seed amazed her, watching it slowly leak down to the end of her 
muzzle… and then his eyes focused on that one droplet, watching her lean forwards a bit, 
looking at him strangely before it fell and gently landed on one breast before continuing its 
journey downwards…

Lone rose a hand stupidly, expression vacant, then his eyes rolled up in his head and he 
collapsed heavily to the side, and Cherry blanched before leaping up, her first thought: Oh 
shit. I didn’t kill him with sex, did I? But a quick check of his neck showed he was simply 
unconscious instead of dead, his breaths faint whispers in and out of his mouth as he 
drooled all over the bed. Cherry made a disgusted face, climbing out of the bed and then 
wiping at her face, hating the wolf ’s smell on her and how… liquid his seed was. It was 
almost like he’d pissed on her instead of shot his load with how watery it was… and she 
made a face before walking quickly over to the lupine’s thrown-down boxers, picking them 
up, then pausing and muttering: “No. Bad idea.”

She dropped them, and instead headed over to the wolf ’s closet, opening it as she heard 
Lone moan from behind her sleepily, then resettle himself on the bed. The wolf had 
knocked himself out… either a side-effect of whatever drug he’d taken to make himself 
shoot like a fountain – she was sure it had to be some kind of pill, the lupine was an idiot – 
or because he was unused to such physical activity as he’d gotten in today, despite his past 
rapes and sexing. She glanced idly through his racks upon racks of clothing, then shrugged 
and selected one of his ugly Hawaiian shirts before using that to towel off her face and 
breasts, which had also been thoroughly soaked. She paused a moment, then shrugged and 
used it to wipe the excess fluid from between her legs as well. Then she sighed and shook 
her head slowly, walking back over to the bed and silently climbing in under the covers, 
doing her best to ignore the wolf slumped in the middle and mumbling in his sleep and the 
good amount of lupine semen splattered on top of the comforter. Well, at least I don’t have 
to rock him to sleep…

~~~

A new morning, a new day: everyone in their respective places, and the skies are dark 
with clouds that threaten rain once more, but all the weather forecasters say none will fall: 
the weatherman predicts snow in hell, however, so no one knows what’s going to happen, 
really.

The Godkillers all haven`t slept yet: they all get their naps when they get back into 
town, which most of them are heading back towards right now. A few, like Tank, have 



stopped for a quick breakfast, but then they’ll once more be heading back with the soldiers 
they’ve managed to interest with hints of money, power, and fame… not to mention their 
own little city to terrorize and rule. They still had a good seven hours to get back into 
town, though… and no one was in much of a rush, everyone confident and feeling good. 
Only Felicity and Mika bore feelings of foreboding, as they sat silently together, backs 
pressed tight together and both of  them running random call-ins off  their laptops.

Zerrex sits quietly on the roof of his house, looking at the rising sun and rubbing at the 
multitude of small cuts he’s sustained during training: most of them are healing rapidly, 
however, and the reptile smiles faintly at his unnatural recovery ability, as he examines one 
scarred hand quietly. Then he shakes his head and laughs quietly as he hears the wooden 
ladder falling over and Tinman giving a strangled yelp, and he stands and heads over to the 
edge of the roof, calling easily: “Don’t hurt yourself, Tinny. I was just about to come inside, 
anyway.”

Cherry and Lone are both asleep, both naked: Lone, however, due to his somewhat 
unstable pills, has had a wet dream. In the morning, he will be terrified when he wakes up 
holding a pillow with his head against it, knowing that he was dreaming about a certain 
powerful, muscular male and about a variety of things they’d done together, all of them 
nasty and sexual and things he wished he never thought about, but for some reason always 
did… but thankfully, his chattering and whining is unheard by Cherry, who has already 
made her way idly to the bathroom to shower and is downstairs by the time Lone wakes up, 
reading a book as she eats a simple breakfast of  toast and eggs.

Finally, there is Requiem and Cindy: Requiem is asleep somewhere on the second floor, 
driven away by Cindy. The female grins a bit to herself… then she gets back to work, 
resuming what she’s been doing all night, despite the fact Requiem hasn’t fed her on 
account of her constant yelling at him. However, she didn’t want him to see just how far 
she’d managed to get… and now she’s determined to finish the job before Requiem wakes 
up.

Although it doesn’t look like a good day, there’s no rain predicted. Clear skies for the 
pleasant morning, but maybe the cloud will return by the time the chaos promised by 
tonight’s events ensue.

~~~

The female Drakkaren closed her eyes as she concentrated her body, put her energy into 
her muscles and ignored the bleeding gashes on her arms: she’d managed to tear herself 
damned good on the supposed-to-be-smooth chains, from constantly wearing her scales 
against them… but goddammit, she was so close! She paused, then glanced worriedly 
upwards again. The fact that she could see easily in the light filtering through the windows, 
despite the fact she could also see clouds toiling by through the one window that was 
positioned perfectly so she could look out into the world… well, it wasn’t good. Soon, 
Requiem would be waking up, if he wasn’t already… and she knew the Dragokkaren might 
not take kindly to what she’d managed to do so far.



Overnight, she’d put all her energy into straining the chains… and she could feel that 
some of the links were broken and others were starting to give away. It was a good sign… 
but even better was the fact that the top and bottom sections were pulling a lot harder 
against her body when she leaned forwards. She thought that she had torn a sizeable dent 
into the back of the wooden pillar… and now she took a deep breath before snarling and 
straining forwards again, her muscles bulging, her pretty features contorting in a 
weightlifter’s snarl that was vaguely reminiscent of  Cherry’s glare. 

She’d managed to get her legs under herself to push off the post with, to give herself 
more force… but even as she shoved forwards, it felt like she was going nowhere… and the 
female sighed before blinking as one of the chains snapped and fell to the ground like a 
dead serpent. Suddenly, the entire, overstressed length of chain around her shuddered and 
loosened slightly, and the female grunted as she fell forwards, her limp body caught by the 
chains once more on a painful angle before she threw herself backwards… and she was 
unable to repress a caw of  victory, throwing her tired arms up as the chains fell around her.

Then she winced and covered her muzzle quickly before forcing herself to stand, 
wincing at the ache in her legs and wobbling a bit on her feet, feeling almost numb from the 
waist down as the tube in her vagina slid free and fell to the ground: she winced a bit at the 
feeling of it coming out of her, then she reached down and rubbed slowly at her crotch, 
mumbling to herself as she staggered forwards over the lengths of chain. Then she fell 
heavily, grunting and sending up a puff of dust before glaring down at her pants and 
panties. She’d gotten so used to them being pushed down that she’d forgotten entirely about 
the rest of their implications… and she bad-temperedly reached down and jerked them up 
before staring as she heard a slow clapping from above.

Requiem stood shirtless on the semi-collapsed catwalk, looking down at her with a 
slight smile, his blue eyes gleaming in the light. Then he hopped down from the second 
floor with all the ease of a normal person descending a set of stairs, landing neatly on his 
toes, legs bending slightly before he walked forwards, crossing his arms and looking down 
at her mildly. She looked back up as she forced herself to stand, coughing and looking up 
at him almost sheepishly as she swayed a bit on her feet, but then he gently nudged her 
backwards by the shoulder, sitting her down on a bench and saying mildly: “I didn’t think 
you could do it. I’m impressed. What do you want for breakfast?”

“Um.” Cindy’s mind blanked for a few moments as she sat back against the wooden 
table, rubbing idly at her legs as she watched the giant wander over to the cooler in nothing 
but his jeans, and then she frowned a bit as her eyes settled on two large scars that ran down 
his back – the only major scars she could see on his entire body. “Hey, what’s wrong with 
your back?”

The Dragokkaren straightened suddenly, then he turned around with a visible wince: 
one hand slowly moved to rub at the center of his back however, the other straying down to 
rest on his hip as he looked at her uncomfortably. It was the first time Cindy had seen the 
behemoth actually surprised by something… and the sudden vulnerability of the giant was 
both reassuring and unsettling. Mentally, she chastised herself, then leaned forwards and 



smiled, saying quickly in an embarrassed voice: “Oh, I’m sorry! I don’t mean to pry… 
and… I’m sorry about last night too, yelling at you all night and stuff. I just…”

“I understand. Simple trick, get the captor out of the room.” Requiem responded 
absently, as he rubbed slowly over the ridge of his skull, then he coughed a bit as he turned 
back towards the cooler: careful not to turn his whole back to her though, she saw. “There 
should be cereal in one of  the dry food bags… how about that?”

Cindy nodded slowly, eyes roving over the muscular giant as she realized the oddity 
about the Dragokkaren she’d never picked up before: he had no wings. Generally 
Dragokkaren were winged creatures… that and their muscular bulk and size were what 
separated them from the more lithe Drakkaren, like herself. She thought she knew what 
those scars were now, thinking about it… and she felt deep sympathy for the giant 
suddenly, as she gazed at him with a new softness. It was getting harder and harder to think 
of him as her captor, with how politely and gently he treated her… instead, it was almost 
like she was visiting some odd family relative for training as much as to get to know each 
other.

“Cereal sounds great.” She said finally, then she smiled a bit and stood, walking over to 
the bags where Requiem kept the dry foods as the Dragokkaren sorted through the cooler. 
He only glanced at her a moment before looking back down, then he finally found the 
carton of milk he’d stored and took it out, putting it down on the metal table as Cindy 
picked up the no-name brand of cereal and frowned a bit at it. “Hey. Why did you get this 
crap?”

“Because it’s not crap, like everything else on the shelves… although I’m sure you prefer 
the marshmellow pirate flakes or whatever the hell’s popular these days.” Requiem 
responded mildly, as he sat down across from her and picked up one of the bowls he’d left 
nearby. Last night, the behemoth had finally gone through his luggage and apparently 
sorted everything, and now it was all neatly divided into a scheme that almost made Cindy 
smile: clothes, suitcases, cleaning supplies and other crap on the wooden tables, and he did 
almost all his eating and food preparation on the metal table. He also kept a small hotplate, 
and all the plates and utensils and such on it as well, and the female had to wonder just 
what Requiem’s house must look like. She didn’t think it would be all that entertaining to 
live in… probably a monk’s cell for a room and some sparse furnishings all around, with a 
kitchen full of  health foods and the entire basement some horribly-scary gym…

She laughed a bit to herself as she took a bowl and filled it with the plain cereal, and 
Requiem glanced at her oddly before she smiled up at him and asked: “I was just 
thinking… where do you live?”

“My car.” Requiem shrugged, and Cindy blinked a bit, tilting her head. Requiem smiled 
at her, apparently amused by her expression. “I’ve been travelling for years… I own the 
Narrius Estate, but… I haven’t lived there since brother died. The doors are sealed until 
someone wants it, and everything inside is covered in plastic and dust…” he paused at the 
female’s expression, shrugging. “It’s not bad. Every now and then I’d stop and get an 



apartment when the trail went cold, and for a while I lived in a small flat while I researched 
the military unit Zerrex joined. I suppose you think I lived in some plain, boring home.”

“No, no, not at all!” Cherry rose her hands immediately, blinking and looking flustered, 
but the giant only gave her one of his mild, small smiles and an entertained expression as 
she quickly coughed and turned her gaze down to her cereal, trying to hide her blush by 
shoveling food into her mouth. But she couldn’t help but stare back up at the Dragokkaren 
at his next words, surprised.

“I kept a garden in the back, grew various herbs. Had a nice rock fountain and a little 
pond, and I kept some unevolved animals there… I suppose the term people are using 
nowadays is feral though, right?” He paused, then added mildly: “Kitchen with all the 
works so I could cook good, healthy food, a plain den with a nice leather couch and 
entertainment system so I could relax, bedroom with a nice bed and a lot of books and 
magazines. No workout area, though I would have direly loved one… but it was fun to go 
to the gym and amuse myself  with the toy weights there.”

“Herbs? Like pot?” Cindy tilted her head, looking confused, and Requiem snorted 
laughter, dropping his spoon into his cereal as she blushed again and asked sharply: 
“What?”

“No. Like lavender. Chamomile. Other less popular ones like buchu and agrimony… 
mostly herbs with healing properties.” A pause as the Dragokkaren idly swirled his milk and 
cereal, then he took a spoonful and sipped it, showing off a breeding and etiquette that his 
massive bulk didn’t suggest. “No pot, I fear. Although I think your father isn’t into things 
like that, either.”

“He sees the value of letting the ‘ignorant masses’ toy with the stuff, in his words… but 
no, he’s not into using that kind of stuff himself.” Cindy responded slowly, then the two ate 
in silence for a while before Cindy finally picked up the bowl and loudly slurped the rest of 
the milk and cereal inside down, putting it down and grinning a bit at the Dragokkaren.

The giant looked at her mildly, then he shook his head and continued to slowly eat his 
own bowl, still only half-done. He paused, eyes flicking up to Cindy as he realized she was 
still watching him, then he put his spoon down and cleared his throat before finally saying 
softly: “I used to have wings, when I was a child… my brother, however, was born with 
only a weak, useless pair… they were removed after a year or so, because he wasn’t able to 
control them and they were stunted, worthless and damaged, and only caused him pain. He 
decided when I was about seven that if he was wingless, than I should be too, and he cut 
them off.”

“Oh.” Cindy said in a small voice, glancing down and quietly tapping her claws against 
the tabletop, feeling a deep pity for the giant in front of her. It was odd, feeling this kind of 
sympathy and sorrow for someone who was holding her captive, using her as a hostage to 
make her father strain and fight all the harder for her return… but it was still there, and she 
was pretty sure it wasn’t the result of any psychosis or syndrome, either. “I’m sorry to hear 
that…” A pause, and a glance up and a faint smile at the giant, who tilted his head. “But I 
um. Was actually just curious as to what you were going to do with me.”



Now it was Requiem’s turn to blink, then he coughed. “Oh. My apologies.” Another 
awkward pause, as he regarded her mildly, then he shrugged slowly. “You suggested a lead, 
yourself… I can attach a chain to your collar and then to the pole. It’ll be more trust-based 
than anything, since you obviously have the strength to snap whatever I bother putting 
around you…” He paused, then glanced down at her scraped arms before looking back up 
at her and laughing quietly. “Do you have a problem with that?”

Cindy frowned a bit… but then she shook her head slowly and instead smiled, sighing 
nonetheless. She was well aware, however, that the graceful giant could easily catch up to 
her, no matter how fast she ran or how often she tried to escape… and she wasn’t stupid 
enough to think that Requiem would continue to treat her so kindly if she continued to be 
a problem. They had a mutual respect between them right now… but she didn’t want to test 
how far that – and being of his blood – would take her before he simply knocked her the 
hell out or dislocated her arms or something like that. “No… I guess that sounds fair then. 
Just give me enough room to stretch out, huh? And I promise not to cause too much 
trouble or snap the chains or anything like that.”

“Alright. I’ll trust you then… do me a favor and gather a length of chain, long as you 
please. I’ll put the lead on once I finish breakfast.” Requiem said calmly, then he returned to 
his cereal. Cindy bristled a bit at his request, but then she paused and forced herself instead 
to think about it calmly, realizing it was more meant as a gift than an insult. Sure, she was 
preparing her own bonds, which was sorta like being told to build a cage before someone 
shoved you in it… but at least she could choose the make a nice, comfy, pillow-strewn cage 
made of  bamboo instead of  being thrown into a three-by-three steel box.

She got up, carefully putting her bowl aside with the other dirty dishes and wondering 
idly how the giant planned to take care of them, before she headed over to the chain she’d 
snapped and carefully pulling the two sections free from around the scarred wooden pillar. 
Then she made a face, examining both before going with the shorter length… it would give 
her enough slack to walk comfortably around the sawmill’s interior, but wouldn’t leave so 
much that she’d end up tripping over her own coils or that Requiem would be able to get 
his foot caught in the length, which could lead to very painful consequences for her.

Then she winced, standing and walking slowly around the sawmill in a circle, keeping 
her eyes on the ground as she rubbed at her legs slowly, trying to get the pins and needles 
out of them: as she walked, she noticed a few interesting things, like paintmarks designating 
where some of the machines had been, and what looked like a sealed trapdoor. She smiled a 
bit to herself as she rubbed the back of her head, standing over this, and then she heard 
Requiem stand up and walk over to pick up the chain. 

She turned to face him, watching as the giant wrapped one end of the chain around the 
pole, then he easily snapped the last link with only a flick of his wrist, making Cindy stare 
as he bent it into a hook, then used that to latch tight onto one of the links, forming a 
tight loop around the log as he sealed the hook-end shut around it: now there was a bent, 
eight-shaped link holding the chain shut in a loop. Then the giant picked up the other end, 
bending the already-broken link down so it stayed firmly attached to the end of the chain 



instead of dangling loosely, holding the other hooked end out and motioning idly for 
Cindy to approach.

The female Drakkaren did so, wincing, and Requiem slipped the chain around her neck, 
keeping it tight but not to the point where it would bother her, and then hooking it and 
closing it off as he had around the pole, leaving Cindy with a neat chain collar just above 
her spiked one. She reached up and nudged at it lightly, the links jingling gently, then she 
glanced up at Requiem and sighed a bit. “So. At least I don’t have to stick a tube up my 
nether regions to pee, huh?”

“Quite.” Requiem replied mildly, then he paused and headed over for his luggage, but 
again she noticed he was careful to avoid turning so his back was to her, instead almost 
sidestepping towards the table, then easily plucking a plain white dress shirt out of the mess 
of clothing. “I’m going to head into town, pick up some things and some more food. You 
can do as you like, but don’t take off the collar and please don’t make a mess of my stuff 
while I’m gone.”

“I hate you.” Cindy said morbidly, and Requiem smiled over his shoulder at her, looking 
entertained as he quickly slipped his shirt on and dexterously did the buttons up. Then he 
turned and headed towards the door, leaving through it, and Cindy rolled her eyes as she 
heard him lock it from the other side, but complimented his cautiousness nonetheless. Then 
she began to walk once more, inspecting the floor of the windmill curiously and wondering 
idly why the hell they’d set up a sawmill inside of here anyway: but it passed the time, and 
Cindy felt she had far too much of that on her hands. Maybe when the giant got back, she’d 
ask him to pick her up some paper and pens when he was in town next… couldn’t hurt to 
keep a record of  her little misadventure, right?

~~~

Felicity gazed quietly out the window: it was noon, now, and people had started arriving 
back and checking in, giving estimates of how many people they had picked up and what 
their ‘profession’ and specialty was. So far, they had a gaggle of bikers, a good amount of 
gangster wannabes, and a few actual mercenaries and others who could prove extremely 
valuable in a brawl… but she didn’t like the fact that every time she heard about another 
addition to her army, it only added to the sinking feeling in her gut. Mika too looked more 
pessimistic than pleased with the numbers of people they were getting… and he had always 
been the brightest of  them, even before he’d started pumping morphine into his system.

She shook her head slowly, then glanced at the coyote: he was busily typing away on his 
laptop, making faces and muttering under his breath, trying to use the radios he’d assigned 
everyone to bring up their location on a map of the area around Baskin’s Grove. He’d been 
working his ass off all night, and hadn’t needled himself more than once… it made her feel 
strangely proud of him, and all she really wanted to do at this moment was walk up and 
give him a tight hug and thank you. But Tank had pulled up a minute or two ago, and she 
didn’t want a repeat of  what had happened yesterday.

Strangely enough, the badger didn’t put in appearance… at least, not until around two 
o’clock, when Felicity watched the last of the Godkillers and the others who had agreed to 



help out pull into the parking lot outside and climb out of their cars, heading into the 
building. Mika glanced up at her, and she nodded to him with an encouraging smile, 
walking over and silently reaching down to squeeze his shoulder.

Mika reached up and gave her hand a brief squeeze in return, then he reached up to tap 
his headset, pressing a button on the keyboard and clearing his throat before saying calmly: 
“Everyone, assemble in the common room. We’ll be collecting the last of the status reports 
there, and then we’ll give an estimation of our current army’s size and capabilities. Again, 
everyone, please assemble in the common room.”

Then he released the button and sighed, pushing his headset down around his neck and 
smiling faintly up at Felicity: the vixen smiled back, then she reached down and gently 
patted him on the cheek, saying softly: “I’ll take it from here. You can go home, get some 
rest.”

“Nah… I’ll stick it through a few more minutes. Then I can go and get my rockets off 
in private and sleep in a closet or something.” Mika replied with a faint smile, and Felicity 
snorted softly, shaking her head before the coyote reached up and squeezed her shoulder, 
standing shakily. She reached out, grasping his own shoulders, and then she felt a strange 
urge that she never had before… but lately, she and Mika seemed to have gotten to know 
each other on a whole different level. She paused, looked down quietly, then glanced back 
up and smiled a bit.

“You… you can use my room. I’d… like to just… talk to you about something.” She 
said finally, her eyes roving downwards. Mika tilted his head, and she knew he was looking 
at her with concern, but she gently nudged him aside and strode past, giving a smile over 
her shoulder and saying quickly: “Hey, come on! We can’t get there too late.”

“Worked for Hitler.” Mika replied with a smile of his own, and Felicity let out an 
offended huff before they shared a bit of a laugh, the canid unplugging his laptop and 
quickly following her as he closed the lid and tucked it under his arm, at the same time 
snagging his attaché case. They quickly made their way to the appointed location, then 
allowed the last dregs of the gang to straggle their way into the common room ahead of 
them before following in. Mika sat down in one of the open chairs with a grunt, glancing at 
the painting of Zerrex, before he looked at Felicity, who was looking at her idol with a faint 
smile.

Tank, of course, was already scowling angrily, and he looked damn miserable: it was a 
nice thing to see. The badger obviously hadn’t gotten his beauty sleep… but moreover, was 
covered in grease. Mika sincerely hoped his piece-of-shit car had broken down for good this 
time… anything that made Tank unhappy generally made the coyote happy, after all.

Then he popped open his laptop, moving quickly to the working list they had: he’d 
listed the names of all the members, then a head count of the people they’d brought in, and 
special notes on who they’d enlisted and if they could do anything fancy. There were still 
eight people who hadn’t bothered to report in, however, and Tank was among that 
number… he’d probably been too busy working on his stupid car and hadn’t wanted to be 
seen by Felicity looking like crap, but now he couldn’t avoid it. Mika hid a grin as he 



swayed a bit on the seat, bringing one of his legs up and sitting on it as he looked at the 
badger with entertainment: despite all his own failings, it looked like the stupid junkie drug 
addict could still handle staying up all night better than the muscle-headed badger.

He quickly turned his attention to Felicity, though, when the vixen announced clearly: 
“Although still missing reports from eight people here, we’ve already got an amazing 
amount of people at our disposal. But before I go on, I’d like to hear an estimate of how 
many people were recruited by those who haven’t yet reported in.” At this, she paused and 
turned her eyes on Tank.

The badger looked back at her sulkily, then he snorted and shrugged before finally 
saying clearly: “Twenty-three.”

Felicity blinked at this, and there were cheers around the room as he settled himself a 
bit more deeply into his usual chair, now looking more proud of himself. Then she nodded 
and smiled as she glanced at Mika, who gave a shrug… but the disbelief in his eyes as he 
typed in the number was a clear enough answer for her. “That’s good to hear, Tank, thank 
you. Now, what about everyone else?”

None of the others were so grand or numerous, and the badger looked smug as he 
rested back in his chair, wiping grease idly along one arm of the wooden furnishing before 
crossing his own. Then, when the others had finished, Felicity turned a curious gaze to 
Mika, and the coyote looked up with a smile, saying clearly: “We have an estimated one 
hundred and forty-eight people at our disposal, including us.” 

There were cheers from around the room at this, and Felicity beamed visibly, clasping 
her hands together: at most she’d only expected around a hundred. But even if Tank was 
lying entirely about how many people he’d found and most of the others had overestimated 
one or two, they would still have at least that number ready for battle… and so she smiled 
around at them all, then said warmly: “Alright everyone. I won’t bore you with the plan now, 
since I know you must all be goddamn tired from your road trip… so please, go get some 
rest and then we’ll all meet at the park tonight, and don’t forget to bring your friends. We’ll 
all go over the plan there and get ready to take this city back, for the Boss.”

“For the Boss.” came the crowd’s murmur in response, and Felicity felt an odd chill roll 
through her body as the others began to filter out. She didn’t like the look that people were 
giving her or the picture of Zerrex, and she also didn’t like the fact that Tank didn’t bother 
to hit on her or say anything as he too left, except to grin at her in a rather evil way… it 
made her wonder just what the hell was happening. But then she shook her head and turned 
to Mika, watching him shut down his laptop and pick that up with his attaché case.

He smiled at her… but he too looked uneasy. “I’m sure they were just tired and 
everything… I mean, they all seemed really enthusiastic about the army we’ve raised and 
stuff.”

“Yeah… but come on. Let’s go up to my room.” Felicity said quietly, glancing down, 
then she looked back up and smiled a bit. “You shared a secret with me. I’d like… to share 
mine with you.”



“Okay, Felicity… I’m… thank you.” The coyote said softly, and the love and 
compassion she saw in his eyes let her know she was doing the right thing in finally opening 
up to someone about her scars and her past.

Tank, however, was extremely displeased to see Mika and Felicity going into the vixen’s 
room together… and he felt even angrier when, after half an hour of him sitting silently in 
the room across the hall and peering through the half-open door, there was still nothing. 
He thought he’d heard something earlier, but he didn’t think that Felicity would cheat on 
him with that stupid drug addict… but…

“His morphine… he could drug her and rape her.” He muttered angrily, then he paused 
and frowned, looking up. “Wait… he… uses needles for the morphine, right. And…” The 
badger blinked a bit, then he grinned slowly as he hurried out of the room he’d been hiding 
in, instead heading quickly down the hall and then into a small, neat storage room with a 
large, locked glass case sitting in one corner. He approached this, then peered through at the 
various vials and bottles inside, mumbling under his breath before ripping the thankfully 
not-locked glass doors open and grabbing one of the bottles. Although with that stupid 
junkie around, we really should get to lockin’ it… he thought bitterly, closing the doors 
again and then looking down at the bottle.

It was the kind that you needed a syringe to get anything out of… mainly because the 
only thing that this stuff was supposed to go into was the tranquilizer darts that could be 
loaded into one of the shotguns they had in the armory. He grinned a bit, bouncing it 
slowly in his hand before leaving and slamming the door to the storage room behind 
himself, walking back to his room. A few drops of this in a water-diluted tranq generally 
knocked even the biggest rich asshole flat on his ass… he figured pushing a needle of the 
stuff into Felicity would keep her kayoed for the night. Then, that just left Mika to deal 
with… but he knew exactly what he wanted to do with that numb fuck, for doing whatever 
he was doing to his girl.

He frowned as he entered his room, then he shook his head before walking over to a 
picture he had on the wall of himself and Felicity, standing in the park together. He paused 
a moment, then carefully removed it and reached down to gently pull out the gauze he’d 
stuffed into a hole, to act as a sound muffler. Then he lowered his eye to the perfectly-
round cut he’d made in the wall: it stretched all the way through the wall and into Felicity’s 
room. The vixen had never noticed the hole, thankfully, and had never covered it up by 
accident with anything either… it was the perfect little peephole. Usually, he only used it 
when he was worried about his girl… but sure, on occasion it had been nice to try and get a 
look at her changing. She was so goddamn careful about that even when she was alone, 
though, and he’d never seen much more than her back, which frustrated the hell out of  him.

But… shit! She was naked now… and curled up on Mika’s lap, and it looked like she 
was… doing something to him, rocking against him, and Mika was holding her close and 
rocking with her. Tank pulled violently away from the peephole, then he shoved the cotton 
cork back in before letting out a loud yell of fury and picking up the picture of himself 
and Felicity and throwing it to the floor, shattering the glass and smashing the frame. Then 



he turned quickly back to the hole, ripping the cotton out and glaring through, growling 
under his breath and almost panting and snorting with the fury he felt bubbling through his 
body.

Thankfully, they didn’t hear his ruckus… and for the next while, Tank watched them 
talking, unable to hear through the thick walls but watching as Mika eventually helped his 
girl – his girl, Tank’s girl, not Mika’s! – back into her clothes, then they lay down together 
on the little bed and curled up like children, going to sleep. Tank, however, didn’t see 
children. Tank saw an unfaithful bitch he’d have to teach a lesson when this was all over and 
a fucking horny drug addict who had possibly poisoned and raped his beautiful, lovely 
Ellie. But he bided his time, managing to wait a bit longer before finally picking up the 
bottle of  knockout serum, leaving his room and then heading over to Felicity’s.

Unsurprisingly, the door was locked… but Tank had a trick to deal with that. He 
reached into his pocket, muttering under his breath, then pulled out a clone of the master 
key for the building that Felicity carried with her at all times. He used this to unlock the 
door, then he opened it as quietly and carefully as possible before moving carefully inside, 
heading to the junkie’s attaché case: he was unsurprised to see that it was open, and that one 
of the needles was sitting out on top, empty. The badger glared at this, then he snatched it 
up and carefully filled the needle about a quarter of the way full: normally, the diluted 
tranqs knocked a victim out for a good twenty minutes, so he figured this would keep 
Felicity out until morning. 

Without bothering to use any grace or subtlety, the badger walked up beside the bed, 
then swung the needle on a vicious downwards arc, plunging it into the vixen’s hip and 
depressing the plunger at the same time. Felicity let out a shriek of pain and surprise, her 
eyes snapping open for a moment… but before she could even turn to look at Tank, her 
body slumped, and she fought to stay conscious as Tank jerked the needle out, grumbling 
to himself and throwing the needle away as one of the vixen’s hands fumbled at her slightly-
bleeding leg. Then she twitched a bit before letting out a sigh and falling into a deep sleep, 
even as Mika began to sluggishly wake up, mumbling: “Felicity? You okay?”

“She’s fine, you fucking junkie.” Tank rumbled, and Mika’s eyes snapped open, 
registering the badger only a moment before a hard punch from the muscular male slammed 
into his face, snapping his cheekbone and knocking him back into the drugged female with 
a loud cry of pain. Then Tank snagged one of Mika’s legs and dragged him off the bed, 
grinning at the loud, pained thump the coyote made before continuing to pull the stunned 
canid easily over the ground, jerking him out the door and then turning with a grunt, 
smacking Mika’s head off the doorframe before sending him skidding on his back into the 
wall.

The coyote let out a cry of pain, then his eyes bulged as Tank slammed a foot into his 
stomach. His arms wrapped tight around his gut as he moaned, but the groggy sound of 
pain turned to a loud shriek of agony as Tank put his hands against the wall, leaning 
forwards and slamming his foot firmly into the coyote’s open jaws, sending up a fine spray 
of  blood and several fragments of  broken tooth.



Mika writhed on the ground, tears rolling down his face and clutching at his mouth, 
then Tank grabbed his collar and hefted him easily into the air, slamming him back into the 
wall as the coyote looked at him with agonized eyes. The badger grinned viciously, leaning 
in close, and then he slammed his head hard forwards into Mika’s face, sending out another 
spray of blood from his ravaged muzzle and nose, making him cry out again in pain. The 
coyote looked down the hall, and through the haze of pain he saw a door slam… and 
despite the agony roiling in his body, he realized no one was coming to help him.

Then Tank threw him to the ground and started kicking him again, yelling angrily. 
Mika screamed in pain with each hard blow, rocking on the ground, feeling his ribs snap 
under the heavy, steel-toed combat boots of the muscular badger, unable to make out 
anything but the words “junkie,” “scum,” “Ellie,” and “fucker” strewn seeming at random 
through the unintelligible growling and snarling. Tank was all but foaming at the mouth, 
and the weakened, surprised coyote could do nothing to defend himself as the muscular 
badger kept slamming his foot into his body again and again.

Finally, he stopped, stepping back and panting hard, looking down at the bloody, beaten 
drug addict on the floor in front of him with disgust. Then the badger seized on a new 
idea, and he turned and entered Felicity’s room again, leaving Mika sobbing, in complete 
agony. A moment later, however, the coyote stared up at the badger as he dangled his attaché 
case over his head, and he moaned, shaking his head slowly and managing through a 
mouthful of  blood and splintered teeth: “Please Tank… no…”

“You’re right. No more.” The badger replied, eyes burning with a horrible, sadistic glee 
as he opened the case. He removed a vial of morphine, and basked in the way that the canid 
stared at it before he suddenly turned and whipped it hard at the wall. He laughed as Mika 
literally screamed, reaching a hand up as if to magically stop the vial in midair, and the 
sound of it shattering and the liquid inside splattering across the ground brought nothing 
but happiness to Tank… almost as much as the sound of Mika breaking down into sobs 
and begging did.

He didn’t bother to listen: instead, he simply threw the rest of the attaché case down 
the hall, shattering the rest of the glass and laughing as Mika screamed again, the sound of 
the coyote’s pain mixing with the tinkling of broken glass a beautiful symphony to the 
badger’s ears. Tank paused only a moment to make sure that all the bottles of morphine 
were broken, then he snorted and looked down at the coyote with disgust and amusement, 
landing a firm kick to his side and sending Mika sprawling as he tried to crawl to his feet, 
the coyote looking up at him with hate… but also fear and a pain so deep that it almost 
made Tank feel sorry for the stupid little drug addict. “Don’t cry. You just gotta go cold 
turkey now, motherfucker. Be good for you, really…

“Now hey.” Tank dropped to a squat, smiling, and Mika cringed back from him: it was 
definitely a good start, in the badger’s humble opinion. “I hope you remember the lessons 
we learned today. Stay away from my girl. In fact, don’t you even come back here… unless I 
give the okay, got it? I want you to clean up all this broken glass, too… I don’t want anyone 
gettin’ hurt, after all.” A pause, then the muscular male stood and stretched, grinning 



violently down at Mika before he purposefully stepped on him as he walked past, making 
the coyote cry out again in pain as he headed for Felicity’s room, closing the door and 
locking it once more before turning and standing in his own doorway. 

He paused, back to the coyote, then he glanced over his shoulder and said softly: “And 
you know what I’ll do to you and yours if you so much as breathe a word of this to anyone. 
Now clean up that mess and get the fuck out of my building, and stay the fuck away from 
my girl. Don’t call her, I’ll call you, when we actually need you again, you piece of shit. And 
by the way… if there’s but one speck of glass not cleaned up off that hall, I’m gonna come 
to your house, break all your windows, and make you lick it off  the floor. Got it?”

The coyote only stared at him for a moment, sobbing quietly… but then he nodded 
and Tank grinned slowly before stepping into his room and closing the door, letting out a 
sigh of relief as he looked over his posters and possessions. Now to take a nap and get 
ready for his big debut tonight… he had one hell of  a story to tell, after all.

~~~

Cherry frowned a bit as she finished pulling on the black gloves that came with her red 
dress, smoothing it idly out before sighing and wincing a bit as she poked one of her 
breasts gently through the fabric. On the bright side, she had her combat boots on and 
some extra clothes beneath, just in case things got nasty… she definitely had no intention 
of doing any kind of work in this dress unless she had to. Not because it was hideous… 
but merely because it would be impossible to do next to anything in these stupid clothes, 
precog or not.

Lone, on the other hand, was whining as he shifted from paw-to-paw, complaining 
about everything from the dress shoes he wore to the fact that she’d forced him to put on a 
little something extra beneath his tuxedo. The lupine was looking into a mirror with 
disgust, brushing at the sleeves of his black suit and muttering about the servants not doing 
a good enough job cleaning it, then he turned to her and held her arms out, asking 
uncertainly: “How do I look?”

It was probably the first time since… well… ever… that Lone had asked her a question 
for her honest opinion, without suggesting an answer first… hell, without even being an 
asshole, but actually giving room for the idea that he wasn’t perfect. She gave the slightest of 
smiles as she looked him over, idly taking in the black dress pants, black jacket that had a 
rose in the lapel – and the stupid golden pocketwatch in an inside pocket, which he kept 
checking every five minutes – and the plain, red silk dress shirt beneath. Around his neck 
hung a silver sword on a plain silver necklace, as well as a bow tie… and his ears were 
adorned now with golden earrings instead of his usual silver. As well, he had a ridiculous 
amount of rings on either hand… at least one for each finger, varying between platinum 
and gold, some inset with gemstones and others not. Finally, he had that ridiculous anklet 
on, and his belt had the Wulfe crest for an oversized buckle… but all the same, with his gut 
held in by all the crap he was wearing, he looked somewhat charming.

“You look fine.” she said softly, finding it odd she didn’t have the heart to tell him he 
looked like a walking ad for rape and theft with all the jewelry… but she figured he 



wouldn’t fit in with everyone else, who likely would be covered in fancy little accessories of 
their own. Personally, she’d always stuck with the idea that decorating yourself with bits of 
metal was like advertising that you were a rich target for robbery… but then again, she 
wasn’t a very girly-girl. 

Lone smiled at her thankfully, then he rubbed the back of his head: it caused his suit 
jacket to sway open a bit, and Cherry tilted her head, adding mildly: “But if I were you, I’d 
lose the gun.”

“No!” Lone blurted immediately, looking shocked as he reached under the outer layer 
of clothing and clutched the gigantic revolver he had resting in a built-in holster in his suit 
jacket: it was like he thought he was some secret agent. “This is my favorite gun! And 
everyone else is going to be armed, just in case something bad happens…”

Cherry hid a frown as the wolf ’s voice dropped steadily off through his sentence, until 
it was simply a mumble. She thought of suggesting a different gun, but finally decided 
against it, figuring Lone would whine and bitch. Still, she thought it was ridiculous that if 
the wolf  had to bring a gun, he had to bring the hugest one possible.

It was an eight-shot, rectangular-barreled revolver that was probably some weird custom 
caliber, made of black metal with gold edgings and accessories. The handle was made of 
walnut or some other carefully-crafted and hand-painted wood, with a customized grip and 
filed-down trigger guard. Cherry also thought that if Lone actually did manage to fire it, 
the recoil would probably knock him off his feet: it had to be at least .50 caliber. But it 
would make a good backup weapon, if her own gun – which was duct-taped to her inner 
thigh with a spare clip, and was going to bug the hell out of her all night – ran out of 
ammo in some confrontation. 

Lone didn’t know she’d snagged a plain 15mm, however… fortunately, he was stupid 
enough to think that she would just happily following along with the wolf ’s “chores” earlier 
today, which had been to help him pack his gun collection into metal cases filled with 
form-fitting foam custom designed for each and every gun, and then loading those cases 
into huge wooden crates… which had then been carried outside by servants into a variety 
of moving trucks to be taken ‘somewhere,’ in the wolf ’s words. She thought she had a pretty 
good idea of where they’d be going, nonetheless, though… after all, the Apple Ball was 
tonight, and whatever surprises it held.

She had to admit, though, the wolf ’s illegal gun collection had been impressive. The 
entire basement had been converted into almost a warehouse, and Lone had bought tons of 
different handguns from various companies, of different makes and models, and quite a few 
of them with the serial number filed off. Moreover, he had some very nice rifles and 
automatic weaponry… but Lone had bragged cheerfully as they’d worked on taking the 
guns from their various lockers and display cases that he had some much nicer custom 
weapons in his ‘real’ little collector’s room… and that he might show her if she decided to 
treat him good tonight.

The wolf had grinned suggestively at this, apparently still enthralled with himself and 
how well he’d done last night: Cherry, on the other hand, had barely been able to smile back 



at the idea of being covered in watery wolf semen again, and had instead gone quickly back 
to packing and wondering idly how she could sneak through the security door at the end of 
the room without Lone knowing. Then she’d finally decided that if she was forced to blow 
her cover tonight, she’d just drag Lone back downstairs with her and make him open the 
door through rigorous torture.

She smiled slightly at this thought, as Lone headed to the door, then followed him out: 
it was seven, about an hour after they’d eaten supper and still too early to head to the ball, 
but the wolf had mentioned earlier with a cheerful smile that he had another surprise for 
her. And thankfully, tonight she’d been spared his eating habits… he’d eventually 
complained that he was hungry, and she’d easily told him that she would pack up the rest of 
the guns while he ate, and that she was still full from lunch – somewhat true, but her meal 
had been cut short by the wolf waking up and coming downstairs naked, while yelling for 
his servants to go clean up the mess on his bed.

The day had been busy, but not detailed: the monotonous, simple work after a morning 
of resting on the couch downstairs and reading, however, had been amazingly healing, and 
she felt she had the strength to go through with tonight’s tasks, no matter how painful it 
would be. She smiled, thinking wistfully of Zerrex and promising herself she’d make sure to 
not harass him too much about sex when they got together again… but also that she’d treat 
this more professionally than she had been, and wouldn’t force him to fuck her until he was 
done with his training. She could respect him that much, at least… and she didn’t want to 
end up being like Lone, some irritating, clingy blob that just screwed up his concentration 
instead of  being any good.

Cherry glanced back and forth as they headed towards the door, then she frowned a bit 
at Lone as he yelled at various servants just for the hell of it, probably reveling in his own 
power like the sick little mini-tyrant he was. Then they were leaving out the front door, and 
she made a slight face at the black stretch limousine that was waiting for them at the 
bottom of the stairs, noting immediately that it had the Wulfe crest on each door… and 
even engraved on the goddamn hubcaps. Fuck. You’re asking for someone to take you out 
with a rocket launcher…

She carefully made her way down the stairs, hating how she had to daintily hold up her 
dress… and making a face at the fact that Lone all but skipped towards the limo, grinning 
like an idiot as the chauffeur jumped out and opened the door for him. He leapt in without 
even a glance at the uniformed male, but Cherry smiled and nodded her thanks before 
stepping inside, wincing as she slid into the comfy interior and carefully let her dress fall 
around her legs, sliding away from the door as it closed. Immediately, Lone pressed back 
against her and smiled up at her, licking his muzzle hungrily and vying for a kiss… but 
Cherry quickly faked a cough as she slid away, and Lone looked after her with 
disappointment. It was quickly lost, however, as he instead faced the front and pointed at a 
television unit mounted on the ceiling, bouncing a bit on the seat like a child. “Hey! It’s my 
show again! Damn, but I bet tonight’ll be a blast!”



“Me too.” Cherry said softly, rubbing at her hips as she glanced out the one-way 
window, before facing forwards again and looking out the bulletproof glass shield between 
them and the driver instead of at the television. She felt anxious and nervous, and she only 
ever felt this way when about to go on a dangerous mission, or if something very bad was 
about to happen… perhaps, in a way, it was her precog kicking in, or just some psychic 
runoff. She winced slightly, then clasped her hands together and breathed quietly, idly 
playing with her wedding band through one of the long, black gloves she wore: it helped 
her focus and to soothe her worried thoughts. It was ironic that Lone didn’t notice it 
anymore… or maybe he’d just convinced himself that he’d given the ring to her. Then again, 
it could also be that he thought it was just a sign of her showing off her wealth, like 
everyone else did in the Apple Villa quarters.

After a few minutes, the limo came to a half, and the driver climbed out, once more 
opening the door for them and letting them out of the vehicle. Cherry winced as she 
immediately recognize the store Lone had brought her to: an old Apple Villa business called 
Dana’s, which specialized in shitty jewelry sold at insanely-high prices. It was still on one of 
the main streets, and every time she and Zerrex had passed it, she’d mentioned wanting to 
blow it up: Zerrex, on the other hand, had always muttered it would be a waste of good C4, 
and that all the shiny – and mostly fake – jewelry melting in a fire might cause some sort of 
biohazard. So they’d left it alone, since it also didn’t really seem to be hurting anyone.

Lone led her quickly to the door and pushed through, ignoring the closed sign: Cherry 
followed, wincing at the warmth of what she swore could be platinum, and then stepping 
into a sparkling world of gemstones, precious metals, trinkets and accessories. She glanced 
back and forth, stepping cautiously over the red oak hardwood beneath her and onto a 
carpet weaved of what was likely the finest silks, laced with golden tassels… then paused to 
make sure it didn’t have a price tag on it before returning to looking around the empty 
store, as Lone called in a singsong voice: “Dana! Where are you?”

Cherry looked up from examining a case full of brooches and rings, blinking and 
looking skywards as the chandelier above their head rattled, then she turned to look behind 
the glass counter as a rotund skunk emerged. Her eyes sparkled as she looked at the female 
Drakkaren with a wide grin that showed off perfect, sparkling teeth, and she felt herself 
repulsed as she looked at Dana for the first time: a medium-height, obese skunk with dyed-
mauve-black fur, and clad in a purple, sparkling dress that was far too tight on her body, 
every finger sparkling with a ring that had an oversized gemstone on it and a necklace of 
opals and diamonds around her neck. Her large tail was fluffed up and combed out behind 
her, a large, golden clasp with a massive diamond on the end of it, and upon her head was a 
fluffy purple cap with a feather made from gold sticking out of it. Rubies dangled from her 
ears as she tilted her head to look at Lone, saying in a voice that Cherry now recognized 
from over the phone: “My, darling! She is a beautiful one, especially in such a gorgeous 
dress! We’ll have to dress her up pretty!”

The skunk walked quickly towards the counter, then reached down and pulled out a red 
box as Lone quickly bounced up, grinning widely as he slid an arm around her waist. 
Cherry resisted the urge to smash the wolf ’s skull in with her elbow, instead smiling and 



clasping her hands tightly in front of her waist as she looked down at the box, then faked a 
gasp as Dana flicked it open and looked back and forth expectantly. “Those are 
marvelous!”

Inside was a pair of silver bracelets, horseshoe-shaped and designed to sit on the wrists 
more than hold them, and patterned with delicate gold designs all along the edge and 
outside body. Looking closer, she could also see they were dotted with sapphires and 
emeralds, and she had to hold back a sound of disgust as Dana reached out and motioned 
for one of  her arms, saying impatiently: “Well darling, then let’s see how they fit.”

“Oh, of course!” Cherry smiled and faked a blush as she held up her hands, feeling 
more like she was about to be handcuffed than gifted with pretty jewelry: she winced as 
Dana almost shoved them on, leaving them resting firmly on her wrists, and she looked at 
them as if admiring the design. In reality, however, she was simply mourning the fact they 
were probably on too tightly for her to be able to ‘accidently’ drop them.

Then Dana produced another box, and Cherry faked another gasp of amazement as 
Lone grinned widely, gazing down at a silver locket roughly the size of the wolf ’s 
pocketwatch, and inscribed with the Wulfe crest and set on a gold chain: hanging just above 
it, dangling across its own little chain that glittered with gemstones, was a silver sword. 
Cherry looked up with a warm smile at Dana, who looked pleased at this reaction… but in 
reality the female was giving the skunk a closer look over, and she was unsurprised to see 
that she too wore a silver sword under her necklace of  gemstones. “It’s so beautiful!”

“And even better.” Dana reached down, then popped open the locket: Cherry found 
herself staring again, and fortunately both Lone and Dana took this for a stare of 
amazement and adoration instead of the shock that it actually was. “Yes, isn’t it 
wonderful?”

On one side was embossed the profile of a Drakkaren’s head, and on the other, a wolf ’s, 
both of them facing each other… and with “Cherry” and “Lone” over their respective 
species. Worst of all, there was a heart around each capital letter, and the female Drakkaren 
had to quickly work to calm herself down to halt herself from killing Lone… this time, 
however, possibly seriously. Worst of all was the feeling of humiliation, as Dana closed the 
locket, then gently lifted it by the chain and turned it around, undoing the clasp and saying 
warmly: “Here, I’ll put it around your neck, and our good Mayor can do up the clasp 
behind your neck… and please, let me be the first to congratulate you two! You make such 
a beautiful couple, really.”

“Thank you.” Cherry forced herself to smile, looking up at Dana, then glancing quickly 
back down and trying to keep her hands from clenching into fists, as the skunk leaned 
forwards with a grunt and tossed the end of the long necklace around her shoulders: Lone 
quickly moved behind her, taking the ends and then doing up the clasp as he ground his 
crotch against her at the same time, and she could hear him give a quiet grunt before he slid 
back, letting an arm loop tight around her waist as he grinned up at her.

“Anything for you, babe.” he said comfortably, as he moved a hand to teasingly squeeze 
one of her buttocks, making Cherry want to pulverize him as she finally regained some 



semblance of control, trying now instead to ignore the locket that was hanging just against 
the slopes of her breasts and would likely draw all sorts of unwanted attention to her 
cleavage.

Then the two were talking money, and Cherry took the time to slide backwards and 
close her eyes, once more trying to refocus on her objective and using all of her inner focus 
to maintain her self-control. Later she could punish Lone as hard as she wanted, sure… but 
for now, she had to keep the fucking bastard alive, no matter what he was telling everyone 
else or what he did to her. But later… there would definitely be a reckoning for all the shit 
that Lone was pulling. Maybe he wasn’t aware of the fact that the only other person who 
had given her a locket was Zerrex, and that she had passed it – her most valuable keepsake – 
on to Cindy… but that didn’t really matter at this point. Right now, she just wanted to 
mash his face in for being a bastard in general.

Within a few minutes, however, she and Lone were leaving the store, and she forced 
herself to smile and wave at the dumb, bejeweled bitch behind the counter as Dana tittered 
and headed back into her office. As they headed back to their limo, Cherry saw that 
another had pulled up behind them, this one painted gold instead of black, and she felt a 
disgusted smile breech her muzzle even as she slipped into her own, after Lone. The wolf 
noticed her look, however, but his only reaction was a bit of a grin as he nodded and said 
idly: “Disgusting bitch, isn’t she?”

You’re one to talk… Cherry thought venomously, but she only smiled in return before 
tilting her head back a bit as Lone leaned up towards her, reaching up to squeeze a breast 
firmly through her shirt. She withheld a wince, then the wolf grinned as he made kissy-
sounds, saying cheerfully: “Come on. Give your daddy some sugar for giving you such nice 
little gifts, baby…”

“Oh, of course…” Cherry responded evenly, giving a strained smile. She leaned down 
as the wolf fondled her breast slowly through her dress, and their lips met, jaws working for 
a few moments as she felt the wolf ’s tongue invade her muzzle clumsily, drawing over her 
front teeth before delving back towards her throat: she pulled back, breaing the kiss, but 
took the time to nip the wolf ’s tongue painfully, making him yip and jerk away, grabbing at 
his mouth as he stared at her, and the female Drakkaren smiled sweetly, clasping her hands 
in front of  her bosom as Lone kept his hands over his muzzle. “Oops. Sorry.”

“Right…” Lone said shortly, then he shrugged before settling against her, wrinkling his 
suit a bit more as he clung to her like a small child, occasionally rubbing her thigh or 
groping at her breasts. The rest of the ride was spent like that, with the wolf staring at the 
television as the limo headed out of town, and Cherry glanced uneasily behind them every 
so often, not liking how dark the sky was already or the fact she could see more than one 
limousine following behind them. When rich people gathered so obviously, it always meant 
trouble… and she had learned that was especially true of Baskin’s Grove, from what Zerrex 
has told her and the small bits of  Apple Villa she had seen and fought against.

Then they were pulling slowly up to an abandoned-looking warehouse… except there 
was bright light shining out from every window of the massive warehouse, as they pulled 



through a plain gate. She watched as several plain limousines unloaded their cargo of two or 
three passengers, then slowly continued along a rutted stone path between the building and 
a chainlink fence before turning and presumably heading to wait around back, or perhaps 
just driving off into the night to arrive again at some appointed time. By the doors stood 
uniformed, bulky bouncers in red vests and black pants, but as they drove up, she could see 
neither was armed… making them useless, despite their intimidating size. 

The limo stopped, and the driver climbed quickly out to open the door as Lone 
bounced in his seat, grinning like a child: when the driver opened the door, however, he 
quickly climbed out and attempted to look cultured and refined, adjusting his bowtie and 
waiting for Cherry to climb free before locking arms with her and approaching the door 
proudly. Both the tall bull and tiger stepped back, bowing to them politely and putting a 
hand on either swinging door, pushing them easily open, and Lone laughed a bit as he 
looked at Cherry cheerfully. “Good help is so rare but such a treat these days, isn’t it?”

“Yes, of course.” Cherry murmured, as they stepped through the doors and into the 
brightly-lit… ballroom. There was no other word for what the warehouse had been turned 
into, as she stared around it what was almost disbelief. Admittedly she had understood that 
none of the Apple Villa rich folk were very smart when it came to planning and design… 
but this total, horrible lack of  security amazed even her.

All the walls were whitewashed, and the cement floor had been replaced with white 
marble tile: even the ceiling had been changed, painted the same bright white and lined with 
massive, hanging chandeliers made of silver and gold, hiding the enormous spotlights that 
lit the room as clearly as day. There was a red carpet rimmed with gold and framed with 
golden tassels, and another two guards stood inside the door… equally huge, but equally 
unarmed as their counterparts outside, along with a snobby-looking tiger wearing a tuxedo 
and a monocle, who smiled and checked them off a list with a massive quill as they entered. 
He stood at a wooden podium that had the Wulfe crest on it, of all things… and a massive 
book atop that was apparently filled with names. Cherry noted that this might be 
important to grab later, if she could remember… and if the security hazards weren’t too 
high.

Glancing around, she could see that all the windows had been replaced, too. They were 
all placed almost ten feet up, which would normally be good… except they were also all at 
least ten feet wide and made of connecting squares of glass with wooden crossbars in 
between, standing almost fifty feet high: in other words, nearly reaching the ceiling. Even a 
small plane would have no trouble breaking through, if the pilot knew even the basics of 
trick flying… and the entire ballroom was open, except for the wooden tables placed on 
either side of the gigantic, at least one-hundred-and-fifty-foot-square room. These, she 
could see, were stacked high with food… and then there was a red carpet down the center 
of the area, leading to the top of the room, where a small, slightly-raised wooden platform 
sat in the middle, with a table to one side and what looked like a cluster of chairs to the 
other… and Cherry thought there was something on the table, but she couldn’t make out 
what it was. What worried her more, however, was the massive thing standing on the 
platform that she also couldn’t quite see.



Thankfully, Lone seemed about as anxious to see it as she was, hurrying down the 
mostly-empty ballroom towards it, the smaller wolf pacing fast enough that Cherry had to 
almost jog herself to keep up with the excited lupine. Her eyes settled on the thing on the 
platform as Lone began to mumble words like “marvelous,” “awesome,” and other such 
things under his breath, looking almost crazed with the gleam in his eyes, but it only 
confirmed Cherry’s worst fears about what she could be running into tonight.

It was some kind of battle armor, from what she could see… a bipedal combat machine 
that looked like something out of a sci-fi comic and made her stomach twist 
uncomfortably. Sure, she and Zerrex had fought against tanks, armored vehicles, and super-
soldiers before… but this thing looked like it was on a whole new level. That, and she 
definitely did not like the look of the one arm as they drew close to the small crowd of 
people standing around it.

The machine was covered in blue plate metal, likely some kind of steel-titanium alloy, 
and stood at almost double her height: she guessed it was ten, eleven feet tall. The legs were 
squat, made of basic joints, so it probably couldn’t walk that fast… but the feet were 
square, with triangular “toes” stretching out from each side of the square to give it more 
stability. The legs were slightly-bowed as well, giving it more support, and attaching up into 
a body-slash-cockpit that was almost designed like the nose of a plane. It stretched 
outwards about five feet from the body itself, and since it was currently open Cherry could 
easily see the padded control chair inside and the variety of control panels and joysticks 
that would control the battle machine. These were safely recessed by steel walls, and it 
looked like the tinted-black glass shell could even be digitized, from the look of the odd 
machines attached to the driver’s windows at every few points. Fortunately, the design 
would leave the driver somewhat vulnerable, but the trick would be getting a clean shot or 
two through the glass. 

One arm came from a rounded shoulder joint, and possessed what looked like a fully-
rotational elbow and a gigantic vise for a hand: the Drakkaren winced inwardly at what it 
could likely do to her body if it caught her. The other arm, though, was far scarier: instead 
of possessing a forearm, it had been replaced with what looked almost like a massive, 
rectangular cannon with a simple gear-joint that would allow it to aim up and down. Worse, 
however, was the fact that it had a long, almost-fan attached to the bottom of the orange-
painted cannon that was doubtlessly some type of  loading clip. 

She knew what the orange-painted gun was, though… from the rectangular, plain 
design and the way it tapered to a cone at one end, opening on a rectangular black hole at 
the other and lined with what looked like wires and small generators, the only thing it could 
be was a railgun. Even she didn’t like the idea of tangoing with a combat armor that could 
use magnetic force to fire a metal bar at enough velocity to shred the hardiest of tanks… 
especially without Tinny or Zerrex around.

The female glanced at Lone, who was grinning widely at the armor, his eyes alight… 
then he turned towards the small knot of people standing near the bottom of it, striding up 
to the back of the group and for once not bothering to glean attention: instead, both he 



and Cherry listened to the male who was currently speaking: a hardy-looking mouse that 
was wearing leather pants, a plain white shirt, and a dress jacket that was also made from 
leather. Sunglasses were balanced on his head, and the fur on his head had been spiked back 
and tinted gold: the rest of his fur was a tan brown. “It’ll be able to take care of your little 
Boss problem, no sweat. Plus any Military Special Operations Armors like these can be 
continuously mass-produced, if you have the materials and the right factory equipment… 
and I can help set you up with that, if you show me over to one of the car factories in 
town. Hell, they usually have the right equipment, which is just one of the little tricks you 
gotta learn if  you wanna be in this business…”

“Hear, hear.” Lone said mildly, apparently already tired of listening, and several people 
turned to him: Cherry was unsurprised to see Madam Dandridge among them, as well as 
several of the other high-standing Apple Villites. Immediately, they all smiled and made a 
fuss over the wolf, and Lone basked in the attention he received as Mayor, shaking the hand 
of  the weapons dealer.

“And what a lovely lady…” the mouse grinned at her, taking one of her hands and 
kissing it, apparently trying to be charming: Cherry barely managed to repress a shudder 
and smile instead, bowing her head towards the male as she felt Lone finally detach himself 
from her to wander over to the combat armor with several of  his ‘rich friends.’

“Why, thank you, sir.” she said in as pleasant a voice as she could manage, then she 
glanced towards the towering combat armor and said in a voice she hoped would come 
across as properly awed. “And I really don’t know that much about machines, but that 
certainly seems like quite an impressive piece of  work.”

As expected, the weapons dealer wasn’t as easy as the rich people were to manipulate… 
but he soaked in the flattery all the same, crossing his arms and grinning a bit as he glanced 
over at the machine himself. “Oh, well, yes. It’s quite a beaut… it’ll serve you guys well, I’m 
hoping.” He paused, then asked slyly: “So… what’s Mayor Wulfe going to donate here 
today, huh? After all, I have quite a few bids going on.” Another pause, then a slight grin as 
his eyes flickered over her: Cherry felt herself being sized up and once more delegated to 
the realm of sexual object as she felt the mouse’s eyes settle on her large bust, and then he 
added: “But hey, it might be easy for someone of your immense beauty to… persuade me 
to take a lower bid, if  you know what I mean.”

“Well, why don’t you show me around to the back and what else you have in stock?” 
Cherry replied with a slight smile, half-lidding her eyes teasingly and sliding her body a bit 
closer to the mouse: he grinned wider, and she suddenly found herself at peace with the 
idea that all rich people were wasps, sluts, or idiots… after all, it made infiltration so much 
easier. Then she let the mouse lead her away towards the heavy steel doors at the back of 
the ballroom, which were guarded by two more bulky but unarmed, uniformed servants.

The door opened onto a plain, massive storeroom full of wooden crates and lit by 
hanging lamps: Cherry could also see several open steel shutters, where freighter trucks had 
been carefully backed into and their cargo unloaded. Then the mouse grabbed her arm and 
jerked her forwards, grinning to himself as he flicked his sunglasses up a bit higher, pulling 



her into the storeroom and unwittingly giving away every secret the warehouse had to offer 
as she let herself be pulled along with a feminine grunt, at the same time letting her eyes 
rove over the surroundings and the soldiers sitting near one stack of boxes at a table, 
playing poker under one the lights, laughing, and generally looking like untrained idiots. 
Some of them were even sitting back and lounging, reading newspapers and getting crumbs 
all over their uniforms as they ate food they’d likely stolen from the buffet tables outside: 
only one or two looked ready to work, or were doing something constructive like cleaning 
their guns… although from this group, it was love of the pretty guns and not of the unit 
that compelled them to do it.

In a single look, Cherry sized up that there were twenty soldiers in normal mercenary 
outfits: basic body armor that was more for stopping scrapes than bullets, all-black shock 
outfits, messy uniforms and scuffed combat boots, and most of them with mush masks – 
painful, irritating, but extremely useful shock-troop masks. They were made of a type of 
rubber than bonded to the body when slapped on, melding perfectly over the features and 
muzzles of any species: the only trick was making sure that you lined up your eyes with the 
eyeholes cut into the black latex substance. They also hurt like a bitch coming off… but 
better to take a bit of pain than to suffer the death penalty for being seen and identified by 
the enemy.

There were also five other soldiers that she saw, sitting by themselves as their apparent 
leader dragged her past some steel crates, to the cheers of the others as he waved a hand and 
Cherry forced herself to look uncertain, covering her face with one hand. The other 
soldiers looked better trained, although they too were relaxed and lounging around… these 
ones wore a different type of uniform though, some kind of more bulky body armor. They 
were playing their own game of cards in a corner behind some other boxes, but they were 
more reserved and calmer: if Cherry had to guess, she’d say they were drivers. And the fact 
there were five of  them worried her.

Then she and the mouse were descending deeper into the catacombs of the warehouse 
behind the ballroom, the female Drakkaren wincing slightly as she glanced back and forth: 
however, then the mouse pulled her behind a wall of crates, apparently intending to head 
deeper with a ravenous grin on his features that suggested he didn’t want anyone to hear her 
screaming, and Cherry decided they were far enough away to avoid playing any extra games.

Moving fast, she stepped firmly forwards up behind the mouse and slammed an elbow 
down into the junction of his shoulder and neck: the male let out a weak, surprised caw as 
his eyes bulged, but even the sound of his collarbone snapping was louder than the 
exclamation from his jaws. Then his eyes rolled up in the back of his head and he fell to his 
knees: before he could fall flat, however, Cherry reached down and grabbed the back of his 
neck, hefting his limp body and then reaching forwards to settle a hand on the side of his 
muzzle before twisting it to the side violently.

The hard, sudden movement snapped the mouse’s neck, and Cherry let him fall to the 
ground before wiping her hands off. She then glanced around, but the wooden crates here 
were all firmly sealed, and she didn’t want to make any extra noise by ripping one open… 



so instead, she decided to just leave the body alone: he’d led her deep enough into the 
catacombs of  boxes that he’d be difficult to find, anyway.

Slowly, Cherry made her way forwards, retracing her steps through the maze, before 
blinking and straightening as she heard a loud, distinct bell chime. A few moments later, she 
could hear mutters and irritated grumbling as she pressed her back tight against the wooden 
crates behind her, ducking a bit, and then she heard footsteps approaching and a voice call: 
“Boss! The rich folks are callin’… you done yet?”

A pause, then the footsteps started forwards again before suddenly stopping, as another 
voice said in an amused voice: “Dude. Leave him be, he dragged one fine-ass bitch back 
there. And you don’t want to interrupt Rodrigo when he’s doin’ the business, believe you 
me. He’ll shoot you, pilot or not.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right. Makes me jealous that he gets the babes like that, though… 
fuckin’ ass.” responded the other voice, and then the footsteps walked away. Cherry released 
a sigh of relief, then she closed her eyes and counted slowly to one hundred before moving 
forwards again, stepping out of the maze of crates and back into the more-open area: 
thankfully, however, the drivers for the combat armors had all left, and the other 
mercenaries sounded like they were busy with their game behind the small stack of crates. It 
gave her enough leeway that she was able to relax slightly, and turn her attention to the only 
other thing of interest she’d detected in this area – the massive steel crates that lined the 
wall.

She approached these, glancing at the ten-by-ten cubes, then paused a moment, 
frowning as she reached out to finger a card reader on the side, with a small key panel below 
it. It meant that there was something heavy-duty inside… and then she saw the letters 
‘M.S.O.A.’ emblazoned in black across one corner of the box, and she winced. Cherry 
stepped back, looking back and forth over the boxes, then whistled quietly to herself. “Shit. 
And…” A pause as she compared them, then she continued to murmur to herself. “All the 
barcodes are different and so are the reference numbers… these must all be different 
models.” she paused again, then shook her head before making a bit of a face, then turning 
her attention slowly back towards the other end of the warehouse, where she’d just come 
from. “Well, let’s make sure they can’t get to their toys then, since I bet I know who has the 
cardkey.”

Cherry quickly made her way back to the mouse’s corpse, pausing to kneel by it and 
then doing a quick search: he had a handgun on him, but it was some stylish, low-caliber 
piece of shit… and, more importantly, he had several keycards on a ring and a cell phone. 
The female looked at this last for a few moments, then laughed faintly. “Well, he’ll be 
irritated that I interrupted his training… but he’d kill me if I tried to tackle this alone, 
since they could still probably bang the crates open and take out those other armors if they 
really wanted to. And if  that happens, I might actually need the cavalry.”

She flicked the small phone open, then quickly dialed in Tinny’s number and waited a 
few moments for the phone to connect, muttering about the reception in the warehouse. 



But a few moments later, there was one ring… then two… and then hallelujah. “Um. 
Hello?”

“Hey, Tinny.” Cherry said softly, and Tinman gave a sound of delight: something she’d 
never tire of, she thought. But she kept herself serious, saying quickly: “I need to speak to 
Zerrex. It’s extremely important.”

The urgency in her voice apparently appealed to the badger’s training, and he gave her a 
quick affirmative before she heard him jogging through the house: a few moments later, and 
her husband picked up the phone, making Cherry sigh in relief. Doing a solo mission was 
one thing… but when it came right down to it, taking chances on things that had bigger 
guns than you was just idiotic. “Cherry?” 

“Zerrex… I need some backup here. And we might want to level this building, just in 
case, so bring some explosives, too.” Cherry said quickly, glancing up at the roof and 
adding: “I’m on an unsecured line, by the way, so… make it quick. I’m going to try and 
take someone hostage outside to get them to shut down their operations, but they have war 
machines. Tanks on legs, pretty much. And the one that’s currently active is armed with a 
railgun… the armament and design of the others is unknown, however, although I’ve 
hopefully stalled them from opening the boxes, if  it comes to that.”

“Alright. Just keep yourself alive, Cherry.” Zerrex replied calmly, and she could hear him 
moving around as he asked in a curt voice: “Location?”

“Outside of town, past Apple Villa, highway… three-seventeen, I believe. It’s the 
abandoned warehouse that’s lit up like a birthday cake. Be careful, though, they’ll see you 
coming.”

“Not if I can help it. I’ll get there as soon as I can. Over and out.” Zerrex hung up the 
phone, and Cherry smiled a bit to herself before throwing the cell aside and stepping on it, 
crushing it under her combat boot and letting out a sigh. She closed her eyes for a few 
moments, then quickly stood and headed swiftly back towards the open area of the 
warehouse. She paused in the area with the metal crates, however, deciding she could still 
probably pull through this if she was careful… and she worked to make herself looked 
distraught before stumble-walking past the crates and the soldiers playing their games, 
heading quickly back towards the door and covering her face when she heard them yell and 
catcall her loudly, asking obscene questions in jeering voices.

Then she was at the door, and she shouldered her way through before grinning slightly 
as she walked past the guards, smoothing her dress out and striding into the ballroom with 
entertainment flickering in her eyes. Even she could play a good damsel if she wanted to… 
and everyone always seemed to buy that bit, no matter how old or clichéd it got. But she 
frowned slightly as she saw the four pilots assembled, one of them apparently attempting to 
explain the benefits of the Combat Armor in a shaky voice as he walked back and forth 
nervously along the platform, in front of the giant machine. Compared to the ballroom, the 
crowd of thirty or so people that was clustered in front of the platform – including the six 
at the front, which included Lone, Madam Dandridge, Dana, and the other three silver 



sword-wearing idiots – was completely ludicrous… but worse, it made it much harder to 
sneak into the group.

“I… uh… we’re going to show you a… test… operation… of the railgun, since… 
since that’s one of the good… er… best things… one of the nice features of the uh… of 
the combat armor…” stuttered the pilot who had apparently been elected to take their 
boss’s place, and she could see the other four looking worriedly back and forth. Then she 
heard someone clear their throat from the crowd, and Cherry paused in the act of trying to 
slip into the group from around the side, thankful that no one had really noticed her.

“Where’s Rodrigo? He’s supposed to be going over the specifics of this machine.” 
Lone’s voice rose up indignantly, and there was a murmur of consent from the crowd. The 
soldier up front paled at the looks he was getting, raising his hands as if in surrender before 
quickly running over to pick up a small stepladder, almost tripping in his haste.

He hurried back to the combat armor, then dropped it and cursed in a shaky voice, 
electing a few huffy titters as he turned and flushed deeply, finally replying: “I… he’s busy 
with… another business transaction right now, trying to get… more materials and... 
prototypes and… machines… and… stuff… but I’m gonna show you how this armor 
works right now!”

Cherry finally managed to slide her way forwards, and now she was standing right 
behind Lone, who was looking sulky: he was one of the two people in the middle of the 
Silver Crusaders, the six standing in a line slightly apart from the crowd. He yawned visibly, 
and Cherry saw the perfect chance to perhaps cut the snake’s head off before any more 
trouble was caused.

“I don’t think so!” she said clearly, then reached forwards and wrapped an arm tight 
around Lone’s neck, causing him to gasp and splutter as she snaked her other arm into his 
ridiculous suit jacket and jerked out the magnum revolver from the cloth holster, loving the 
ease of access it gave her. She shoved it against the wolf ’s temple, then cocked the hammer, 
dragging him backwards with a snarl as he choked and grabbed at her arm, pain, surprise, 
and utter terror on his features as his ears flattened and tail curled up between his legs. 
“Get down! Get away from there.”

The pilot only stared, visibly horrified, frozen on the stepladder: Cherry’d seen this 
expression from rookies or soldiers who generally stayed away from the front lines many 
times before. It was like being snared in the headlights of an approaching truck, but 
worse… not only did the body cease to react, even the mind shut down and couldn’t give 
the most basic of commands. It was terror: not for one’s self, but simply because the entire 
world had gone upside-down.

The other drivers, on the other hand, dropped to the floor immediately and put their 
hands over their heads, apparently recognizing that Cherry had their meal ticket in hand 
and she would have no problem blowing his head off. And, as she dragged Lone quickly 
back another good few feet, keeping the huge revolver placed firmly against his skull, she 
grinned slightly at the screams of the rich people as they fled in all directions, and the silver 
crusaders looked at her with something like horror.



Then Madam Dandridge began to laugh… and Dana joined in, hers a horrible 
chortling. Soon, the other three were laughing as well, even as the pilots continued to stare 
and the other members of Apple Villa panicked and fled to the corners of the room… but 
like so many, preferred to find a safe place to hide and watch then actually flee while they 
had the chance. Cherry snarled, confused by the apparent merriment of the Silver 
Crusaders, wondering what the hell was going on as Lone choked and gargled… then her 
eyes widened as a bear in a tuxedo and wearing a monocle pulled a handgun out of his suit 
jacket.

She had a moment to wonder why her precog didn’t kick in… then the bear pulled the 
trigger and she saw why, as the bullet hit Lone instead of her. She hadn’t been 
concentrating, so she wouldn’t see the ghost images… and there was never any actual threat 
to her, which would cause her ability to snap in automatically. And Lone… well… she 
didn’t even like Lone, but her expression of horror was real nonetheless as the wolf slumped 
in her grip and fell over, a startled look frozen on his face, a neat hole in the breast of his 
suit. Rose petals fell around him as he collapsed to the ground and lay still for a moment.

Cherry automatically aimed the massive revolver at the ursine, but he was still grinning, 
as if at some great joke, ivory-handled, classy .32 handgun still aimed neatly at her. His 
golden monocle glimmered, and then the black bear tilted his head upwards as he reached 
up and toyed with the silver sword dangling around his neck with his other hand, saying 
mildly: “It seems you’ve made a grievous error in your judgment, Miss Cherry. Lone is as 
important to us as say… he is to you, it appears.”

The female Drakkaren stepped back a bit, snarling angrily as she adjusted her stance, 
bringing one leg forwards and her other hand up to grip the bottom of the revolver’s 
handle. She felt a dull rage taking over her senses as the other members of the Silver 
Crusaders drew their own weapons… all of them stupid, worthless trinket handguns that 
would nonetheless kill her if they put enough bullets into her body. And although she was 
fairly sure she could wipe them all out with a quick strafe of the revolver, she couldn’t resist 
asking furiously: “Why? How could you do that to him? Yeah, he’s a fucking idiot, a 
fucking asshole, even… but he was your leader, your comrade-in-arms!”

At this, the other Apple Villa rich folk laughed again, and Cherry was disgusted to see 
that they weren’t even smart enough to keep their guns trained on her. Then the ursine 
spoke again, saying in a horribly-pleasant, terribly-cruel voice: “Lone Wulfe is the reason 
this town is the way it is. A Mayor that was nothing more than a puppet to your twisted 
friend Zerrex… and unlike Reinhold, who lived for Apple Villa, to see Apple Villa become 
a majestic masterpiece, all Lone ever did was tend to his own selfish desires. He attempted 
to use us, to prove himself better than us, who are the true royalty and masters of this 
town, who gave birth to Apple Villa and almost conquered that sick and decrepit Comfort 
Town… and so we merely returned the favor. Lone had access to weapons… connections 
with all the right people… and wealth and social power that even we could envy. But he was 
never our leader… we let him think he was in charge, but in reality we ran circles around 
him and all his stupid little ideas.”



“Fuck you…” came a groggy voice, and then Lone slowly sat up, wincing and rubbing 
at his head as Dana gave a little shriek and actually dropped her handgun; Lone blinked 
slowly at this, then he rubbed slowly at the hole in his suit before muttering: “I’m definitely 
not going to you for repairs, Dandridge, you old bitch… you lose customers by fucking 
shooting them.”

“I shot you, idiot!” snarled the black bear, taking aim at the wolf as he stared stupidly 
up at him: but there was a tremble of  fear as well. “Why aren’t you dead?”

Cherry looked around at them all – making a slight expression of disgust at the fact 
that Dana was grunting and squatting, trying to bend low enough to pick up her gun 
without overbalancing – before Lone slowly frowned, apparently adding everything he’d just 
heard together with the fact he’d just been shot. Then he snarled angrily and opened his 
muzzle, likely about to go into some long, betrayed monologue… but Cherry quickly 
snapped out a foot , hitting him squarely in the temple and knocking him sprawling. She 
paused for a moment as the others stared, making sure he was unconscious, before she 
turned her gaze back to the black bear with a grim smile. “That’s one problem solved. Care 
to be the next?”

“I’ve got a better idea…” the ursine replied, backing slowly away before looking over his 
shoulder with a grin. “Hey, you! I have a better combat test for you to run… kill her!”

“Sir!” Cherry snarled, looking up in time to see the soldier from the stepladder jump 
into the cockpit, then her eyes widened as her precog kicked in and warned her of an 
incoming bullet. She quickly kicked her feet against the ground, shoving herself backwards 
as she twisted her body slightly in midair, and a bullet fired from one of the Crusaders 
narrowly missed her temple as she took aim at the black bear. His eyes widened a moment 
before she fired, and the power of the recoil was almost as satisfying as the fact that most of 
the bear’s head flew off  in an explosion of  blood and gore.

The other pilots were sprinting away, as the Apple Villa Crusaders screamed and 
immediately began to shoot at her: Cherry, however, had no problem taking aim at Dana, 
who had fallen on her fat ass and was firing almost wildly into the air, looking terrified. 
The Drakkaren grinned violently as she pulled down the hammer again with her thumb and 
then fired another round, this one blowing the flabby skunk backwards as it slammed into 
her chest… but then she glanced up as she heard the combat armor whirring into life.

The rest of her fun would have to wait, as she sidestepped to avoid a lucky bullet that 
would have caught her in the arm. She dropped the revolver to waist level, then brought her 
other hand to hover over the hammer as she focused herself: a moment later, she moved 
with ghastly speed and precision, bullets pounding the remaining three Apple Villa folk 
who dared to try and make a stand backwards and off  their feet.

At this point, she would have celebrated… but then the Combat Armor stepped easily 
off the slightly-raised platform and turned towards her as she sidestepped. Cherry paled 
slightly, the giant revolver feeling insignificant in her hand even as she rose it to take aim at 
the glass… and then she heard a charging sound a moment before some massive force 
blasted by her. From behind her, she heard a window shatter and people’s screams.



It’s faster than my precog can detect! she thought stupidly, then the Combat Armor 
held out its other arm and one of the armor panels beneath the vise slid back: Cherry only 
stared for a moment before a rectangular turret popped out, with a pair of small barrels and 
an ammo-belt feeding into it from some storage unit inside the arm. Then ghost images of 
bullets struck her, and the female snarled before throwing herself out of the way, going into 
a roll and then shoving off the ground with her hands as the whirr of heavy machine gun 
fire filled the air, mixed with the discordant melody of  shattering tile.

Then she landed neatly on her feet next to Lone, the amazement she felt at her own 
ability to actually pull off such movements in a frigging dress drowned by the fact that 
Lone would be mulched by the machineguns if he continued to lay here: so without 
bothering to think, she simply kicked him as hard as she could in the stomach, sending him 
flying across the room and rolling bonelessly across the floor a good, safe distance away. 
She grinned, reveling in the joy it gave her before quickly sidestepping and turning at the 
same time, as if dancing: in the same liquid movement, she brought up the revolver and 
fired the last three bullets in the enormous gun straight into the glass shield that covered the 
cockpit of  the combat armor.

The gunfire stopped as the driver inside screamed, the movements of the machine 
halting as well for a moment before it suddenly began to walk and turn itself towards her 
once more, stomping over the tile as she saw heard a loud clunking sound from the railgun. 
Her eyes widened as it tried to take aim at her, sidestepping but stumbling on the dress, and 
then the black eye of the enormous cannon was facing her and she did the only thing she 
could think of: she slid both her legs out to either side, doing a complete splits and 
dropping both her arms down to catch herself  as she fell forwards slightly.

There was a crackle of electricity and again, the feeling of some massive force passing 
over her before she heard a wall blow out behind her this time: she grinned, feeling a surge 
of adrenaline and the thrill of battle rushing through her body before she threw herself to 
the side, kicking her legs up at the same time and going straight from the splits into a one-
handed cartwheel, her dress billowing out gracefully: at the same time, her hand swept 
between her legs and snared the end of the handgun, tearing it free from her inner thigh 
before she landed on her feet with a grunt.

She backstepped quickly as the machine stomped forwards and swung at her with the 
vise grip, bringing up the plain 15mm before she realized that she could see the driver 
through a good-sized hole in the combat armor: as it walked forwards, she ran backwards, 
an idea coming to her before she spun around to hide her next action, ejecting the clip into 
her hand and kissing the barrel of her handgun in a silent prayer for luck, before she 
jumped into the air and spun at the same time, focusing herself as the ghost images 
appeared once more, snarling as she threw the fully-loaded clip and let herself fall 
backwards.

The flight of the clip was graceful, beautiful… and it clinked gently off a shard of 
broken glass, revolving rapidly as it entered the driver’s cockpit. Her handgun followed its 
movements without a waver, instinct telling her to wait… and then finally, the perfect shot 



presented itself and Cherry fired the single bullet she always kept chambered in any gun she 
used, the round flying true and striking the clip squarely.

The magazine of ammunition simply exploded as Cherry hit the ground and slid back 
a foot or so, her red dress flying around her as the driver gave a gargling scream, a series of 
cracks appearing on the inside of the glass cage along with a generous splatter of blood  
that leaked out through many of the fractures and the gaping holes in the window left from 
the massive revolver she’d used earlier. She grinned a bit to herself as the armor began to 
walk in a slow circle, catching sight of the pilot slumped over on top of the control panel, 
and then there was a loud fizzle of electricity before the armor staggered awkwardly to the 
side and finally collapsed with a heavy crash.

Cherry shook her head quickly and then reached down between her legs, wincing as she 
pulled out the spare clip from where it was stuck on her thigh: a swathe of duct tape was 
still stuck to it, and she used her jaws to tear it off before spitting it out, at the same time 
slapping it home into the handgun and automatically working the slide. Then she glanced 
up as the combat armor gave a few faint whirrs before looking around the room and yelling 
bad-naturedly: “What the fuck are you all staring at?”

She shook her head slowly, then blinked and looked up as she heard a loud smashing 
sound: a moment later, the people clustered near the back of the room ran screaming as the 
wall all but exploded, chunks of concrete and metal raining down around the area before 
four other combat armors walked out, crushing stone and fragments of steel under their 
feet like paper. Immediately, Cherry gave a sound of disgust and jumped backwards, raising 
her handgun as her eyes flashed, snarling angrily… but her stomach gave a horrible twist at 
the sight of  the machines moving forwards in a solid line.

Slowly, she walked away from the fallen armor she’d already taken on, making a face at 
the others as she moved into an open area, her eyes sizing the other machines up. Three of 
them were bipedal as well, but one of them had heavy tank treads instead of legs. In fact, it 
looked almost exactly like a small tank, except for the fact it had what looked like an upper 
torso instead of  a heavy cannon turret atop the tank’s body. 

The torso was composed of a detailed design of a person’s body, and then a pair of 
arms: each of these ending in what looked like long, 40mm cannons, with the stocks 
extending along the forearms and past the elbows. Obviously a psychological tactic… most 
soldiers would panic and run screaming from a headless techno-centaur with guns for arms. 
Mounted on the shoulder was some kind of large-barreled cannon as well, and to Cherry it 
looked almost like a grenade launcher with the huge drum and design of the gun. There was 
no head, no… instead it was designed like a wide V-collar, and the female was fairly sure 
that even the ‘neck’ was wide enough so a pilot could climb in and out of the body with 
ease. She also guessed there was likely some kind of hidden camera system… probably built 
into the tank body somewhere.

The rest of the combat armors had the same type of general design as the one she had 
just taken out, except for minor details here and there, and the arsenal: one of them had a 
slightly-shortened cockpit that ended in more of a square than a curved nose, and it was 



armed with an enormous gatling gun instead of a railgun on the forearm – it made Cherry 
wonder morbidly which was worse. The other hand also had a large, single blade instead of 
a vise.

Another machine had what looked like rocket turrets mounted on top of it, one on 
each shoulder, and each turret capable of holding three missiles: fortunately, these were 
empty… although it did answer Cherry’s question as to how they’d managed to break 
through the wall so easily. This one, however, didn’t possess any forearms: instead, both arm 
units ended in cannons of some sort – one was definitely a grenade gun, from the bulbous 
drum attached into it near the middle, and the other seemed to be built almost like an 
oversized automatic shotgun.

That left one armor: this one, however, seemed pathetic compared to the others. The 
metal plating seemed of much higher durability, but otherwise it was armed only with a 
pair of vise hands on rotating joints, which constantly opened and closed. They were 
lobster-shaped, and looked like they would pack a nasty punch… but Cherry didn’t think it 
would be enough to stand up to the Boss in hand-to-hand.

“Hey, I could really use a little freak coincidence right now, by the way!” Cherry 
suddenly yelled, as the armors advanced slowly on her: at her shout, however, they all 
stopped for a moment, and there was an almost awkward silence before the female muttered 
and cleared her throat, raising her handgun and strafing her aim back and forth over the 
combat machines in front of her. “Well, okay. Nevermind. Looks like this is the end of 
Cherry. Zerrex, I’m going to fucking kick your ass when you get to Hell for not-”

Before she could finish, there was the distinct whirr of a motor she was all-too-familiar 
with – a heavy-duty, many-times-repaired motorcycle. She looked up in surprise, and even 
the combat armors turned slightly towards the noise before the massive black bike smashed 
through the window, and Cherry grinned widely, watching it sail far above their heads 
before crashing down to the ground, the sound of the motor filling the ballroom like 
thunder.

Zerrex curved the motorcycle from moving towards the tables to heading to the front 
doors, then he suddenly spun on the spot and instead raced in the opposite direction, 
heading towards the combat armors that were lined up. A wide grin was on his features, and 
his emerald eyes glinted darkly as his hair blew back in the wind… and the massive rocket-
launcher balanced easily on his shoulder bounced a bit: he had one shot, and he`d already 
selected the combat armor from a single glance that would receive the surface-to-air missile 
it was loaded with.

He suddenly spun the handlebars, yanking hard back on them at the same time as he 
hopped up onto the seat: his hand released the throttle as his arm went out, other hand`s 
grip firming on the rocket launcher as he tilted his body forwards even as he stood, bringing 
a foot up to slam down firmly between the handlebars of the motorcycle as it went up on 
its back wheel. The reptile straightened, shirtless and as terrifying as a wrathful god as he 
brought the rocket launcher up to aim, bringing one leg up and for a moment standing like 
a stork, perched precariously on the top of his handlebars on a motorcycle that stood 



almost ninety-degrees on its back tire… and then he kicked off, flying backwards as his eyes 
flashed and he pulled the trigger.

He flew back through the air as the rocket flew from the metal tube, shooting from the 
launcher and leaving a trail of smoke behind it before it smashed into the gatling-gun 
armed combat armor with an explosion that caused the two units beside it to stumble 
backwards and fight for balance, bits of metal and glass hailing down as the twisted, ruined 
hulk of the machine flew backwards, crashing into the ground and leaving a trail of 
shattered tile as it rolled several feet. It crackled with electricity, fire bursting up from the 
blackened ruins as the bullets for the gatling gun stored throughout its body went off like 
firecrackers. It was enough to drown out the screeching of the motorcycle as it crashed 
down on its side, followed soon after by Zerrex’s own neat and near-silent landing a few feet 
behind Cherry.

The reptile grinned slightly as he idly threw the rocket launcher aside, then he paused to 
glance Cherry over, in her posh red dress, saying mildly: “I can’t believe you were actually 
fighting in that.”

“Me neither. Change of clothing?” The female grinned, then she wrapped a hand in the 
silky fabric and easily tore it free from her body with a loud, satisfying rip, throwing it aside 
and revealing the jeans she’d cut off at the knee and the black, fancy-ass bikini top that 
came as the top half for one of the two-piece swimsuits the wolf had bought her. Zerrex 
looked almost impressed, then her eyes settled on a certain object he had stuck to his belt 
and her grin stretched wider. “Hey, would that be…”

“Yours.” Zerrex reached down and quickly undid the plain rope he had tied around the 
female’s chain whip before handing the deadly weapon over to her. Cherry immediately 
grabbed the handle, then she snapped it hard out to the side to unravel all fifteen feet of 
deadly, sharpened-metal links. It ended in a vicious, almost-fang-shaped hook that could be 
used to capture weapons, and the reptile licked her muzzle at the comfortable feel of the 
weapon in her hand of  it before glancing back at her husband.

The reptile had brought one of his favored swords with him: an odachi, with a five foot 
blade and foot-long handle. The lightweight but long and elegant sword gave Zerrex 
extremely high versatility and speed in combat, although it didn’t pack the same punch as 
the other sword Zerrex usually carried with him into battle… but then again, Cherry’d 
never seen a weapon that could match the ferocity of Zerrex wielding Blackheart. Before 
they could continue their banter, however, Cherry’s eyes widened as she saw a ghost image 
of a grenade flying at them, and she quickly launched herself to the side, going easily into a 
shoulder-roll.

Zerrex blinked and reacted as he felt Cherry leave his side, instinctively jumping to the 
other side, then backstepping again when he saw the heavily-armed combat armor launch a 
grenade. The explosion sent up a plume of smoke and sharp fragments of stone tile, and 
the reptile covered his face with his arms, wincing as they pattered against his bare chest. 
Then he reached behind his back, grabbing the hilt of his sword as one of the combat 
armors advanced quickly through the smoke, before grinning slightly as he saw it was armed 



only with a pair of vice-grip hands that were rotating back and forth on hidden axles, 
opening and closing greedily.

The reptile slowly drew his long sword from the sheath strapped to his back, then he 
held it out in front of himself in a ready position, standing straight and rolling his head on 
his shoulders as he locked his eyes on the cockpit, breathing easily: this would make a good 
practice for him. The ten-foot combat machine advanced closer, looming threateningly, then 
it swung hard in as it continued to step forwards, the vise closing to form a point it could 
simply spear the lizard on.

Immediately, Zerrex swung his sword in a hard counterstrike, striking the flat of the 
vise with the flat of his blade… and with enough force that the arm swung wide and the 
entire body of the machine turned, forcing it to almost stumble backwards, on the edge of 
balance. The Drakkaren easily resumed his basic ready stance, giving the driver enough time 
to get the machine balanced again and to refocus on the target in front of him, then the 
lizard tilted his head as the combat armor stopped in front of him, asking over the sounds 
of  battle nearby: “Need to phone a friend?”

Cherry, meanwhile, had charged in after the only combat armor that currently interested 
her: the tank-shaped one. She grinned as she ran towards it, watching it aim both cannons 
at her before clear ghost images of the slugs the slow firing weapons shot appeared, and she 
skidded to a halt, letting the first two dig deep gashes in the floor in front of her before 
snapping her whip out and then flicking it easily up so it lay across her shoulders, the edge 
resting gently enough on her honed body to not dig into it, the female holding both her 
arms out in a taunting, seemingly-vulnerable position as she tilted her head and called 
teasingly: “Think you can get me?”

The other combat armor – the one armed with the explosive weaponry, which would 
actually make things far more difficult – began to advance as Cherry winced… but then it 
paused and instead stepped back. The female grinned slightly as instead it turned to 
seemingly watch, figuring they had communicators inside, then she refocused her attention 
on the battle machine in front of  her and tensed her body.

Her precog activated a moment later, and Cherry swayed her body slightly to the right, 
a slug passing within inches of her before slamming into the ground behind her: then she 
ducked, her movements flowing and graceful, keeping her arms out as another fired over her 
head… before going up on the toe of one combat boot and spinning, almost like a 
ballerina. 

Two more slugs passed harmlessly by her, then she bent quickly backwards, keeping her 
arms out, metal whip draped across her shoulders as another one passed close enough to 
cause her breasts to bounce on her chest, and she grinned at the feeling and the exhilaration 
of showing off… but showing off with a point, as she straightened back up and smiled, 
resuming her first position.

As hoped, the driver was frustrated by her movements, and the next ghost image that 
appeared was a shot from the shoulder cannon: although the images were transparent, 
indistinct and misty, Cherry still was willing to bet that it was a time-based grenade. 



Moving with that same amazing speed, she shrugged the whip off her shoulders, then spun 
on the spot and let the chain fan out as the grenade gun made a weak pop: as she turned, 
she looked over her shoulder with a grin and her precog answered her question for her even 
before she snapped her whip viciously upwards, using her ability to guide her aim true.

It smashed into the metallic orb and sent it flying back, straight down into the barrel of 
the shoulder cannon: a moment later, there was a massive explosion that disintegrated the 
gun and most of the upper shoulder, one of the cannons collapsing onto the body of the 
tank as a miserable scream rose up from inside the tank. Immediately, Cherry leapt up onto 
the tank body, standing directly in front of the torso and ignoring the heat of the fire that 
was already eating into the metal along the shoulder and treads, gently tossing the coils of 
her whip so it draped across the top of the ‘neck’ of the torso. A moment later, she heard a 
trapdoor fall, and a screaming pilot emerged, clawing at a bloody, terribly damaged arm as 
he tried to push his way free from the five-foot ‘body’ atop the body of the tank. He 
pushed against Cherry’s whip, apparently not feeling the metal pressing into the junction of 
shoulder and neck as he tried to use his good hand to grab at the side of the tank’s neck, 
then the female yanked viciously downwards and the driver had enough time to give a 
strangled, horrified squawk, eyes bulging, before a torrent of blood sprayed up as the whip 
ripped through his body much like a saw through softwood, the mangled pilot collapsing 
back into the battle machine as Cherry quickly jumped off and used it as cover between her 
and the final combat armor, which no doubt would soon be attacking with malice.

Zerrex, on the other hand, was still calmly using the same technique to play with his 
opponent, enjoying the fact he had to use most of his strength to knock away the vise 
hands. The combat armor was also moving with much greater speed now, and using both 
vises to attempt to smash him… the reptile had to compliment the driver on his impressive 
ability, as he deflected the first strike with a rising counter of his own, then swung the 
sword sideways to knock the other hand away with the flat of  the elegant blade.

Then the right vise was swinging at him again, and Zerrex countered with a hard 
forwards chop that landed neatly between the vise, grunting and leaning in as he heard 
motors and pistons working madly inside the arm, gears squealing as the driver forced the 
machine’s strength against the natural, raw power of the reptile. The Drakkaren’s muscles 
bulged… then he blinked as the vise hand suddenly smashed together and twisted violently, 
the reptile stumbling backwards as the odachi was snapped almost in half, and the machine 
stepped forwards once as it swung the broken end of  the blade out towards the Drakkaren.

Zerrex easily leapt back, however, snarling; before the driver in the armor could react, 
the reptile suddenly reversed his moment and leapt forwards, kicking off the lowered arm 
of the combat armor as he flipped his sword around so that the shattered blade pointed 
towards. He dropped like a hammer, landing in a crouch on the glass-shield that covered the 
cockpit, the bulletproof glass cracking a bit from his impact before he shoved the sword 
straight down, another webwork of fractures fanning out along the shielding as he kicked 
off  and gracefully performed a backflip to land easily on his feet, sliding back a bit.



The combat armor staggered backwards several times, then it simply fell and lay still, 
and the reptile snorted quietly, muttering under his breath: “And we were having such fun, 
but you had to go and ruin it. I liked that sword.” 

He shook his head, rolling his shoulders and feeling calm amidst the chaos of battle, 
glancing up to see Cherry was hiding behind combat armor she’d ravaged, as the last one 
standing attempted to drive her by firing grenades overtop the armor: the female was able 
to easily shift positions and use her precog to let her avoid most of the resulting shrapnel, 
however, and Zerrex started forwards, figuring he’d simply jump on the combat armor from 
behind and rip the top off it… when he paused and instead looked towards the hole in the 
wall where he assumed the machines had come in from, watching as a sloppy line of 
soldiers advanced forwards. The Drakkaren made a disgusted face at this… but despite the 
fact they seemed like badly-trained mercenaries, it still made things far more difficult than 
he’d hoped it would be.

The reptile quickly charged forwards, then he blanched as the combat armor swiveled at 
the waist and leveled the shotgun arm at him, quickly throwing himself to the side and 
going into a roll that carried him behind the tank armor and next to Cherry, barely 
avoiding a powerful shotgun blast as the female blinked at him, then snorted and jerked her 
head at the soldiers. “Great work, Boss. Now we’re gonna be in real trouble once that thing 
comes around the tank and we get bracketed.”

Zerrex muttered something under his breath, as he shoved Cherry over and slid behind 
the tank, tilting his head to look past the female: it looked like the soldiers were attempting 
to assemble into a double-line formation, and since the combat armor wasn’t moving, he 
guessed they were going over some plan. “Well, on the bright side…” He paused, then 
glanced towards the main doors, where a bunch of rich people were clustered… and a single 
badger was jogging towards them, wearing an oversized Kevlar vest. The reptile grinned 
slightly, then he looked at Cherry and said mildly: “Cavalry’s here.”

“What?” Cherry blinked and leaned past the reptile, then she groaned as Tinman 
slowed to a walk, leaning forwards a bit and panting slightly as he continued to approach, 
apparently ignoring the giant combat armor that was undoubtedly about to set its sights on 
him. She snarled, then began to stand… then frowned as Zerrex grabbed her wrist and 
pulled her gently down. “What the hell are you doing? That thing’s going to mulch him!”

“Have some faith in Tinman.” The Drakkaren responded gently, and Cherry frowned a 
bit before paling as she heard the combat armor take a few steps forwards… then the sound 
of a grenade firing. She stared as Tinman winced and covered his face, feeling a horrible 
twist of pain in her body… but then the badger straightened and coughed, rubbing the 
back of  his head as the grenade tinked off  the ground and rolled harmlessly to his feet.

He picked it up, then shrugged and threw it aside, rubbing the back of his head as he 
walked towards the combat armor fearlessly, despite the expression of apprehension on his 
face. He didn’t exactly like the situation he was in… but it was for Miss Cherry and Zerrex, 
so he figured he had to do the best he could. So instead, he managed a bit of a smile as he 



stopped ten feet away from the machine, then he looked up at it and asked meekly: “Hi. 
Can you just… surrender?”

The badger was met by a shotgun blast, and Tinny winced, twitching back a bit… that 
was all, however, as the pellets halted in midair instead of continuing forwards. He paused, 
then leaned forwards and peered at them, surprised by how big the slugs were before letting 
them drop and glancing back up at the combat armor again and sighing, rubbing the back 
of  his head again. “I guess that’s a no. Well, I guess I can just try this, then…”

He reached up a single finger, then made a gentle downwards flicking motion. In 
response, the combat armor suddenly fizzled, the weapon-arms jerking madly as electricity 
surged over the machine, gears and pistons snapping inside. Some of them exploded, 
causing the armor to bulge and dent outwards as the driver inside screamed: all the dials on 
his control panel went insane, flicking back and forth from zero to maximum as fires 
popped up from under the keyboards and electricity surged back and forth like snakes. 
Then, a few moments later, the combat armor completely shorted out and collapsed 
forwards, the combat armor falling forwards on its squarer face and the glass shield popping 
open with a puff  of  smoke, expelling the driver inside.

He hacked and coughed violently for a few moments before looking up at the badger 
with terror, and Tinman rose a hand in a bit of a wave, smiling faintly. Immediately, the 
pilot shrieked in terror and scampered away on all fours before managing his feet and 
fleeing.

Zerrex and Cherry quickly made their way around the damaged tank to Tinman, who 
looked strangely hurt; at this, the muscular female grabbed him by the collar and hauled 
him into the air, looking down into his eyes darkly. “I swear, if you ever pull shit like that 
again…”

“Miss Cherry!” Tinman squealed, and then Zerrex reached out and dislodged the 
badger from his wife’s grip, gently settling him down and pushing Cherry backwards as he 
looked from one to the other mildly.

“We’re not done yet.” He said calmly, and both Cherry and Tinny looked past the tall 
Drakkaren to see the advancing soldiers, moving in two lines of ten and with their weapons 
raised at the ready. Then he paused and glanced down at the badger, tilting his head and 
asking mildly: “Care to jam their guns?”

“No problem.” Tinny said meekly, then he walked quickly forwards as the muscular 
male turned his attention to his female counterpart. Cherry smiled slightly at him, then she 
laughed a bit at the look in his eyes and she snapped her whip once. 

Then the two turned to join Tinman, and the three faced off against the twenty 
armored and armed mercenaries, the last assault force that Apple Villa had managed to hire. 
Some of them were checking their guns uncertainly, as the badger stood with his hands in 
his pockets, and others had already discarded guns in favor of batons or knives, many of 
them trembling fearfully and others simply too stupid or too thrilled to be in battle to 
realize that the disadvantage they were at in terms of everything but numbers. Even Tinny 
possessed more fighting knowledge and vast worlds more of combat experience than the 



strongest of their group, and Zerrex cracked his knuckles slowly before announcing mildly: 
“I am the Boss of Baskin’s Grove, Zerrex Narrius. Your job is to kill me. My companions 
are Cherry Blossom and the Tinman. If you fight, you die. If you surrender now, I’ll still 
kill you for bringing the hell you have to this town. But if you wish to flee, I’ll allow you to 
go on the condition you never return. There will be no mercy for those who stay, however.”

“We… we ain’t scared!” one of the soldiers called back in a chattering voice, and he was 
met by a yell of affirmation from the others. Then the self-appointed leader looked back 
and forth before finally raising his baton and yelling: “Charge!”

Tinman and Cherry both ran to the left and the right, putting distance between 
themselves so they each had room to work, and even Tinny looked firm and ready… 
although the cold sorrow in his eyes was far different than the gleaming battle-joy in 
Cherry’s. All three, however, readied for the attack, as the enemy soldiers divided up and 
charged in.

The first that reached Zerrex tried to swing in with a combat knife, and the reptile 
easily swayed to the side and swung his arm down, looping it through the soldier’s own and 
then snagging his forearm before he twisted and simply flung him hard down into the 
ground. The force of the throw shook the tiles beneath the reptile’s feet and snapped the 
soldier’s arm like a toothpick from the movement, and his knife flew harmlessly through the 
air before clattering to the ground behind the Drakkaren as Zerrex grinned at the next two 
offenders who tried to charge in.

One of them wielded a baton instead of a knife, swinging hard at the reptile’s chest: 
Zerrex easily swayed back, avoiding the blow, then he reached out and slapped the soldier’s 
hand almost playfully, causing him to spin on the spot before the reptile reached up and 
wrapped his arms around his neck, snapping it even as he turned and used him as a shield 
as the other mercenary attempted to stab forwards with his knife. Instead of hitting Zerrex, 
the knife buried to the haft in his dying friend, and he screamed before stumbling 
backwards as Zerrex tossed the body away, reaching quickly out to grab his throat and 
making a hard, brisk twisting motion. Then he released the body, and it fell bonelessly as 
the reptile spread his arms, the others around him looking nothing short of terrified at how 
easily the lizard had dismissed their comrades.

Tinny also wasn’t having much difficulty, although he handed the situation with much 
less finesse: the two soldiers who attempted to charge in against him both wielded knives, so 
the badger had to do nothing more than flick his hands when they’d risen their weapons to 
slash at him. Both blades had flown from their hands and landed in chest and neck, and 
they’d fallen, one with a fine spray of blood gushing from his jugular as he grabbed at his 
throat. Only one of the next two had been armed with a knife, however, and he’d attempted 
to stab forwards as his friend had swung at him with a baton.

Tinny leapt backwards, at the same time making a shoving motion: the knife flew back 
from the grip of the mercenary, slicing open his fingers, but knocking the wind from him 
when the hilt slammed into his stomach; the badger hand then quickly followed up with a 
rising motion that made the knife point upwards as the soldier had doubled over in pain, 



and Tinman had winced as the blade had shot up and straight through the eye of the 
offending soldier, the force that it ripped through his socket enough to almost flip him in 
the air. His partner had screamed and fallen over at the way the knife had moved by itself, 
and Tinny had quickly stepped forwards, bringing his elbow down hard to shatter the 
muzzle of the soldier and making him scream in pain, before he’d winced and kicked the 
end of it hard, sending bone fragments back into his brain. He hated using the killing 
techniques he’d learned in the Goth Legion… but they were effective, nonetheless.

Cherry, on the other hand, had already reaped through  the soldiers that had attempted 
to face her with her whip: three had fallen almost at once from a simple head-level slash 
that had caught them all in the throat, then she’d snapped it hard to send the fang-tip 
through the chest of another, shattering his ribcage before she’d drawn her handgun and 
blown apart the skulls of the two behind her that had attempted to sneak up on her. Then 
she’d flicked her whip hard, sending the dead corpse down and freeing her whip with a 
burst of bone fragment and gore, before spinning her handgun idly on one finger and 
snorting as she murmured: “Barely worth any entertainment value.”

Zerrex managed to clean up another two soldiers before Cherry joined his side: the tall 
male had snagged the back of one’s neck and jerked him backwards, then simply smashed 
his face in with a hard punch that sent him crashing to the ground, before moving quickly 
into a full arm sweep that snapped the baton of another as the mercenary swiped it at him. 
Then he’d simply reached forwards, grabbing him by the skull before crouching and 
slamming his head firmly into the marble floor, crushing it like a tomato. Then he’d stood 
with a wince and a snort, wiping off his hands and glancing up as Cherry neatly shot 
another soldier in the temple, sending him crashing to the ground and his baton bouncing 
along the now blood-stained tile floor.

Tinman dealt with the last three: using their senses, they attempted to flee, and the 
badger had winced but reached up a hand and used his powers to detonate the spare clips 
they wore on the belts around their waists. They had fallen, one of them dying instantly but 
the other two screaming in agony, and Cherry had used her handgun to end their suffering 
before glancing up at Zerrex with a mild look. “Quite a slaughter, huh?”

“Slaughter’s the right word, yeah.” The tall Drakkaren agreed, crossing his arms and 
watching as Cherry bent down and idly removed a shoelace from one of the soldier’s 
bodies. Then she stood as she rolled up her whip, running it through the chains and using 
that to bind it together as she glanced idly over the wreckage.

Tinman was wiping at his hands, shifting uncomfortably back and forth, and Zerrex 
reached out to squeeze his shoulder gently. The badger jumped, then looked up at him and 
smiled a bit, laughing and rubbing the back of his head quietly. “I… I locked all the other 
entrances and put up the bombs, like you requested. I’m sorry it took me so long, but I 
wanted to make sure that I had enough to take out the outer walls of the building after I 
catapulted you inside.”

“So that’s how you jumped through that window.” Cherry said admiringly, then she 
reached out and nudged Tinny lightly: of course, it was still almost hard enough to knock 



the badger over. He winced, but smiled nonetheless at her next words. “You’re gettin’ damn 
strong. Training with Zerrex is really paying off.”

“It is.” Tinny said softly, then he looked up as Zerrex looked around the room before 
walking over to a small, ripped-clothed, silently-crying mess that was half-hidden behind an 
overturned table. Cherry made a face and began to follow, but the badger reached out and 
gently pulled her back, making the female blink as he smiled a bit and tilted his head 
quietly. “We should get Zerrex’s bike and bring it outside for him… as well as make sure 
those people are good and chastised. I… I’d rather not see them buried in the wreckage. So 
let’s get the people who haven’t fled yet out of here and make them walk back to town 
but… no killing them, okay?”

The female made a face, glancing after Zerrex and feeling another burst of hate for the 
wolf that was sitting dejectedly by himself, wanting to make sure that the Drakkaren knew 
all the hells Lone had caused… but then Tinman looked up at her softly and pulled on her 
arm again, and she decided to just trust in the Boss’s judgment, sighing and nodding to the 
badger, giving a bit of  a smile. “Alright.”

“Hey, Lone.” Zerrex said gently, as he stood on the other side of the table the wolf had 
overturned and was somewhat hiding behind. Lone was staring at the ground, but he did 
look up quietly when the Drakkaren addressed him. Today, though, there was no dramatics, 
no tears, no begging or screaming or wheedling… instead, the wolf actually seemed to be 
thoughtful and reflecting on what had happened.

So Zerrex chose to merely stand and watch the wolf, as he slowly looked back down at 
the floor and rocked from side-to-side. Tears rolled silently down his cheeks, and he kept 
rubbing at a neat bullet-hole in his breast, where bits and pieces of shredded rose had 
melted to the fabric like dots of bright blood. Finally, after a few minutes, he glanced up at 
the tall reptile and said quietly: “They tried to kill me. They… I was a throwaway to 
them.” He paused and looked down, then he glanced back up quietly. “They treated me 
like… like I was a servant, like I was an idiot.”

“Karma.” The reptile shrugged slowly, putting his hands in his pockets as he looked 
down at the lupine, keeping his voice gentle as Lone visibly trembled. “They treated you the 
way I know you’ve treated a lot of  people. And their words hurt because-”

“I trusted them.” Lone finished, and he laughed harshly as he looked down at the 
ground, leaning back a bit and putting his hands flat before he smiled with silent bitterness, 
looking back up at Zerrex. “I don’t really have what it takes to be a hero… or even a villain, 
I guess. I just… got in the way. Cherry had to knock me out and kick me across the room 
because my first instinct wasn’t to do anything useful, it was to… to get in the way and 
make a nuisance of  myself.”

The Drakkaren nodded, then he shrugged and offered a hand over the table to the wolf, 
when he grunted and winced in pain, clutching at his stomach: then he glanced up and 
reached a hand up to silently take the lizard’s, allowing the reptile to haul him to his feet as 
he looked up into his emerald eyes quietly with his own steel gray, a river of tears still 
falling from them as he asked in a near-silent voice: “Why?”



“Why what?” Zerrex tilted his head curiously, following Lone’s gaze downwards for a 
moment before the wolf drew his eyes back up to look at the Drakkaren, another pained 
smile appearing on his features.

“Why don’t you just let me die? Why don’t you kill me like you have everyone else… 
crush me under your heel like the maggot I am, break me into pieces…” Lone said quietly, 
his eyes roving downwards as he slowly rubbed at his rumpled clothing and aching body. 
“You know that I organized the whole mess here… you know that I’m responsible for 
stealing so much of the city’s funds to fuel my own little toys and desires… fuck, three 
years ago you should have butchered me and… all the time since then I’ve crossed you, 
you’ve shown me mercy. Why?”

The Drakkaren felt the faintest of smiles bridge onto his muzzle as he looked down at 
the lupine, then he shrugged slowly as he spoke softly: “Mary didn’t want you to die. Cindy 
didn’t want you to die. Cherry hates you but she didn’t even kill you, no matter how many 
chances she’s had. Three years ago I learned mercy as well as honor… and for every stupid 
thing you do, there’s something else that you put in effect that limits the powers of so-
called ‘evil’ in this town, or in this case the rich assholes who shot you and now lay dead.

“Lone, you have a wonderful talent for not only fucking up, but also for atonement. 
And unlike all the people I’ve killed for crossing me, you don’t necessarily screw up on 
purpose. Your goals have always been simply to do what serves you best… that’s not good 
or even right by any standing, but it also isn’t directly violent. Like when we talked about 
the differences between me and you three years ago… when you were on the floor and I 
could have taken that time to kill you.

“No, Lone. You’re not a bad person. You feel guilt and remorse, but you stuff it away 
somewhere hidden deep inside of yourself.” He paused, then laughed quietly as he looked 
evenly into the wolf ’s eyes. “And then it all breaks free at times like this, and one day you’ll 
learn to feel your way through the pain instead of hiding from it by stuffing your face or 
abusing everyone else around you.” Another pause, then the reptile tilted his head upwards, 
looking at the dangling chandeliers above as he added softly: “So maybe in the end, it’s my 
cruelty and not my mercy that keeps you alive, Lone. Because a lot of the time, living can be 
a hell of  a lot worse than a quick, painless death.”

With that, the Drakkaren turned away, and Lone felt tears well in his eyes again as he 
thought the lizard was just going to leave him here… but then Zerrex glanced over his 
shoulder and motioned with his head for him to follow, and Lone smiled faintly before 
quickly doing so, automatically falling in step with the reptile and pacing silently behind 
him, holding his midsection and trying to keep his walk steady. He mulled over the reptile’s 
words as he moved, but for once didn’t try to puff himself up or anything like that… 
instead, he accepted what the tall lizard said as truth, perhaps for the first time since three 
years ago. But as they approached the open double doors leading out to the night beyond, 
he couldn’t stop himself  from asking meekly: “What about Cherry…”

“She’ll stay with you, at least for tomorrow and the day after. You’re going to need 
protection and I need to continue training for my fight with Requiem.” Zerrex responded 



gently, glancing back at the lupine. Lone smiled faintly in return, and the wolf nodded 
respectfully to him: it was definitely a nice change of tune for the usually aggressive and 
standoffish lupine. It also beat his ass-kissing, too, which tended to get very tiring very fast. 

Then they emerged out into the night air, and Zerrex couldn’t help but grin slightly at 
the sight of Cherry marching the rich, fancily-dressed people down the road and back 
towards town, snapping her whip at the backs of those last in line as she drove them like 
slow-moving, ornately-decorated cattle. Tinman was standing on the road by his 
motorcycle, and the Drakkaren and the wolf walked their way up the short dirt drive 
leading down from the old concrete highway to the badger, who was rubbing the back of 
his head and looking back and forth bemusedly from the reptile to the lupine. “Um, well… 
the way I’ve set up the placement, it should pretty much destroy the lower regions of the 
entire outer wall. Normally you’d need a lot more to take down a building, but since it’s 
been almost entirely gutted inside and turned into a giant ballroom…”

“It’ll collapse the whole thing… the whole wall will buckle and the ceiling will cave in, 
right?” Zerrex crossed his arms, glancing out towards the warehouse and nodding slowly, 
then he smiled a bit as Tinman nodded in return. “So you gonna blow it up or what?”

“Um… I guess…” the badger winced, then he sighed a bit and picked up a thin metal 
wire, closing his eyes and concentrating. Zerrex watched this feat with a slight smile as Lone 
tilted his head curiously, then he blinked as the metal wire suddenly sparked and Tinman 
dropped it with a yelp, putting his fingers in his muzzle and then looking up at the 
building.

For a moment nothing happened… then there was a small spark of light along one of 
the walls before a massive explosion rent the night air, knocking Lone and Tinman 
sprawling, toppling the heavy black armored motorcycle the badger had been leaning on as 
Zerrex winced and squinted through the oncoming cloud of dust and debris, feeling bits of 
stone bouncing off his muscular form as the building rumbled and collapsed. Another 
great burst of dirt and grit flew up, and this time the lizard closed his eyes and covered 
them with an arm, grunting at the feeling of the dust cloud invading his nostrils and lungs 
as he coughed and brought his other hand up to cover his mouth.

In a few minutes, it was over, and the reptile rubbed at himself with a disgusted look, 
patting dirt and grit from his body, shaking himself quickly off as Lone and Tinman both 
stood up. Tinny blinked slowly, rubbing dirt off his body, and the wolf coughed and 
gagged a bit on the sour, horrible taste in his muzzle, wondering morbidly what kinds of 
poisons and toxins they’d all just breathed in as he looked at the wreckage: but little was left 
except for a few heaps of stone and rubble. There were a few small fires in some places, and 
much of it was smoldering… but otherwise all that remained was a heap of broken metal, 
glass, and stone. Lone paused as he looked at the destruction… but then he only smiled a 
bit as his eyes shifted to watch Zerrex wipe dirt from his hair, listening to him curse quietly 
under his breath. All-in-all… gun collection lost, everything else buried and ruined… he 
could care less.



“Oh. I picked this up, Mayor.” Tinman said suddenly, reaching out and squeezing the 
lupine`s shoulder. The wolf turned, cocking his head curiously… then he laughed a bit as 
Tinny held up the huge, rectangular revolver. He took it almost reverently, looking over the 
black handgun silently, then he tucked it carefully back in his jacket.

“Thanks, Tinman.” Lone said softly, and the badger smiled warmly at him before 
nodding and glancing up as Cherry approached them, the female letting out a loud whistle 
at the destruction. The rich folk on the street had halted as well, to look at the smoldering 
ruins of their hopes and aspirations to once more rule Baskin’s Grove, and then she 
coughed before reaching out to pat Zerrex firmly on the back.

“You guys all look like you need a shower. Seriously.” She said cheerfully, then she 
glanced at Zerrex, a question in her eyes. Zerrex smiled slightly, but he shook his head, and 
the female laughed faintly before nodding slowly and turning her gaze to Lone, rolling her 
shoulders as she looked at the wolf and added gently: “We’d better get going back to the 
Mayor’s House.”

The wolf nodded slowly, and then Tinman pointed across the street at a plain 
limousine, saying quickly: “That limo should still work… I screwed up most of the other 
ones, but I haven’t played with that one’s engine at all. I’m sure Cherry can hotwire it, if 
they keys aren’t in there.”

“You know it.” the female said, sounding entertained, then she paused and nodded to 
Zerrex before turning and heading quickly over to the limousine. Lone looked up at the 
Drakkaren as well, and Zerrex looked back down, emerald and steel meeting for a few 
moments before they exchanged awkward smiles.

Then Lone looked down, rubbing the back of his head quietly and finally glancing up 
again to say softly: “Thanks for everything, Zerrex. And giving me another chance… it 
was… I guess I’ll see you later.”

The reptile nodded silently in return and rose a hand to the wolf, and Lone smiled 
again uncertainly before turning and quietly walking away, feeling weird and unsure of 
himself as he headed for the limo. He paused, watching Cherry tinkering with the driver’s 
side stuff – she was still wearing the jewelry and those damn black gloves, and the wolf 
didn’t think she even realized it yet – then he silently walked around to the back and 
climbed inside. He sat down on the seat, and found himself oddly glad to find there wasn`t 
anything extra fancy in the vehicle… just comfy, slightly-curved seats on either side.

The wolf laid down on his side, closing his eyes and curling up a bit as he kicked off 
his dress shoes, rubbing again at his chest and feeling the small bullet lodged in the 
bulletproof vest Cherry had forced him to put on. He shifted uncomfortably, laying on his 
back and staring at the ceiling, remembering how he`d been… such a child about the whole 
thing… how he`d bitched, moaned, whined and complained…

 “She saved my life. Twice.” he said quietly to himself, looking at the ceiling as he felt 
the car start and heard Cherry slam the door. He closed his eyes, pressing a hand silently to 
his forehead as they began to move, and he heard her yelling profanity at the rich people as 
they passed. A lot of the words she used he felt could definitely be attributed to himself… 



and he wondered quietly how it was that he could feel so goddamn humbled by… a bullet 
and a few harsh words than by all the beatings and speeches and calm, gentle talks he’d been 
given by Zerrex and his cohorts.

But he knew the reason… it was because he’d seen the Silver Crusaders all as his 
equals… as people who were also rich and famous, powerful in so many ways and seemingly 
blessed… as grotesque as they had sometimes seemed even to him. They had been his 
equals… but in the end, they had described him with the same words that the people he’d 
once thought of as somehow being less than him had used. They had done the same 
things… no, they had done worse. All the times Zerrex had chased him down and hurt 
him, it had been because he, Lone, had kicked the hornet’s nest, and because Zerrex gave his 
all for people other than himself. In fact, on that fateful day three years ago, Zerrex had 
done far more than that… he had been willing to throw himself against Apple Villa itself 
in a final, desperate attack that had decimated the police force and annihilated the corrupt 
vigilante army that Lone had put together. And he had given him a chance, after it all 
ended… had hurt him, yes, but the reptile hadn’t killed him and had instead almost 
brought him up, almost mentored him… despite the fact that Lone had been responsible 
for so much hell in the Drakkaren’s life.

And he had thought that he was better than Zerrex. No. He could see the truth now… 
because the bear’s words kept repeating again and again in his head, and that expression… 
the expression on his face reminded him of what he must have looked like those three years 
ago when he had shot Mary, safely surrounded by the Goth Legion and far out of reach of 
the Drakkaren. Just like the bear had been safely protected – or so he thought – by all the 
other Silver Crusaders, and the war machine toys that they had brought to town. 

The wolf rolled over, facing now towards the back of the seat, hugging himself tight 
and closing his eyes as he felt self-loathing bubbling up from his stomach. He’d played the 
fool in a million ways over the last few years, and probably a billion more in all his years of 
life before he’d come to Baskin’s Grove. He’d worked so hard to build up a reputation, his 
power, wealth and prosperity… and now he found himself hating everything he stood for, 
hating all the things he’d done and everything from his parents to the snot-nosed friends 
he’d made in Apple Villa.

He let himself soak in the acid of his thoughts as Cherry drove through the night 
streets of the city, then he finally sat up when he felt the familiar bump of the limo pulling 
into the driveway of his home. He sighed a bit, then quietly opened the door and slid out 
once the vehicle came to a halt, closing it behind himself and pausing for a moment to 
glance up at the cloudy night sky above, the moon shining dimly through the scattered 
wisps before he turned his eyes to Cherry. She was already walking up the stairs, so he 
cleared his throat and then said in a clear, carrying voice: “Thank you.”

The muscular female paused, then turned and tilted her head, looking down at the 
lupine with distaste that she didn’t try too hard to hide. “For what?”

“For… saving my life. And for… putting up with me when I’m such a jerk.” Lone 
replied quietly, then he too began to ascend, nodding quietly to her as he passed, the female 



staring at him with blank surprise before he smiled faintly over his shoulder. “I… I’m 
gonna go to bed soon, after I bathe and… stuff. I’ll… have someone set up the spare 
bedroom for you.”

Then the wolf turned and pushed through the doors, and Cherry followed, feeling 
dumbly amazed at the sudden change in the wolf ’s behavior. She watched him stagger down 
the hall towards the kitchen, leaving puffs of dust behind him as he stripped off his suit 
jacket and dropped it to one hand, then she shook her head a bit before finally saying softly 
to the empty room: “You’re welcome.”

Lone rubbed his back slowly as he pushed through a door and into the kitchen, 
glancing up at a servant who was doing the dishes and unsurprised at the shock on his 
features: for one thing, he looked like hell. For another, he wasn’t yelling and bitching about 
it, which he was suddenly painfully aware he’d done every other time he’d been in this kind 
of nasty shape. He also recalled the way he’d treated many of his servants in the past… and 
he shook his head slowly before looking up at the fox who was doing the dishes and asking 
in a quiet voice: “How many people are on duty tonight, kid?”

“Thirty, sir.” Responded the young male, and Lone nodded a bit. He glanced at the 
fridge, then decided a bath could come before food, so instead he smiled at the todd again 
before turning and heading to the nearest bathroom.

Thankfully, it was one with a large tub, and the wolf slowly stripped his clothes off 
before running the hot water. He used the toilet, then flushed and washed his hands and 
finally turned the water off, climbing into the nearly-boiling tub and forcing himself to 
slide down into the painful, scalding water, rubbing at a small, painful bruise on his breast: 
the only mark from being shot, but a bullet that had apparently done more damage to him 
than even when Zerrex had blown his legs out.

He contemplated to himself as the water eventually started to soothe his wounds, and 
he thought it was  good metaphor for what he figured he was experiencing: right now, sure, 
it hurt like fuck… but if he actually trusted in Zerrex’s words for once instead of thinking 
of him as some uncivilized barbarian lowlife, then maybe that pain would eventually turn… 
well… not painful, and it would even become comforting. Then he laughed faintly, figuring 
the heat was getting to him and that he should just suck up what was going on and… 
actually work to be someone he could be proud of. That was what it came down to… he 
could follow in the example set by the person he’d thought of as his archnemesis for so long 
and just… work on being someone who he could actually admire and like.

After half an hour of soaking and rubbing dust out of his fur, the wolf finally climbed 
out and toweled himself off, then he wrapped one tight around his midsection and picked 
up his dirty clothes. He left the bathroom, then wandered around until he finally ran into a 
servant and asked in a voice that was almost embarrassed, holding the clothes up: “Where 
do I put these?”

“I’ll take them, sir…” said the otter slowly, then he gently pried the dirty, ripped 
clothing from the wolf ’s hands and paused before carefully adding, at the wolf ’s strangely-
miserable look: “They’re ruined, sir. I’m just going to throw them out… but there’s a 



clothes chute on the second floor and if you look around enough, there’s a laundry room 
on this floor.”

“Huh. I didn’t even know I had a laundry room.” Lone responded with a faint laugh, 
then he shook his head slowly before nodding and heading quietly for the nearest staircase 
and along to his room. He pulled on a pair of plaid pajama bottoms and a plain white t-
shirt, hating how tight they both were, then he went over to his bed and lay down, closing 
his eyes.

After only a few moments, however, he got up and sighed, grabbing a few pillows and a 
blanket: suddenly, he didn’t want to sleep in here. So instead, he headed down to one of the 
dens on the first floor, the one where he’d got the game consoles set up what seemed like a 
lifetime ago and been so… retarded. He quietly put the pillows on the couch, then walked 
over to the machine and looked down, seeing it was still on: the wolf quickly kneeled and 
turned it off, cursing himself for his stupidity, then he walked back to the couch and 
checked the time. 

It wasn’t late at all… it was just turning towards eleven. But the wolf felt like years had 
passed since he’d last slept… and the couch was oddly comforting, as he curled up and put 
a pillow under his head, curling his blanket around his body. He closed his eyes, and within 
a few minutes fell asleep, his last thoughts promises and vows to be different, to change, to 
live up to the person he had once convinced himself he was… and to prove Zerrex’s words 
true. That he did have a gift for atonement. 

~~~

Tank stood in the appointed meeting place, on top of a picnic table with a grin on his 
face as he watched people filing in: the streets and all nearby parking lots had been jammed 
with towns, and he thought he counted at least a hundred and twenty faces. It was definitely 
a hell of a turnout, with all these badasses standing side-by-side… bikers, assassins, 
mercenaries and all other sorts of  scum, soldier and specialists. 

The muscular badger waited a few minutes past midnight, then he cleared his throat 
and rose his arms for attention, and he loved the immediate hush that fell over the crowd. 
The park was jammed with everyone, and he figured that there were more than enough 
people to give a good meeting and provide a good army… so he started off with a fairly 
simple lie that would immediately make it clear who was in charge here: “So everyone 
knows… Felicity was busy all night working out the details for the plan, but she was too 
tired to make it to this meeting. Thankfully, it means that she’s not going to hear my next 
words or worry that the rapist bastard who hurt her so badly will come for her… and so 
we’re all clear, my name is Tank and I’m the leader of the Godkillers. And Felicity is one of 
the reasons we’re here today… because we don’t want pretty girls like her suffering under 
the spell of  the fucking monster that lives in this town!”

He was met by a roar of approval, and the badger grinned as he saw the hate burning in 
the eyes of almost all present, hatred for Zerrex that he knew would have been refined and 
grown by the stories he’d fed his own crew while on the road, and that the other gang 
members would have told their pickups. There were all sorts of rumors flying around now, 



and Tank had been more than happy to supply news articles and other official information 
on Zerrex he’d dug up over the last year to those few who had approached him after he’d 
gotten up from his nap.

Sure, not all of it was true… but the point of propaganda wasn’t to make your enemy 
look good, but to look bad and weak and disgusting. And it wasn’t like he was twisting 
around the stories too much… Zerrex certainly had killed and raped a lot of people, he’d 
just changed some of the minor details around. Like who it had been, if they had 
committed any crimes themselves, all that kind of thing… and of course he’d been careful 
to make the reptile look weaker than he knew he really was. Presenting him as some 
unconquerable demigod – like Felicity always did, and it never ceased to piss him off 
because it just couldn’t be true – would definitely be counterproductive when he wasn’t 
aware yet of  the mettle of  the recruits.

“I’ll keep it short and sweet, people… the ‘Boss,’ as he likes to call himself, is gonna be 
kept busy by Requiem in a few days, someone who Zerrex apparently pissed off in the 
past… likely by raping and killing his family, I think! And we know he’s keeping the 
daughter of the Boss hostage, and I hope like shit he’s raping the hell out of her every night 
and making her scream, but hey, who am I to say she might not like that shit with who her 
father is… after all, I bet he’s even raped his own daughter!” There was a roll of laughter, 
disgusted, angry yells, and various obscene comments throughout the assembly in the park, 
and Tank let them work it out of their system as he rose his arms, grinning viciously around 
at them all before continuing to yell his message to the masses before him.

“Because he’s killed so many of our own… hurt so many loving parents by killin’ and 
fucking and raping and hurting their kids in ways that they just goddamn shouldn’t be hurt, 
especially when they’re innocent, we’re gonna take his daughter! And if you like her, you can 
take the bitch in any way you want, that is my promise to you, as revenge on her father! The 
sins of the father, let them be visited all fucking over that bitch daughter of his, who’s 
turning out to be as bad as her father… and then, if Requiem dies because Zerrex shoots 
him in the back or some shit like that, then we have the best bargaining chip ever to make 
him do what we want and get the hell out of town, where we can take the fucker out right 
old-fashioned and proper! And if Requiem gets back and refuses to leave… ‘cause I hear 
that despite his noble intentions here, he’s a rich bastard and only interested in himself… 
then we still got the daughter to do with as we please and we can swarm him and drive him 
outta our place, our town, and put rulership back in the hands of  the people!

“How do you want to live in a mansion? An estate house, and rule the fuckin’ city? If 
we get rid of Zerrex, we can do that! You guys hear the plan, it’s goddamn simple, right?” 
He waited, cocking his head and putting a hand by his ear in a pantomime of listening, and 
was immediately greeted by a loud yell of affirmation, making him laugh and grin widely. 
“My thoughts exactly! Once Zerrex is gone, Mayor fuckhead won’t have jack-shit to defend 
himself… we can take him out, and the town is ours! Everyone knows the police force here 
is crap, because all the fucking rich people rely on Mr. Zerrex to defend themselves… well, 
those days will be over, and we’ll live in paradise… paradise!” he roared, and was again 
greeted by a mass of shouts in return, before Tank simply threw his arms back and laughed, 



yelling at the sky as the crowd stomped their feet and roared with him, fists pumping in the 
air as they psyched themselves up for the coming battle.

For the few hours, the badger alternated between praise and promises of power, 
fortunes and prosperity – mentioning things like how Zerrex lived in a veritable palace, and 
that he had more money than most countries in his bank account – sermons on all the 
horrible things the reptile had done, from eating babies to raping and killing ninety-year-
old great grandmothers in front of their children’s children, and bits and pieces of his plan, 
which was really just a few sentences that the badger drilled into their heads again and 
again. Tank, however, was on a roll, finally feeling like was getting real recognition for the 
first time in his life and basking in the glory of having other people actually listening to his 
rants, at the attention and the hungry eyes that swallowed up all his stories. Lost in the 
crowd, even the other members of the Godkillers and the people who knew very well none 
of this could be true came to believe all of Tank’s lies, and believe it with the firmness of 
fanatics… in only a few hours, Tank transformed the entire mass of mercenaries and 
gangsters from a loosely-organized group of violent-minded people to a cult with the 
brilliance of total accident. And he himself had become the leader, the high priest that was 
determined to bring down someone he depicted as killer god.

Of course, he also instilled fear in the hearts of even the hardiest there, with some of 
the stories he told about Zerrex… giving details on his past and how he’d run a military 
unit with an iron fist, and the enormous strength he possessed. He soon came to realize, as 
he talked, yelled and ranted, that fear could prove to be an even greater motivator than 
treasure or promises of glory: the more he spoke of the reptile’s extreme power, the more he 
saw hatred and envy flare in the eyes of those present. Of course, he also made sure to 
always give the lizard some sort of weakness, or made him out to be a coward at heart, well 
aware that if he stretched the reptile’s power too far, he could end up converting his entire 
newly-created flock into worshippers at the idol of the Drakkaren instead of haters of the 
motherfucker.

Finally, Tank found himself running short on wind and things to say, and so he finished 
by raising is arms and announcing in a clear voice: “We’ve taken the first step today… into 
truly becoming Godkillers. Because that is exactly what we’re going to do… kill that 
motherfucking false god!” He basked in their cheers, then grinned around at them all and 
made a wide waving motion, laughing loudly. “Okay, soldiers. Let’s go home and get some 
good rest, yeah? And everyone prep up for the coming battle, too… we don’t want to 
underestimate the fucker, after all. You all have a good sleep, and if you have any questions, 
don’t be afraid to come to me…” A pause, then he quickly added: “And remember! Ellie 
can’t know any of this... she’d become terrified, and could even run to Zerrex. I’m gonna 
have some of the boys try and keep her busy, but in the worst case scenario we’ll have to 
lock her up somewhere where she can’t get confused until we get rid of that bastard who’s 
been torturing and manipulating her.”

There was a murmur of assent at this, then some sparse applause before the group of 
people began to filter out. Tank watched them leave, then he finally jumped down from the 
picnic table with a loud sigh and stretched, cracking his back and rolling his shoulders as he 



let the others Godkillers congratulate him on a great speech, heading back to his car with a 
dark grin on his features. Yeah… you’re goin’ down, motherfucker. Ellie’s my girl, and you’re 
nothing but shit now. 

He had no idea that the vixen in question was having an uncomfortable nightmare that 
strangely resembled much of what had just gone on… and not from any gift of unnatural 
power, but instead merely the suspicions of exactly what the badger could have been up to, 
mixed with her own worries for the future. She rolled back and forth on the bed, clutching 
for a person who wasn’t there, moaning quietly to herself as if in pain and kicking at the 
bed before she suddenly snapped awake, staring at the wall and letting out a shriek of terror 
at the sight of  Tank standing over the bodies of  Mika and her idol.

Then she reached up and touched her sweaty forehead, clenching her eyes shut, head 
pounding. Just a nightmare… she thought, then winced at the thudding in her skull, 
opening one eye and looking miserably around the room. But what the fuck is wrong with 
my head… I… don’t remember anything…

She shook her head slowly, then shakily got to her feet: she blinked and grunted as he 
legs gave out, however, almost falling… and then realizing that Mika wasn’t there. She 
frowned, but then decided that the coyote had probably left sometime earlier that night, just 
so Tank didn’t freak out… and she sighed quietly as she forced herself to stand straight, 
hating how bad her legs were trembling and how painful her head was aching.

She staggered to the door – barely conscious enough to make sure to check that she was 
wearing any clothing – before swiping several times at the handle, then she shook her head 
slowly, the world spinning as a multitude of doorknobs suddenly swirled from the single 
one in the middle. She clenched her eyes shut, letting out a moan, then grunted and fell 
heavily on her rear as her legs gave out.

The vixen cursed angrily, feeling tears welling up in her eyes… it was almost like she’d 
been drugged, for fuck’s sake. She could barely walk, could barely see, and she could feel 
from the sunlight and hear the birds tweeting outside… meaning it had to be at least eight 
in the morning, if not later. And she thought if she’d been drugged… well… Mika 
wouldn’t do that to her, and she was pretty damn sure she’d be able to tell if she had some 
kind of anesthetic or paralytic or even a crappy sleep aide pushed into her system… her 
father had used plenty of different toxins on her before settling on muscle-affecting 
paralytics, after all.

She grunted as she forced herself to her feet, clawing at the wall… but as she moved 
around, she felt her body beginning to loosen up more, and when she opened her eyes there 
was only one doorknob again. She closed her eyes, her head still throbbing painfully, and 
focused her objective in mind: the bathroom. All she needed to do was reach the bathroom, 
and then at worst she could frigging crawl back to bed.

Felicity reached down, and smiled grimly as she managed to grab and turn the handle… 
then frowned as she jerked on it. Did she not even have the strength to open the goddamn 
door anymore? But then she paused as her eyes settled on the lock, and she muttered under 
her breath before turning it and then tugging the door open, walking out into the hall. Her 



back slid against the frame as she staggered to the side, wincing, but then she forced herself 
to stumble along the wall, leaning heavily against it for support as she moved towards the 
bathroom.

After a few moments, she managed to get into the nearest one and slammed the door 
behind her, falling back against it and hitting the thumb lock with a sigh. Then she stripped 
down her pants and panties below before walking over to the toilet and dropping heavily on 
it. She set her elbows on her knees, and her muzzle on her hands as she did her business, 
glaring at the wall and mumbling angrily to herself about the state she was in from just a 
nightmare and a rather too-long-

“Shit!” she yelled, bouncing on the toilet and swinging her arms out to the side: one of 
the hands collided with the countertop that the sink was built into, and several of the 
bottles on it rattled loudly. “The fucking meeting!”

A few minutes later, the vixen ran out of the bathroom while still doing up her jeans 
and adjusting her shirt, and hammering on the first door leading into an occupied room 
that she came across: there was no answer inside, however. Felicity continued to try this for 
every other door, but they were all the same… either everyone was ignoring her, or they 
were already gone for the day on Godkiller business. 

Finally, only Tank’s door was left… and the vixen sighed before knocking twice on it. 
She waited a few moments, then there was a shuffling from inside before the badger opened 
the door, naked except for his boxers and looking at her blearily… but immediately 
grinning and stepping into the doorframe, leaning on the door so he could show off his 
muscular body as he said in a tired but cheerful voice: “Hey there, Ellie-”

“Felicity.” The vixen corrected sharply, and Tank blinked at this uncommon snappiness 
before smiling amusedly as the fox rushed on: “The meeting, I missed giving my speech at 
the meeting…”

“It’s okay.” Tank reached out and gently settled his hand under her chin, gently flicking 
it with his thumb as he smiled widely at her. He opened his mouth, then paused for a 
moment before deciding to go with a different story than his original one, and changing his 
tone to be a bit more sour. “Mika did it. He… nobody wanted to wake you up, since you 
were working so goddamn hard the whole night.”

“Oh.” Felicity blinked slowly, then she smiled a bit and nodded, looking immediately 
relieved: it wasn’t exactly a look that Tank liked seeing on her face in conjunction with her 
junkie friend, but any port would work in a storm, he figured. “So everyone knows the plan 
then?”

“Yeah, everyone’s settled and ready.” Tank responded, then he let his hand slip down to 
her shoulder, grinning a bit wider at her as he tugged lightly at her t-shirt, saying in a 
playful voice: “Why don’t you come on inside, I’ll get you settled and ready too, babe… I’ll 
give you a massage, then when you get tired of that, I’ll give you a whole different kind of 
rubbing with my big love-stick.”



Felicity made a face at this, immediately stepping back and shrugging the badger’s grip 
off, making him frown as she said mildly: “No, Tank. We are not girlfriend and boyfriend. 
We are not together. Now grow up and leave me alone… I’d better go talk to Mika.”

The badger snarled as the vixen turned her back, wanting to reach out, grab her tail and 
drag her into his room like that so he could… fucking spank her before he gave her the best 
sex she’d ever get in her life… but then he leaned forwards and composed his features so he 
was again only looking irritable, calling after her mildly as she headed towards the stairs: 
“You can’t! Junkie’s gone to the radio tower or some shit to work on his precious toys!”

“Great.” Felicity muttered, glancing over her shoulder and watching the badger glower 
after her before he retreated into his room and slammed his door. The fox rolled her eyes, 
then she simply continued down the hallway, sighing and shaking her head slowly. She’d try 
calling Mika’s cell, anyway… but if Tank wasn’t lying, then Mika would be pretty much 
inaccessible. The radio tower that the coyote always went out to for testing new trinkets he 
had was outside of town, after all… and since it was also what the Godkillers used as a 
relay point to bounce signals off of and to communicate with the satellite, when Mika 
worked on fixing up the once-abandoned tower or on the sensitive computer equipment 
that was out there, he never carried a cellphone with him for fear of overlapping calls or 
screwing up his measurements.

She wandered down to the kitchen, deciding she could at least eat first… and she 
winced as she saw the time was past nine-twenty in the morning, shaking her head at how 
long she’d slept… but it had been a hell of an emotional outpouring yesterday to her 
brotherly coyote friend, she supposed. Then she paused in mid-reach for the bread… and 
smiled to herself, turning to the phone that hung on the wall and picking it up, saying 
softly to herself: “Breakfast can wait. Mika deserves a call and a thank you for 
everything…”

After all… she had broken down, and he’d just… cuddled her naked body and held her 
tight as she’d bawled like a baby about all she’d been through, and he’d never made any 
advances or even hinted at sex despite the fact she’d been all but rocking and bouncing in 
his lap. And even afterwards, when she’d asked him to stay with her, he’d just nodded and 
quietly wrapped his arms around her body, holding her tight and cuddling her close, giving 
her his warmth and love without asking for anything in return… and no matter what Tank 
said about him, she would never forget that the coyote was her best friend, or any of the 
things that he had done for her. That he had made her feel better about her scarred and 
ravaged body… and that he’d reminded her of her worth, not only to herself but to the 
others out there, like the coyote. She loved Mika deeper than she’d ever loved anyone… and 
their friendship, their siblinghood was sacred to her. So eating could wait… but a phone 
call to him couldn’t.

Little did she know that Tank was currently rushing to attempt to halt that phone call, 
not wanting to think of exactly what the drug addict would say to Felicity, and what exactly 
she might do to him in response. He knew they had some weird thing going on between 
them, he’d seen that clearly yesterday when Mika had been raping his girl but then, for 



whatever reason, his girl had willingly curled up with him… but before he could continue 
his thoughts or delusions, as the badger attempted to tug his black jeans up, hopping 
around like an idiot, one of his feet stomped painfully on his other paw and he fell 
forwards with a wince, still trying to jerk up his waistband and then smashing his head off 
the desk with a yelp of pain, stunning himself. He still would have been fine and perhaps 
even achieved his goal, but the small – yet heavy – electric motor that had been sitting safely 
on the desk slid to the edge with the rocking of the furnishing caused by his hard head 
whacking off it, and as the badger tried to get up, shaking his head slowly, it toppled and 
struck him firmly in the back of  the skull, knocking the mighty badger out.

Downstairs, Felicity was just dialing in Mika’s cell number, and then she waited a few 
moments, glancing up at the ceiling and smiling a bit to herself… before her smile froze as 
the phone was answered by a choked, broken: “Who… is this…”

“Mika? Christ, are you okay?” Felicity asked, concern flooding her voice and face as she 
turned to face the wall, reaching her other hand up to hold the phone’s receiver closer to her 
ear. She was answered by a burst of sobs and choked crying instead of anything coherent, 
and so the female quickly fell into saying soothing nothings, trying to do all she could to 
comfort the coyote.

On the other end of the line, Mika was rocking back and forth on his bed in his plain 
room, which smelled more of antiseptic than anything else. The normally neat room was a 
mess: books had been thrown from the wall and were strewn all over the floor, pencils, pens 
and rulers littered the room like abandoned – and often broken – bones, and the desk 
where the coyote usually kept his computer had a splatter of blood on it amid splinters of 
broken glass from the jar of  dye that the battered canid had dropped.

He rocked back and forth: every sway backwards struck his head firmly against the wall, 
where he was slowly making a deep dent in the drywall, and every rock forwards threatened 
to send him off the bed. One hand – wrapped clumsily in a bandage that had already 
seeped through with blood – clutched his legs, all his limbs trembling violently and his tail 
spasming wildly behind himself. The other hand was clutching the cellphone so tightly that 
it had turned his knuckles white, and he was pressing the small device so hard against his 
head that it was threatening to grind into his skull, the click of buttons going off every now 
and then. His teeth chattered and his eyes bulged, and he was naked except for a pair of 
piss-stained skivvies. It was the only other stench in the room: the coyote had lost control 
of  his bladder.

At random, there were pill bottles strewn across the room, which looked like a cramped 
cell with the condition it was in instead of the spacious, pleasant bedroom it usually was. 
Some of the bottles were open, and had spilled their contents into the wreckage that dotted 
the floor. They lay like dead soldiers in the ruins of some once-great city, some of them 
bleeding white powder as Mika lowered his head and began to cry hard, his rocking 
becoming even more violent for a few more moments.



“The pain… I need my drugs… I need them…” he moaned into the phone, 
interrupting Felicity for a moment, then he clenched his hand spasmodically and began to 
cry harder. “But I can’t… can’t go anywhere… can’t drive…”

“Listen. I’m coming over there, okay?” Felicity started, but immediately the coyote 
yelled something into the phone that sounded like ‘no!’ The vixen blinked at this 
explanation, then Mika took a deep, shuddering breath and forced his rocking to stop.

His body still trembled violently, but as the coyote grit his teeth almost hard enough to 
crack them, tears rolling down his face, he forced himself to calm down, to grab the pain 
and even use it as something to power his broken, scrawny body. He breathed harshly in 
and out of the phone, then he finally said raggedly: “I’ll survive. I’ve… I’ve hurt worse 
before. It’s… fucking close, though.”

“I want to do what I can for you… I can take you somewhere, to the hospital at least to 
see if they can do anything for the pain…” Felicity started: the vixen felt tears in her own 
eyes, and one slowly spilled down her cheek as she trembled violently, unable to stop from 
finally whispering into the phone: “At least tell me what happened…”

“Tank.” Mika’s voice was flat and plain, and the vixen felt amazed there was nothing but 
dull despondence in it… no rage, no hate. She certainly could feel both those emotions 
growing in her body right now, as an angry snarl spread over her muzzle, listening as the 
coyote related the story. The talk, at least, seemed to help him gain control, gave him 
something to focus on and let him take his mind off the agony that was currently running 
rampant through his body. “He… caught us together somehow… I don’t know… maybe 
he’s been spying on us or something somehow. But… he dragged me out into the hall… 
beat the shit out of me and then broke all my morphine vials… I can’t get more until next 
week, they won’t give them to me… and so I’ve been… trying to just sit here and deal with 
the pain, but nothing else and I just… I don’t want you to see me like this.”

The last statement almost made Felicity laugh faintly as she said quietly into the phone: 
“You saw me yesterday… and you comforted me and held me… I want to… return the 
favor. You’re in real pain… yesterday was almost me being stupid and-”

“Don’t talk like that!” Even in his own pain, Mika managed to scold her… and the 
vixen smiled a bit again as she closed her eyes, nodding silently and whispering a gentle 
okay to the coyote. She could hear him panting quietly into the phone… then he added in 
a nearly-silent voice: “I don’t want Tank to hurt you. Yesterday he… I don’t know. He was 
crazy… and I don’t want you to get hurt.”

For a few moments there was silence… but Mika felt his shakes reducing, at least for 
now. He breathed quietly in and out, hating the trembles rocking through his body and how 
painfully his heart was galloping in his chest… and then the pain washed away as Felicity 
said quietly: “I know. But I love you, Mika. I want to help you if  I can.”

“I… I love you too, Felicity… but Tank has lost it.” Mika whispered in return, and then 
he smiled faintly as he added: “Thanks for… making my heart break, by the way. And I 
was just starting to calm down.”



“Fuck you.” Felicity replied with the faintest of smiles, then she glanced up at the 
ceiling as she heard a loud muttering behind her. Then she closed her eyes and said softly: 
“The person-in-question just showed up. I’ll… I’ll phone you later, okay? I’m going to have 
a word with him.”

“Felicity-” Mika started, but then he was left only staring at his cellphone as the line 
disconnected. Moving carefully, he put it back beside him on the bed, then he looked at the 
mess of books in front of himself and whispered: “Well, what the hell, right? Might as well 
clean this place up.”

While the coyote worked to busy himself, Felicity slowly hung up the phone, then 
turned around to face the muscular badger behind her. Tank grinned… then he faltered, 
rubbing at the goose egg on his head at the icy smile on the vixen’s face before saying in an 
uncertain voice: “So… Mika’s not out at the tower, huh?”

“Nah. He thinks I should let you in on a little secret. Come closer.” Felicity said softly, 
raising a finger and making it teasing beckoning motion to Tank. The huge badger blinked, 
stepping forwards… and then Felicity snarled angrily and slammed one of her hands out, 
at the same time throwing all the telekinetic force she could muster into her attack: never 
before had she used her powers to actually try and hurt someone else, but the rage in her 
mind commanded that Tank might as well be her first target – after all, right now, he was 
on the same level as that scumbag Requiem, who had kidnapped the Boss’s daughter.

Tank’s eyes bulged, and he let out a scream as he flew backwards before colliding with 
the wall, arms and legs pinned, spread-eagled and shaking violently on the spot. His head 
whipped back and forth as some weird, invisible force tore into him, feeling like someone 
had just taken a net of steel wire and dragged it hard over his body to pin him against the 
wall like a bug on a needle. Blood bubbled out of his mouth and nose as Felicity 
approached, the pressure on his body magnifying tenfold, and his eyes bulged with agony as 
he managed: “How…”

“You hurt Mika. You have no idea what he’s going through… and you went and hurt 
him like that, you bastard!” The fox snarled, then she raised her hand violently – 
immediately, the badger flew up and collided with the ceiling with enough force to send 
down a hail of plaster, before she slammed her hand downwards and Tank fell like a rock, 
smashing into the floor and cracking the tile below as Felicity screamed at him: “You 
fucking bastard! Always throwing your weight around, trying to make me yours! I am not 
yours! And I am not going to let you do whatever the fuck you’re planning to do against the 
Boss!’

Tank slowly wobbled to his feet, snarling, feeling the strange hold on his body released 
for a moment… and he lunged forwards, but this time the vixen didn’t do anything but 
glare at him, and he found himself frozen, floating in midair. The effect was both 
maddening and terrifying, as he struggled but found himself entirely unable to move, arms 
out to tackle the fox who had apparently developed some psycho-powers behind his back… 
and then she said softly: “I’m not going to let you hurt anybody anymore.” 



Then she reached up and flicked his nose, and Tank flew backwards through the air, 
flipping end over end like a child’s doll that had been shot from a catapult before he 
crashed into the wall outside the kitchen and fell to the ground in a broken pile. Felicity 
slumped, panting hard and then coughing, reaching up a hand to press over her thudding 
heart as she snarled at the fallen badger, feeling no regret… then she spat as he opened his 
eyes and began to slowly crawl to his feet, saying angrily: “Get the fuck out of here, Tank… 
I don’t need you, your help, or the help of any of the other fuckers that are here just to hurt 
the Boss instead of help him get his daughter back… you are not wanted here! I’m 
throwing you out of  Exile Village, and don’t even dream about coming back!”

The badger stared at the vixen with pain and horror in his eyes… then he slowly 
snarled before turning to leave: as he did so, however, he saw Felicity turn her back on him, 
saw her reach for the telephone and noticed the wince in her movements… and quickly, he 
spun around and put the last of  his energy into a final charge, throwing himself  at her.

This time, she didn’t turn fast enough… and the last thing Felicity saw was the floor 
before Tank smashed her head off the tiles and out went the lights. Then he stood, panting 
quietly and placing a foot on her back, muttering angrily as he wrapped an arm tight 
around his body: “Fucking bitch. I’m going to have to whip you good after this is all 
over… make sure you know your place. Weird-shit powers or not…”

He panted quietly for a few moments, then he winced as he straightened, rubbing at his 
bruised and sore body. His eyes stayed locked coldly on Felicity, however, wondering just 
what the hell he could do with her, still somewhat shocked by the fact that she had shown 
off such a strange ability that she had apparently kept hidden from everyone all these years. 
He frowned at the vixen, then shook his head slowly… it meant that she was going to 
throw one hell of a tantrum, but he liked to take things in stride. Sure, normally someone 
showing up with freakish powers would be cause for alarm… but Tank already had some 
idea of what he could do with her, and they lived in a town ruled by people with awful and 
terrible abilities, anyway. But hopefully those people would soon enough be crushed to 
dust…

“No wonder she admires him… she’s a freak, too…” he murmured, then he bent down 
with a grimace and hefted Felicity’s body off the floor, throwing her over his shoulder with 
a wince and walking back towards the stairs. Thankfully, he thought everyone was out… it 
would just be a matter of keeping her door locked and making up some story about how 
she was hiding out of fear of the Boss, or some shit like that. “I’ll have to beat that out of 
her, at worst, I guess. Stupid bitch…”

A few minutes later, he threw the vixen down on her bed, making her groan and shift 
uncomfortably. He winced, raising his fist in case he had to rap her hard and knock her out 
again, but thankfully she stayed asleep… and the badger nodded with a mutter before 
leaving and heading down the hall to the storage room. 

He fumbled open the drawer, then took out three bottles of the tranquilizer he’d used 
on her earlier before shuffling through the supply cabinet a bit more, knocking over vials 
and other plastic bottles before finally seizing a plastic bag of small needles, letting out a 



sound of triumph through his teeth as he grinned. Then he turned and left the room, 
heading back to Felicity as he tore the bag open with his teeth and extracted a needle, filling 
it three-quarters of the way full with the toxin as he mumbled. “That’s about the same as I 
put in her earlier, right? When the junkie was here… that kept her out from… fuck… 
three to… nine? That’s…” He paused as he shouldered his way through her door, then he 
put down the extra supplies on her desk before grinning a bit, finishing mentally: Eighteen 
hours. I’ll just check on her every six or so, see how she’s doing… at worst, I’ll juice her up 
again.

He nodded to himself, then he grabbed one of her arms and shoved the needle into it, 
depressing the plunger at the same time. The vixen gave a liquid moan that sounded 
something like ‘Daddy,’ and Tank grinned wider to himself before murmuring. “Yes, honey, 
that’s right. Daddy’s here, and he’s gonna take real nice care of  you…”

Then the badger idly flicked the needle aside before turning and leaving the room, 
careful to lock the door on the way out as he grinned to himself. Now everything was set 
up nice and well… and he could deal with Mika and anyone else who tried to interfere with 
his plans as viciously as he want, with Felicity out of the picture. It made him sad that he 
had to keep his girl locked up like this… but sometimes you had to make sacrifices for love.

~~~

Lone found himself staring at the ceiling of the den for a good hour or so after he 
woke up: he simply didn’t want to get out of bed, mainly because he knew that the day 
would be a very painful one. After all, he’d been neglecting… well… all his duties as 
Mayor, so eventually he’d have to get off his ass and actually do something instead of just 
letting the other politicians handle it, for one. For another… he hurt all over, and he didn’t 
want to attract attention to himself  by staggering around the house looking like an idiot.

Finally… the idea of getting up scared him. As he lay here, remembering the events of 
yesterday and all his promises and oaths… he could easily follow them all, could just… 
reassure himself and say that he wouldn’t screw up again, that it had been little more than a 
bad dream and now all was forgiven and he would atone. If he actually got up, however, 
then things would get far more complicated. He was worried about even making small 
slipups now… and he was pretty sure it would be hard to remember what he was trying to 
accomplish, who he was trying to become as the day went on. He was honestly scared of 
the idea that as time moved forwards, he would forget his lessons and slip back into the 
past… and he didn’t want to do that.

But eventually, Lone realized he had no choice, and so he slid silently off the couch: he 
winced at the feeling of his sore paws touching the ground, and for a few moments 
trembled violently as he clasped his hands tight together, just sitting in his plain sleep 
clothes, before he finally forced himself to stand up, walking quietly out of the den and 
heading up the nearest set of stairs to the second floor, rubbing at his stomach slowly. It 
still hurt like hell, and he wasn’t hungry at all… and he also simply hated it, hated how he 
had been… so proud of the weight he’d lost by means that required the least amount of 
effort when Zerrex had given him a firm exercise plan that he’d been supposed to follow.



He sighed a bit as he pushed into his room, then he stripped and shuffled through his 
clothes, finally selecting a plain dress shirt and loose, but more professional pants over a 
pair of clean new boxers. He shifted a bit from paw-to-paw, looking back and forth, then 
rubbing idly at his throat… and he blinked as he felt a silver chain under his fingertips. He 
followed it down, then made a disgusted sound as he touched the outline of his silver 
sword, still dangling around his neck. Immediately, he wrapped a hand around it and tore it 
off, throwing it to the ground and then wiping his hand against his pants leg like he’d just 
touched something disgusting. He stared down at the broken chain and the small silver 
sword with hate burning in his eyes, then he forced himself to reach down and pick it up, 
dropping it on the counter and making a disgusted noise as he looked at it, at what had 
once represented so many hopes and dreams but now was just a tawdry, ugly piece of 
jewelry with nothing but bad thoughts associated with it.

Lone looked back and forth, then he blinked tapped along his body before cursing 
quietly as he realized he didn’t have the pocketwatch Zerrex had given him. He loped out of 
the room, not bothering to close the door on his way out and heading quickly for the stairs, 
taking them down two at a time – an act that almost overbalanced the flabby wolf, but he 
managed to keep his feet and only stumbled a bit on the floor.

Then he twisted on his heel and ran down the short hall into the kitchen, panting 
quietly and holding his side with a wince: even that short exertion had left him winded and 
his body aching. For a few moments he only stood in the doorframe, regaining his breath as 
the servants stared at him, and Lone looked back. He opened his muzzle to snarl at them, 
feeling a blush rising to his cheeks… but then slowly closed it and instead straightened, 
trying his best to not screw up this early in as he merely cleared his throat instead and asked 
quietly: “Um. Where’s my… my pocketwatch?”

“Charles took it to the jeweler’s, sir, to be repaired. It was fairly badly damaged. Sir.” 
One of the servants said meekly, and Lone looked at her for a moment before nodding. 
Then he winced and walked out of the room, before pausing in front of the next door and 
rubbing the back of  his head.

“Uh. Thank you.” He said quietly, trying to remember the lessons he’d been taught on 
respect… not by his parents, Gods no, but by Zerrex and the others of Baskin’s Grove… 
even Cherry treated the servants as equals, after all. Suddenly, it seemed very important that 
he find her… and so he glanced up and said finally: “Look for… I mean, please find 
Cherry for me and bring her to the dining hall… and a small lunch for us both. Just… 
nothing fancy, just… plain sandwiches.”

With that, the lupine turned and left through the hallway, feeling horribly 
uncomfortable… but also a bit of a light inside himself, like he really could manage. And 
he smiled to himself a bit at the expressions that had been on the servant’s faces when he’d 
talked so politely… it was like they thought he was possessed.

He entered the dining hall… and immediately made a face of disgust at his own 
symbol, at the gigantic tapestries that lined the hall. Regal purple, and adorned with the 
goddamn crest that was designed to put him and Zerrex at odds… like it wasn’t obvious 



what the dragon and the wolf were supposed to represent. He walked over to one, frowning, 
then decided on a spur of  the moment to rip it down.

The wolf reached up and tugged at the thick cloth pitifully, but nothing happened… 
he made a face, then continued to tear at it, almost hopping up and down. At the top, a 
heavy crossbar shook back and forth, and the lupine managed to rip part of it… but to no 
other effect. Frustrated, Lone tried to all but climb the tapestry, wanting nothing more than 
to see it gone as he jumped up and grabbed handfuls of thick cloth and kicked his paws at 
the tapestry and wall behind, then blinking as he found himself hanging from it instead. He 
swayed back and forth on the tapestry, then he heard a loud pinging from the top and a 
moment later he felt something bounce off  his head. 

He blinked rapidly, then looked down behind him as he kept his knees hunched up and 
paws against the wall: on the floor, he could see some kind of… long screw, it looked like, 
sparkling. Then there was a horrible grinding sound, and Lone yelped as he fell backwards, 
landing heavily on his rear as he jerked the now-loose tapestry down with him, the crossbar 
above giving out and falling: fortunately, the heavy metal crossbar – weighing in at likely 
two-hundred pounds, and nearly as thick as a log – fell straight down, and only crushed in 
the floor just inches away from the wolf ’s paws, as the tapestry itself furled upwards before 
the thick cloth draped over the lupine, who was staring in horror at the wall of purple in 
front of him, unable to believe he had just survived yet another near brush with death 
before the heavy, folding cloth fell over him.

Lone immediately tried to struggle free, but it only made his netting in the tapestry 
worse; the cloth was surprisingly heavy, and it threatened to suffocate him as it blanketed 
his body in gold-streaked purple darkness. He yelled and battered against the huge cloth, 
trying to struggle out as he crawled along the floor… before suddenly a firm hand grabbed 
his arm and jerked him free of the cloth, and the wolf blinked as he fell heavily on the 
floor, back in the light of the room and staring up at Cherry, who wasn’t smiling but 
looked a bit amused nonetheless. “Fuck. Are you trying to find the lamest way ever to die? 
Or did you just decide you didn’t like the color scheme?”

“More the latter than the former.” Lone muttered, standing up and brushing at himself 
as he looked around the room, feeling humiliated again. But then he forced his eyes to look 
up at the female’s, and he managed out: “Thank you.”

She smiled, and Lone immediately felt better… more so when she reached down and 
squeezed his shoulder gently. Then she turned and headed for the table, sitting at one of 
the chairs, and the lupine quickly trotted to the other side and sat across from her, smiling a 
bit as he glanced back and forth, putting his hands on the table. He blushed deeply as she 
looked at him, and he looked down and tapped his fingers against the table, feeling horribly 
embarrassed. Then he looked back up, and smiled faintly as he said quietly: “If… if you 
want… we can go buy some clothes for you… your kind of clothes, I mean, whatever you 
want.”

Cherry tilted her head as she sat back a bit: she was still wearing the same shorts she’d 
had on yesterday, but she’d switched into her well-worn exercise top over the bikini ‘top.’ 



“I’d… I’d appreciate that Lone. Thank you.” she said slowly, looking at the lupine curiously 
and wondering if this was supposed to be some kind of trick… but it was really far too 
subtle for the wolf ’s usual style. Before she could speak again, however, a servant entered 
with a plain, large silver tray, walking down to where they were positioned on the table and 
only taking a cursory glance at the fallen crossbar and puddle tapestry.

“Your lunch.” he announced clearly, putting the large tray down: on it were two plates, 
with plain sandwiches on them. Lone smiled up to the servant, then he rose a hand as the 
male was about to turn away. “What is it, sir?”

“I’d… I’d like everything with the Wulfe crest on it removed from the mansion, either 
sold or scrapped…” Lone said slowly, and Cherry blinked at this. “Same with most of the 
jewelry and accessories in my room… anything with the Wulfe or Apple Villa sign on it. 
I’m sure there will be other things that’ll come to my attention too that I want to get rid of 
as well.”

“Very good, sir.” The canine nodded and bowed a bit, but he looked somewhat 
confused as he turned and left. Cherry tilted her head curiously towards Lone, but the 
Arctic wolf  only smiled back at her and shrugged slowly.

“It’s time for a change.” he said finally, and then picked up his sandwich and began to 
eat quietly. The female Drakkaren did the same, watching the wolf… and for once she 
didn’t mind, as the lupine ate almost daintily instead of with his usual… fervor, she 
guessed, could be one word for it. 

Once they were done, Lone took her plate from her and dropped his own on the tray, 
then he stood up with it and headed towards the kitchen: this made Cherry all but stare, as 
she got up and followed him slowly, wondering idly if she’d taken a bullet to the head and 
this was some kind of dream… then pausing to wonder if she’d kicked the wolf too hard 
in the face last night, as he shouldered through the sliding door into the kitchen. Four 
servants stood inside, and they all stared as Lone delicately sent the plate on the counter, 
then smiled a bit around at them all and rubbed the back of his head as he looked 
around… and then his eyes settled on Marylyn.

The feline was trembling a bit as she looked at him, and she quickly cast her gaze down: 
he remembered being harsh with her and slapping her, and that… well… Cherry had 
kicked his ass after he’d done something stupid. But nonetheless, she had her cleaning tray 
out beside her, and she looked ready to do her job… and Lone felt another roil of sudden 
hate at himself. With his eyes opened now, looking at her as someone who was equal and 
not trash that was below him… he could admire her resolve, the bravery she had and the 
way she was going to go through with her job despite her fear of  what it might lead to.

The wolf quickly held up his hands as Marylyn started forwards, shaking his head a bit 
as he stepped close to her: he could feel the tenseness in the kitchen, all eyes on him as she 
shrank back a bit… and he quietly reached past her to pick up her cloth, wiping at his own 
muzzle a bit before putting it back down. She watched with wide eyes… and then Lone 
gave the faintest of smiles as he said quietly: “Why don’t you take a vacation for a while… 
you’ve worked hard.” He stopped, realized how that could be taken coming from him, and 



added quickly: “I’ll… I’ll pay you of course… for the work missed, and… for you to go 
wherever you want.”

He stopped, then realized how close he was and stepped back, clearing his throat and 
looking away before turning his gaze back to her, smiling a bit as he rubbed at his wrist 
slowly, looking nervously back and forth… then he glanced back to the feline as she asked 
in a meek, surprised voice: “You… are you serious?”

“I really mean it.” Lone nodded back, hating the tension in the air and looking around 
at the servants… but none of them were relaxing yet. In fact, he could see such… hate in 
their eyes among the surprise, and it made him choke on his words as he quickly looked at 
the floor and murmured quietly as he felt his own body start to tremble: “I’m… I’m 
sorry…”

But he could still feel their gazes on him, even as the maid in front of him said it was 
okay, and he saw the faintest of smiles on her features… and the wolf nodded and said in a 
roughened voice: “Just come find me when your shift is over and I’ll… I’ll pay you in full 
then.” Then he quickly spun on his paw and ran for the nearest door, shoving through and 
starting to cry as he covered his face with an arm, almost falling as he staggered back down 
the hall and into the dining room. 

He turned, then stubbed his paw on the crossbar, feeling splinters of wood biting into 
his paw at the same time as his toes struck the hard metal, and he fell forwards heavily with 
a howl of pain into the tapestry. Part of it slid over him, as if trying to consume him, and 
the wolf let out a miserable sob as he tried to force himself up, crawling out of the purple 
cloth and then half-falling, legs still buried in the tapestry as he covered his face and started 
to cry hard. Atonement? What a joke… they all hated him. He didn’t know why he’d never 
seen it, or maybe it had just never mattered… but now that his eyes were opened, he could 
see how much they all hated him, even when he apologized, even when he tried to do 
something good. They didn’t trust him, they loathed him for the things he had done… and 
why not? He was scum, he was a maggot, he was a filthy rich bastard and he had everything 
he wanted but at the same time, he had nothing but pain and worthlessness…

Then he heard a loud sigh, and the wolf looked over his shoulder, snuffling and crying 
quietly still, and saw Cherry standing there with her arms crossed, looking at him with a 
mixture of exasperation and sympathy. He swallowed thickly at her gaze, then she said 
gently: “Hey. Butthead. Don’t go getting all depressed and shit over the consequences of 
your own actions to the point where you start cutting yourself or some crap like that.” She 
strode easily over the tapestry, then grabbed the scruff of the wolf ’s neck and hefted him 
easily to his feet, making him blink and then totter unsteadily on his paws before she caught 
him and looked down at him mildly. “I gotta keep you alive and well, after all. Besides, you 
promised to take me shopping for some new duds and I don’t want you embarrassing me by 
getting all emo at the counter.”

Lone smiled a bit up at her and nodded, quickly reaching up to wipe his eyes before 
hugging her convulsively. Cherry winced, but then reached down and uncomfortably patted 
the wolf on the head, her muzzle twisted in a half-grimace… but eyes sympathetic 



nonetheless. The wolf kept his head tight against her for a moment, pressed comfortingly 
into the side of her bosom, the pain stilling for a few seconds as he thought quietly: Maybe 
I am starting to get something real and good after all…

Then he stepped back and nodded firmly, wiping at his face with his wrist and looking 
up into her eyes. “Okay. Let’s get going then, Cherry… we can go into town and wherever, 
get whatever you want.”

~~~

The rest of the day passed quietly for those who held the keys to the fate of Baskin’s 
Grove: Felicity spent her day laying silently on her bed, but twisting and turning through 
horrible, violent nightmares where her father hurt her again and again, running screaming 
from the scalpel that flickered in the darkness. Often, she only ended up running straight 
into Tank, though, who stood in his boxers and then forced her down and raped her over 
and over, or watched as he killed her friends, companions, and her idol, mowing them down 
with his minigun or commanding an army of shadowy monsters armed with blunt 
instruments, chains and knives to torture and mutilate Mika and Zerrex. Although she 
remained motionless, she was forced again and again to replay the events of the past and 
fear for the future in an endless nightmare from which she could not awaken.

Tank took care of Felicity with a smile on his face, fluffing her pillows… then 
eventually slowly licking his muzzle as he realized what else he could do. He stripped her 
naked… but found himself disgusted and horrified by the scars on her body: the muscular 
badger made a face as he leaned in close, touching her bare breasts and stomach, hating the 
fact it looked like she’d been all but… gutted. It was enough to make the erection that had 
been growing in his pants disappear, along with the idle thoughts he’d had of sealing their 
matrimony then and there… and finally he shook his head slowly and mumbled: “Plastic 
surgery can fix that, right. We’ll get the bitch looking high-top and tip-shape or whatever 
the fuck the saying is.” Then he paused, reaching down to squeeze gently between her legs, 
two fingers rubbing along her slit as he felt scar tissue there as well and he made a face 
before blinking and looking at her misshapen body again, a bright light going off in his 
mind before he all but ran out of the room and quickly searching for a camera. Eventually, 
one of the other Godkillers – the mole was eating lunch and idly chatting with his friends 
– offered to lend him one, but warned it wasn’t digital… it was the kind where the picture 
popped out and the film instantly developed.

That, however, fit perfectly with the badger’s plan, and he grinned widely before 
nodding and making almost grabby motions and voicing his interest. A few minutes later, 
he was standing over Felicity’s body and taking what he thought were some very candid 
shots of various parts of her body… it was enough to make him feel excited again, but he 
regretted the fact that if he did do anything with her, now it would be rather obvious. Then 
he slipped out of the room, closing and locking the door before heading downstairs. Over 
the next hour he’d hold a quasi-meeting in the kitchen with all those present, ranting about 
the pictures he’d hand around the room and put down on the table, saying that Felicity had 
finally given him permission to show these scars off on the condition she didn’t have to 



show her face again until after Zerrex was dealt with… and that she’d finally agreed to the 
plan. He said she was humiliated, but that ever since Tank had explained to her the plan this 
morning, when everyone had been out, she’d been hesitant but finally agreed to let him deal 
with the Boss in his way, but she was so terrified she didn’t want to come out of her room 
or see anyone but him. 

Everyone believed him… worse, they called each other, spreading the lies and filth that 
Tank spoke, and finally Mika heard what had happened and he’d been horrified. The coyote 
was bleeding from the mouth, and his features were pale, body shaking violently… but he’d 
forced himself to his feet and to get dressed, after taking a few pills that would at least 
allow him to control his bladder. Then he’d forced himself down the stairs and out of his 
home, out to his humvee before starting the ignition. He’d fix this the only way he knew 
how…

The coyote, however, only made it halfway to the Godkillers base before he was 
intercepted by a gaggle of bikers that Tank had left waiting, just in case Mika tried to rally 
his own supporters – or worse, inform the Boss… and so the badger had sneered and told 
them to… be “polite” to the rich boy. So they politely asked if they could hitch a ride, then 
politely forced the coyote to turn around, before politely breaking one of his kneecaps and 
then politely forcing him to drive back to his home… where they would politely stand 
guard over him in his small Apple Villa flat until Tank either gave them the order to bring 
him in, kill him, or have him drive them to the meeting point for the attack on the 
windmill.

Requiem – who had been driving by while picking up groceries – noticed the bikers 
climbing into the humvee… but he’d also noticed that the coyote behind the wheel was 
wearing leather, grinning like a maniac, and trembling violently from something else as 
much as fear. So he’d merely sighed and decided they were sent by some drug dealer to teach 
a rich junkie who had gone back on his debt a lesson. Then he’d returned back to the 
sawmill and entered… as always, amazed by the fact that Cindy was still there. When he 
came in – carrying a portable toilet that was little more than a bucket with a toilet seat 
attached – he blinked, watching as she did one-handed pushups, the chain around her neck 
jingling. 

She glanced up at him curiously, smiled, then switched hands and began to mumble her 
count under her breath as Requiem put the toilet in a corner for her, then returned to the 
car for a moment to pick up the dry foods he’d bought. He put the two bags down on the 
metal table, not bothering to close the door to the windmill – left open, it created a 
pleasant breeze through the sawmill, and he felt the female could be trusted enough that 
she wouldn’t make a dash for it. She seemed to honor her word as much as he did… or as 
her father did, and he smiled a bit as he sat down to watch her complete her workout. She 
didn’t seem to mind, and he enjoyed watching her and the way she’d learned to exercise… 
plus he had to admit he was somewhat impressed by the sheer amount of work she was 
doing.



Cindy, on the other hand, had most of her mind on her father, only idly keeping track 
of how many reps she’d done and what set she was on, as she went down into a basic push-
up position… then grunted and kicked up to a neat handstand, before slowly lowering 
herself until her nose touched the ground, then pushing back up and turning her head so 
she was looking at the wall, muzzle parallel to the ground. Once more she lowered herself – 
this time, until the top of her head touched the sawdust-covered earth below – then pushed 
back up.

She continued this absently, liking the strain in her body, the way it let her concentrate 
and let her mind loosen up and think about things outside of where she was right now. The 
jingling of the chain was almost music to her as her mind again and again returned to her 
father… wondering how he was doing, feeling angry at herself for not saying goodbye, 
wanting to kiss him and hug him and love him in as both a daughter and as… well… a 
lover. And she wanted to see Cherry again… wanted this all to be over… but in the back of 
her mind, she also wanted Requiem to just… to just go away, so that he wouldn’t be killed. 
She respected him now, and had come to accept him as a member of the family as much as 
she accepted her father… and she was determined that she could at least learn as much 
about him as she could if he did have to die. But that would have to wait until tomorrow… 
for now, the only thing she wanted to think of  was Daddy.

Cindy would have been surprised to know that all Zerrex was thinking of was her… 
and that all he was doing was training and readying himself for the battle. No longer did he 
feel anger or hate towards his uncle, though… instead, there was a certain level of 
anxiousness, and even a strange happiness. It had been so long since he had fought someone 
who would prove a worthy adversary… someone who was even stronger than him. He was 
excited, thrilled with the idea of the coming battle… and strangely, the thought of losing 
only bothered him because he knew his death would sadden his daughter and Cherry. And 
of course, Tinman… and he laughed a bit as he easily dodged the metal plates the badger 
threw, moving with a wonderful, easy grace he’d forgotten he’d had, bending his back and 
kicking one leg out like a dancer as he spun in midair, the three plates gliding smoothly by 
his body before he landed in an easy crouch and grinned at the badger, saying in a pleased 
voice: “You’ll have to try harder, Tinny!”

The badger smiled at Zerrex and nodded: he’d taken the time to break down the heavier 
metal objects that had been scattered outside and mold lightweight discs out of them all, 
each the size of a large dinner plate. He could understand a bit why the Boss was so 
happy… it was because he felt wanted, and had a reminder that he was needed by people 
other than himself. He had a reason to fight, instead of just a dark battle-lust that would 
only be pleased by shed blood… and the badger wasn’t worried. He knew who the victor 
would be, because Zerrex’s will to win and endurance was unmatched. And he couldn’t deny 
that all this training had not only made him stronger, it brought a special delight into his 
life… he was using his powers to help a person he admired and respected prepare for what 
could possibly be the hardest confrontation of their life. Moreover, he was helping his 
former superior officer in other ways as well, acting as a support and even being his 
friend… and Tinman had never dreamed that he and the once-so-terrible lizard would ever 



be something as close as friends. As he picked up two metal plates in each hand and cocked 
his arms back across his body, preparing to throw, he had to smile and wonder idly if 
Cherry was doing as well as he was with Lone.

Surprisingly, the female was actually grudgingly enjoying herself: not that she’d ever 
admit it, as she made the wolf stop at store after store in Comfort Town… and amazingly 
enough, Lone didn’t seem to be minding that much. On the contrary, he was smiling and 
looking relatively happy for the first time that day… and it was a much different kind of 
happiness than the fake joy the wolf usually threw himself in, weaved out of arrogance and 
cocktail parties. Instead of rolling in his own filth, Lone was actually wandering peacefully 
around for a change and doing something for someone else.

And, on another pleasant note, she now had three nice new pairs of leather pants, as 
well as quite a few good-fitting tops, and even a new leather jacket. The wolf had picked 
one up himself, too… not a biker jacket like she’d gotten – and personally thought made 
her look like a badass – but instead something that was a bit tight with his paunch right 
now, but otherwise was probably a good choice for the wolf. It was almost a bomber jacket, 
made of fairly lightweight material that nonetheless had some good durability to it, and a 
vast array of  pockets inside.

Lone also picked up some plainer, non-tailored clothes for himself… it was amazingly 
weird to actually be doing his own shopping after all these years, and for the wolf the 
experience was almost exhilarating. After all, he’d never worn a widely-manufactured, plain 
shirt that only cost twenty dollars; the cheapest item of clothing he’d ever bought himself 
was a one-hundred and twenty-dollar plain blue dress shirt… and it had been on sale for 
half  price.

The other thing he enjoyed was… well… making Cherry smile. He didn’t know that it 
would make him feel so good inside, and it was almost a weird sensation, watching her be 
happy and letting that make him happy. He wondered if this was why people always did 
things for each other, because it made them feel good too… but looking at Cherry again, 
watching her paging through a magazine rack, he figured the answer to that question was 
no. Hanging out with him constantly obviously grated on her nerves after a while… and he 
didn’t blame her, but nonetheless was confused by the sentiment. He’d never understood 
why you did something for someone else when you knew it would cause trouble for you, or 
you didn’t enjoy it… but he guessed that was a lesson for the future, and likely an 
important one.

For now, however, he planned to do everything he could for the female Drakkaren… 
and his goal wasn’t even to get in her pants anymore. She… he thought that she might really 
be his first real friend, staying by him as she did – even if she was under orders – and doing 
all these things with him. So he was anxious to please and do what he could for her, then he 
blinked as she let out a mutter and he looked up to see she was holding a newspaper.

Leaning to the side and glancing past her, he blinked and stared as he saw the ruins of 
the building that Tinman had leveled last night. It had been cordoned off by police tape, 



and there were firefighters investigating the wreckage… but the headline was the interesting 
part. It stated a bald question: “Has The Boss’s Power Weakened Over Baskin’s Grove?”

“Fucking reporter shitheads.” Cherry muttered angrily, then she crumpled up the paper 
and threw it aside, turning and walking away. Lone, however, quickly made a dive for it, 
curious as to what it said and quickly picking it up before following Cherry to the door. 
Then he blinked and turned around, quickly trotting to the counter of the magazine store 
and fumbling his wallet out, muttering an apology as he grabbed some change and threw it 
on the counter before quickly charging out after the female Drakkaren. The clerk stared 
after him: the wolf had dropped maybe five dollars in change on the counter for a seventy-
five cent news rag… and then left a cascade of  coins behind him in his rush for the door.

The wolf jumped into the passenger side of the sports car just as Cherry started the 
ignition, then he she smiled slightly as she tilted her head towards Lone and adjusted the 
mirror, asking mildly: “What? You think I’d leave you behind?”

“Um. Maybe?” Lone replied meekly, but the female Drakkaren laughed in response to 
this, and the wolf relaxed a bit as she nodded and then pulled smoothly away from the curb. 
She frowned slightly as Lone turned to the front page of the crumpled newspaper again, 
however, turning her attention from the road but still making an eerily-easy swerve to avoid 
a truck that backed out a bit too soon into traffic.

“Asshole!” she yelled angrily, despite the fact she’d been in no danger, then she resumed 
her normal voice, saying moodily: “You know, most of  that’s going to be bullshit.”

“Yeah… but… I wanna see what’s going on, anyway. What people are saying about 
what happened.” The white wolf replied, reaching up and rubbing at the black fur on his 
throat uncertainly, tangling his fingers in his ruff as he examined the photo again. Looking 
at it from this angle, it really did look like some kind of terrorist act… usually the Boss left 
some sort of  warning or signature behind when he blew something up.

Cherry nodded a bit, then she slowed for a red light and brought the car to a stop, 
slapping her hands lightly against the wheel as she glanced around the somewhat-busy 
streets: when Lone looked up at her, though, he thought her eyes betrayed something other 
than the casual observer’s interest. “Okay, wolf. I’m gonna drive around for a bit then… 
take a look around town, shit like that. To be honest, I’m kinda worried about the effect 
this could have here. Even these days, there’s a few cops on rich people’s payrolls and the 
police have trouble patrolling certain areas of Comfort Town, especially the extremist ones. 
Plus Baskin’s Grove does have a few prostitution, drug, and weapon rings that do business 
under Zerrex’s watchful eye… if they think that eye’s closed or gone blind, then I’m 
worried what could happen.”

Even Lone got the implications of this statement, and he nodded, wincing slightly as he 
shrank a bit deeper into his seat. He knew that could mean some very bad things for him; 
even yesterday, he probably would have shrugged it off and decided he was still bulletproof, 
but yesterday he’d still been convinced that his servants were all in love with him, despite the 
way he treated them.



He turned his attention instead to the newspaper: little did he know that across Baskin’s 
Grove, many others of the influences on the town would be doing the same. Tank found the 
article after he’d finished ranting, sitting on the table in the common room, and became 
immersed with it; Mika had the article thrown at him by one of the bikers, who laughed 
and commented that it looked like the Boss was already losing face even among his 
strongest supporters. Zerrex would refuse to look at the article himself, but Tinman would 
read it over, standing in the kitchen and looking enraptured even as he made a knife neatly 
cube a tomato, then swipe up the pieces and add them to the salad he was preparing to go 
with dinner. As he then made the knife fillet a bass he’d bought in the morning on a run to 
the store – ironically, just missing Requiem – he’d read out bits and pieces to the 
Drakkaren, who was pretending to rest on the couch but in reality had a round weight 
balanced carefully on two fingers and his thumb, pushing it up into the air and then 
lowering it slowly. His other hand was behind his head, and he was mocking the expressions 
he imagined on Tinman’s face as he lip-synched along with his talking.

Eventually, of course, the badger caught him, glaring and stopping the metal weight at 
the apogee of the press, leaving the reptile to blink stupidly when he brought his arm down 
and the weight stayed afloat. He looked at his hands, then up at Tinny, before rolling 
quickly out of the way as the badger huffed and let the weight drop. It landed heavily where 
the Drakkaren’s head had been only a moment earlier, and the reptile coughed and rubbed 
the back of  his skull from where he now lay on the ground, between couch and table.

Even Requiem would end up reading the article, picking up a copy of the newspaper 
when Cindy said she refused to use the toilet without some sort of sanitary cover on it or, 
more importantly, toilet paper. So the Dragokkaren had ended up going to some crappy 
corner store on the edge of town and coming back, reading the paper and idly walking 
through the open door… eventually handing it over to Cindy once she saw the front page 
and demanded to see it, hopping around the giant like a child.

For now, though, only Lone was reading the article, and he winced at the implications it 
had as he read through most of the extremely-unflattering summary of Zerrex’s reign and 
the last three years. The first sentence, of course, made it clear that the writer wasn’t a fan of 
the Boss and maybe even had some Apple Villa relations… and for whatever reason, it only 
infuriated Lone all the more, as he read silently: It seems that yesterday may have been the 
start of  the fall of  the egomaniacal, cruel tyrant that many call simply ‘the Boss.’

Zerrex Narrius has long been the secret, undisputed lord and master of the town, acting 
as the puppeteer of many of the most influential political leaders: among his lackeys are 
Mayor Lone Wulfe, Police Chief Kevin Vance, and a score of others too numerous to name 
here. But over the last three years, ever since his climactic rise to power in a bloody, horrible 
battle that took the lives of many of Baskin’s Grove’s finest, he seems to have been losing 
his chokehold of  fear and authority over the town.

Although some would say that the Boss is a ‘good thing,’ or even the ‘best thing to ever 
happen’ in Baskin’s Grove, many others see the truth: the Boss is nothing more than a cruel 
dictator who enjoys depravity and violence, as insisted by his long and horrible past. But 



like all dictators, his power seems to be waning rapidly. Note, for instance, the destruction 
of a warehouse that apparently contained guns and other illegal goods possibly owned by 
the Boss and his compatriots (pictured above), and the recent riot that occurred late at 
night in one of  the parks in the Beaux Fields district, what many call ‘Comfort Town.’ 

However, we find ourselves asking: why has no one informed the government of this? 
The state police, or perhaps even the national military, if one person is so fearsome and 
dangerous? The answer lies in the past of the notorious Boss: he is a secret that our own 
government wants to forget, and thus is left to play as he wishes throughout our country. 
Or maybe it’s merely because any of the fair citizens who have ever whispered the secrets of 
the Boss to any officials in charge have never been believed… after all, how could one 
person so thoroughly take over an entire town? This reporter, however, is left to wonder why 
the government hasn’t even bothered to send an official to even check if any of the rumors 
of  violence were true.

So it seems that it has come down to us, to being our duty to deal with this so-called 
Dragon, after the mythical monsters and not the well-known variety in today’s society. Only 
we, the citizens, can make a difference… and now, with our freedom again on the rise, even 
the most beaten and gullible of the Boss’s victims, even those mesmerized by his power are 
starting to awaken from their trances and see the truth behind his lies, and are prepared to 
help in any way they can to rid our fair city of the Boss and seek justice, throwing out the 
corrupt officials and putting new ones into place who will lead us out of the control of 
one cruel master and into our own shining era of  peace…

Continued on A2.
Lone blinked and looked up from reading the newspaper, and then he looked worriedly 

back and forth, feeling a strange sinking sensation in his stomach. They made it sound like 
Zerrex was a horrible monster, like the Boss had done nothing but tyrannize the people and 
that they were getting ready to… to wreak some horrible judgment on them… and when 
he glanced at the reporter’s name, he cursed quietly under his breath, drawing Cherry’s 
attention as he looked shamefully down.

“What?” she asked quietly, and Lone glanced back up for a moment before he forced a 
smile. He folded up the paper silently, not answering for a minute as the female Drakkaren 
simply watched him, driving slowly along the plain streets of Comfort Town, then the wolf 
finally lowered his gaze and answered.

“Harris Milano wrote this… it’s Dana’s brother.” he said quietly, closing his eyes and 
laughing faintly and Cherry blinked as she added the pieces together in her mind, even 
before the wolf continued. “I don’t know if they just added in the part about it blowing up 
or not but… looks like the Silver Crusaders wanted to get rid of me last night no matter 
what else happened. But maybe they would have used the Combat Armors to take out the 
building as part of their field test… you know… leave no evidence behind and… hide my 
body in the wreckage, or blame my death on the blast or something.”

Lone looked down miserably, closing his eyes. How long had they planned this 
usurpation of his position as Mayor, of the Boss himself ? And how dare they twist things 



like that… and why did he deserve to live when the rest had died, when… he was the idiot 
who had given them all the tools in the first place to set up the massacre of Zerrex and his 
family that they had planned…

“Didn’t I say not to get emo on me?” Cherry asked mildly, and she pulled into a parking 
lot as Lone blinked and looked at her, before reaching out and punching his arm lightly: it 
still was hard enough to make the wolf rock and wince painfully, however, rubbing at his 
injured bicep. “Yeah, your life sucks right now, I get that. Not as bad as a few people I 
could name, but it’s still pretty harsh. But don’t go blaming yourself for this crap or 
anything stupid like that… these assholes tried to turn you a corpse too, if I remember 
right from last night.” She stopped, then shrugged a bit and added mildly: “Besides. I’m 
sure Zerrex won’t really care. Propaganda like that article’s filled with doesn’t work very well 
in Comfort Town, after everything he’s done for all of them. Only a few factions there are 
of  any threat at all…”

She paused after a moment, then frowned slightly and nodded slowly. “And you know 
what? I think we should do a drive-by of one of those unknown factions before we head off 
for something to eat. I’m kinda worried about the Godkillers… they might take this 
seriously and do something retarded like stage an attack on you or shit, if think Zerrex is 
actually out of  commission.”

Lone nodded meekly, and he felt another burst of guilt and anger at himself; after all, 
he’d been the idiot who’d told the Godkillers about Requiem, after his stupid, self-
important inflation about chasing the giant out of the grocery store… wasn’t that a laugh, 
though? Him, chasing off Requiem… when Requiem had beaten down Zerrex without so 
much as breaking a sweat. He sighed softly and shook his head slowly as Cherry started the 
car, curling up a bit on his seat and staring out the passenger window, feeling already like he 
wanted to cry again… but at the same time knowing that just stupid crying would do no 
good for anyone, him included.

It only took Cherry a few minutes to navigate the winding streets and find her way to 
the Godkillers’ headquarters… and, as they drove past, a gaggle of people dressed in punk-
style clothing – one of them, a horse, sporting a pink-dyed Mohawk – glared at them, one 
of them playing threateningly with a knife. They were leaning against a rusting car parked 
in front of the large, converted apartment complex, and it made the female Drakkaren 
wonder just what was going on inside.

As they passed, she noted something else that even Lone picked up on: most of the 
parking lot next to the building was full, even though usually there were only three or four 
cars there at most. Cherry also didn’t like the cluster of custom-built motorcycles at one 
end of the parking lot, or the fact that one of the cars looked more elegant and expensive 
than the wolf ’s sports car… usually the Godkillers didn’t associate with folk like those 
from Apple Villa.

Then they were past, and Lone shook his head slowly as Cherry bit the inside of her 
cheek: something serious was up, in any case. It looked almost like the Godkillers were 
raising an army… and although she doubted they’d be able to assemble anything they 



couldn’t handle, there were still a few certain points of vulnerability right now. For instance, 
Cindy… kidnapped, and kept by Requiem in some place… and then the female Drakkaren 
paused before glancing over at Lone and asking slowly: “Hey, wolf. Do you know where 
they’re keeping Cindy?”

“Not entirely sure…” Lone admitted quietly, shrinking in his seat as the female 
Drakkaren turned down a side street, then he paused and added quietly: “But the 
Godkillers probably know by now… and I have a radio transmitter that one of them gave 
me a long time ago. Mika, I think, the creepy-looking, scrawny one. They sometimes use it 
to send out illegal broadcasts to all the other Godkillers and their friends, if they don’t 
know where everyone is at any given time.”

Cherry nodded in reply to this, musing a bit as she squeezed the wheel of the car 
tightly. Then she glanced up, hitting the brakes at the same time to slow the car down for a 
light that was still green… but in a moment it flickered to yellow, then red as they halted at 
the intersection. “Thanks, Lone. You might have helped us out quite a bit there, actually… 
I… is there…” A pause, and then a faintly-entertained look at the lupine. “Right. You 
don’t really have anyone who you can trust, do you?”

Lone shifted uncomfortably, then he glanced back at her and said meekly: “Well, I trust 
you.”

Cherry blinked at this, then she couldn’t resist a slight smile, reaching out to nudge the 
wolf gently with one hand. “Asshole. You know what I mean.” But she was still smiling 
when she turned her attention back to the road and continued driving, and Lone felt more 
than relieved by this.

The wolf watched her for a few moments, then he twiddled his thumbs in his lap and 
looked down as Cherry drove onwards. He didn’t bother to glance up even when she 
stopped for gas, instead thinking quietly to himself and absently handing her his wallet, 
before a question came to mind. Just a curiosity, really, but… it wouldn’t leave his head, and 
finally he glanced over at the female and asked: “Um… Cherry? Do you have a license? 
Like, a driver’s… well, actually, any kind of  license?”

The muscular female blinked, then looked at the wolf with equal interest. “No. Why 
do you ask?”

Lone blinked slowly at this, wondering if the Drakkaren understood exactly what a law 
was or even if she knew that the police on the outside of the city likely wouldn’t be so 
afraid of pulling her over as the ones that knew her here. “Well uh… what about Zerrex? I 
know he doesn’t drive but he must have some gun registration or something…”

“No… why would we bother with that?” Cherry blinked in surprise, tilting her head 
and looking at the wolf like he was an idiot. “That’d just be a paper trail for some other 
nasty people to follow us by…”

“Well, getting a ticket or jailed also isn’t good for the whole incognito thing.” Lone 
replied mildly, then he coughed at the look Cherry gave him, quickly changing the subject 
with another question. “So um. How do you guys buy all those guns and everything, then?”



Cherry shrugged, then paused as they heard a dinging noise, and the gas jockey who had 
been silent until now approached the driver’s side hesitantly: the female Drakkaren pulled a 
fifty out of the wolf ’s wallet, looked at it thoughtfully, then shrugged before handing that 
over for the thirty or so dollars of gas she’d bought, making Lone wince before she started 
the car and drove away. A moment later, she answered the wolf ’s question as if nothing had 
happened, tucking the lupine’s wallet easily into one of her pockets at the same time. “Well, 
when you know the right channels in the military, getting illegal arms is pretty damn easy. 
All you have to do is promise them you’ll file the serial number off or that you won’t reveal 
how you got the weaponry, under pain of death or whatever… some of those disillusioned 
military types get real theatrical, you know.” She paused, grinning at the wolf. “But dealing 
with them is the same as dealing with any wild animal. You just gotta remember they’re far 
more scared of  you than you are of  them.”

“Yeah. I’m sure soldiers high-ranking enough to get their hands on rocket launchers are 
really scared of your average person.” Lone muttered, then was surprised when Cherry 
laughed and shrugged, looking amused.

“Of course they are, Lone! Like… fuck, stop and think about. All those years in the 
service, and they spend it bowing to a president, a boss, a colonel, and worst of all, the 
average person.” She paused and looked at the lupine with entertainment, leaning back in 
the seat easily. “Do you know how frustrating it is to stand guard duty while some asshole 
tourists come by and snap pictures of you, leaning on you and shit like that, and all you can 
say is ‘Sir, please remove yourself from the premises or I’ll call security.’ Especially once they 
figure out you’re too humiliated to call for backup on fucking floppy-hat and his bitchy, 
screechy anorexic wife… it’s not like in the television shows, you know. Fucking average 
person sues a military base, they end up owning a condo in the sunny south somewhere: it’s 
not like on the shows, Lone.

“Like, for example. We hit one of the citizens of our own fair country, even justified… 
we get citations for insubordination, failure to follow outlined duties and a big lecture on 
how it’s not helping the image of the military if we start thwacking on our country’s 
inhabitants.” She nodded, looking upwards thoughtfully and idly hitting the breaks, 
revolving her hand on the wheel so she held it straight with her wrist but was still able to 
flip off the driver in front of her, who had jerked into their lane a moment ago. “And fuck. 
Half the time the rules let civvies come and go from what are supposed to be guarded 
checkpoints, so long as they can show a fucking driver’s license… and we can’t strip search 
every goddamn person, or do anything more than look in their vehicles for something 
suspicious.

“Of course you end up being more scared of the average citizen than your average 
soldier… an enemy soldier, you can see what he’s carrying. Hell, you probably know from 
the start of the battle the armament of everyone who’s opposed against you, their numbers, 
and all this tactical bullshit that I still don’t understand half of. And there’s nothing 
personal there… you and the enemy don’t look at each other with hate in your eyes.” She 
softened a bit as she continued to talk, her voice quieting a bit. “Back in those days, when I 
was just a rookie, all there was… was fear. And when you did see someone else with hatred 



for the enemy burning strong, you knew they were going to do something stupid and end 
up dead… or that they were going to be given some shiny award at the end of the battle 
but later on end up in jail for war crimes. You and the enemy got linked by that fear, by the 
worries and the thoughts of  back home and the business of  battle.

“With the average citizen however, when they raid a facility, it ain’t cold military tactics 
or even anything really thought out; most of what’s there is raw hatred and anger. And the 
shit your normal person will pull is scary… strapping bombs to other people, taking 
horrible risks that too often result in some… amazing fuckaree because everyone’s too 
shocked to react…” she shook her head slowly as Lone listened intently, nodding silently at 
the same time as he clasped his hands tight over his chest. “When you get trained, you lose 
some of that magic ability to… think outside the box sometimes. All you know what to do 
is the base tactics you’re taught, and how to react if such-and-such a situation occurs… but 
the reaction is never enough, and it always goes bad, always. ‘Cause no one bothers to train 
anymore on what to do if the boss is killed, or the enemy pulls a stunt like simply walking 
through your defense post and pulling a grenade out from under his hat and blowing your 
unit to shit.”

She paused a moment, then added mildly: “And you don’t know their armament… and 
one person can carry an entire platoon’s supply of weapons if he or she really wants to, 
Lone.” Then she stopped and suddenly twisted the wheel to the side, narrowly avoiding 
being hit by another speeding car and bumping over the curb and into a parking lot as Lone 
yelped in surprise, suddenly saying cheerfully: “Oh hey, I love this place! The food is shit, 
but hey, sometimes shit is good, and I don’t think a pick-me-up would sit badly with either 
of us right now.” A pause, and then Cherry shifted uncomfortably for a moment before 
adding in a quieter voice: “Thanks for listening, Lone. It’s weird trying to explain that shit 
to someone other than Zerrex, but… it was nice. I’m glad you listened.”

“I was more than happy to, Cherry… I’m sorry you had to go through all that.” The 
wolf responded, rubbing the back of his head as the female Drakkaren pulled up towards 
the drive-thru, and the muscular reptile grinned a bit at him in return, shrugging.

“Hey, lots of experiences there… and not all of it was bad at all. Plus I met Zerrex and 
got involved in some pretty crazy non-legit shit.” She paused, then peered at the menu 
before mumbling under her breath: “Fuck, I can’t read that from this far away. I’ll just get 
the usual combo, I think… what about you? What do you want?” 

“I dunno…” Lone said uncomfortably, glancing at the restaurant and feeling a faint trill 
of nausea run through him. It was some crappy restaurant chain that he’d normally never 
stop in, preferring some sort of expensive dive over letting himself be seen buying food 
from some corporate franchise… but then he swallowed his distaste with a mental 
reprimand about how he was trying to change, and he guessed that meant respecting the 
small businesses now as much as the larger ones. “Why… why don’t you pick for me?”

“I think I know what’d be good for you, anyway.” Cherry said agreeably, leaning towards 
the wolf with a slight grin. “See, it’s all about balance, right? Even these places, you can eat 
healthy if you eat the right stuffs.” She paused as they pulled ahead a bit, then sighed and 



dropped her elbow on the door, supporting her muzzle with a fist as she glared at the line 
of cars ahead of them. “The only problem is everyone likes ordering big fucking meals, 
which is why they’re all lardasses and fat fuckers.”

Lone blushed a bit at this, self-consciously hugging himself around the waist as he 
glanced down embarrassedly. He felt suddenly awkward, even though Cherry was still 
muttering to herself and looking ahead instead of paying any attention to him, and then he 
couldn’t help but glance over her body, comparing her form to his.

There were the obvious differences… like how she was muscular, enough that you could 
probably mistake her for a guy if it wasn’t for the curves of her body and her quite-large 
bosom. She was taller, far more fit than your average person, and… well… again, there was 
the fact that when she flexed, she looked like a championship-level bodybuilder… a male 
championship-level bodybuilder.

He, on the other hand, was flabby and pudgy… nowhere near how fat and heavy he’d 
been in the past, but he also seemed fatter than three years ago… mostly because he wasn’t 
wearing that stupid girdle that he’d used to use, which kept most of his belly in. Secondly, 
he was so out of shape that jogging up a set of stairs usually left him feeling winded… and 
walking for a good hour or so straight during the day left him feeling sore the next.

But there were more subtle things, too… like the way they dressed, Cherry always 
unafraid to show off her body and even seeming to delight in walking around wearing 
skintight clothes and tight tops that left little to the imagination. Lone, on the other hand, 
wore loose clothes that were designed to be tight only in certain places… so he could show 
off what he, in the past, had imagined to be godly assets and hide his weak arms and flabby 
body. And of course, there was the fact that Cherry was always neat and tidy, her clothes 
clean even during a bloodbath… and Lone somehow always managed to wrinkle up even 
his best suits, or drop crumbs all over his shirt and pants within a few minutes.

Discipline… Lone was beginning to think it all came down to discipline, as they finally 
pulled up to the speakerphone, Cherry muttering about how it was about fucking time. 
And Lone smiled faintly to himself as he noticed that the difference was even more than in 
clothes and styles… after all. Although obviously frustrated, the female was still lounging 
on the chair, tapping her fingers impatiently… Lone, on the other hand, knew that if he 
was in her position even yesterday, he probably would have leaned into the speaker and 
yelled angrily for the next ten minutes, calling up every threat and oath he had available for 
daring to make him wait.

Finally, there was a babble of something almost unintelligible from the speaker, and 
Cherry leaned over the door of the sports car, saying loudly: “About damn time. Like… 
anyway. I want two double-bacon cheeseburgers, an extra-large fry, a vanilla milkshake and 
one of those frigging dessert cake things… uh… the vanilla cupcake thing. Oh. And the 
kiddy hamburger meal with a Frost cola and a large Greek salad, no dressing.” 

She glanced at the wolf at this, and Lone gave a faint smile: that was him, alright, the 
kid. And a salad was probably the right thing for him to have, if he wanted to work the 
weight off with a better diet… so he only nodded in return, and Cherry nodded back 



before glancing at the small screen beside the speaker, muttering about the price before 
pulling out the wolf ’s wallet and flipping idly through the bills. Finally, she pulled out 
another fifty, and Lone winced a bit at this: but then he forced his emotions to quell. Sure, 
it was almost double the price, but… whatever, right? He’d wasted far more money on fancy 
clothes he’d never wear, and shoes that looked pretty but that he’d never put over his paws 
because he hated to have anything on his feet.

Cherry pulled up to the window of the drive-thru, then she glanced back and forth idly 
before looking up as a fox pushed the window aside, putting two bags side by side along 
with a plain tray that held two containers: Lone noticed with faint amusement that the 
smaller one was obviously his, covered in dancing animal shapes. “That’ll be twenty-eight 
fifty, ma’am.”

The female Drakkaren all but winced at this, letting out a disgusted sound before 
handing over the fifty to the fox. He took it, and Lone sighed, before blinking a bit as the 
todd returned promptly with the change, handing it over to Cherry, then handing over the 
bags of food with a faint look of mistrust. The female took them and handed them idly to 
Lone, making the wolf blink as he suddenly found himself cradling the bags of food in his 
lap and holding a drink container, then Cherry gave a sweet smile and said in an almost-
simpering voice: “Thank you.”

With that, she shifted into gear and drove away, snorting as she looked at the wolf and 
muttering: “Bastard. Looks like the article’s had an influence already… either that or he was 
just a pissant. Anyway, let’s go park somewhere and eat this, okay? I wanna watch the 
traffic.”

“Okay.” Lone nodded and looked down at the bags curiously: one was almost a plain, 
brown paper bag, except it was emblazoned with the symbol of the restaurant… but the 
other had some weird happy-pirate mascot on it and was dotted with simple children’s 
games, like connect the dots, match the patterns and a maze. The wolf found himself idly 
doing the last, mumbling to himself as he tried to trace the right route through the map of 
random lines and cursing under his breath at every failed attempt.

It was more than enough to amuse him until Cherry pulled into an empty, grassy lot on 
the far side of Comfort Town, making Lone almost squeal in terror as she suddenly hit the 
gas and jerked hard on the wheel, spinning around in a tight circle. Fortunately, the wolf 
didn’t spill the drinks or the bags, and the female grinned at him as she turned the engine 
off, leaning back in her seat and now looking towards the streets, which were slowly 
growing busier. “What? I can’t very well watch the cars go by if we’re facing in the other 
direction, can I?”

“I guess not.” Lone said faintly, then he blinked as she took the bag and tray from him 
in an easy movement: it reminded him of how easily she’d picked his pocket the first time 
they’d met: it also made him wonder – for maybe the first time in his life, in a non-sexual 
way – what other talents she had and the skills she may have learned over the course of her 
rather-strange career.



Then Cherry adjusted the seat and leaned back a bit with a sigh, putting the cups into 
the car’s holders and tossing the foam carelessly out the side, letting it join the other debris 
scattered along the lot before she reached into her bag and pulled out a greasy-looking 
burger wrapped in yellow paper. Lone watched her for a few moments, then he shrugged to 
himself and looked into his bag before pulling out his own, blinking at the fact that this 
also had multicolored profiles of  various animals parading around on it.

He pulled the paper aside, then looked at his pathetically-small hamburger, staring at 
the bun that engulfed the synthetic meat product inside, leaving only a bare edge visible. He 
picked it up, then looked from it to the far-larger hamburger that Cherry was busily 
slurping down, as she sat and watched the cars drive by with a pleased expression on her 
muzzle; finally, he picked it up and took a bite, feeling somewhat miserable as his stomach 
rumbled and murmured that it deserved more, thinking despairingly: I hope this counts as 
atonement… but somehow I doubt it…

The wolf, however, was careful with how he ate… he noticed that even though the 
female Drakkaren ate fast, she was still cautiously avoiding spilling anything on herself. 
Lone tried to mimic her and thus managed to avoid covering himself with ketchup and the 
other sauces on the burger, only getting a bit of  food on his body.

Then the lupine pulled out his salad and poked at it, wincing at the lack of dressing 
and feeling his face twist in disgust as he opened the container. He paused to look into the 
paper bag again, then made a face as he pulled out a plain plastic fork… before sighing a 
bit as he saw Cherry produce her second burger and start in on it.

The female tossed him a glance… then she smiled slightly and tilted her muzzle 
towards him. “Eat it up, and I’ll share some of my fries with you… and don’t go whining 
now. It’s good for you… and way healthier than if you soaked it with hundred-islands 
dressing or whatever crap you usually use.”

“Okay.” Lone nodded a bit in return, feeling a bit torn between irritable and happy that 
she was treating him almost like a kid, offering a treat if he ate all his veggies… but then he 
looked at it from another angle and let himself be warmed by the idea that they were 
becoming friends, just… acting like real friends. So instead he went to work on his salad… 
grudgingly admitting to himself that it wasn’t really that bad plain. A bit tasteless, but he 
figured it was more from the processing it had likely gone through to be sold in the fast-
food business than anything else. He also surprised himself by wondering how the salad 
would taste plain if he made it himself, and he couldn’t resist a bit of a smile: maybe he 
really was on the road to change.

“The fuck?” Cherry asked mildly, looking at him with slight bafflement at the fact the 
wolf was smiling into thin air. He looked back, then blushed a bit as he held up his empty 
tray, and she rolled her eyes before putting the last bit of her hamburger into her mouth, 
swallowing it and then digging out her fries. She looked at the container, then up at the 
wolf before shrugging and holding the entire thing out to him, making him blink. “Here. 
You can have this shit… I got dessert anyway.”



Lone reached up and smiled, saying a soft ‘thank you’ as he took the fries… and that 
was how Lone Wulfe and Cynthia ‘Cherry Blossom’ Narrius became friends.

~~~

Tinman panted hard in the twilight, a slight wince of strain on his muzzle as he rubbed 
at one of his arms slowly, staring at Zerrex. The reptile was panting hard as well, wincing a 
bit but still holding a firm ready pose, the two facing at odds. Today’s training had been 
especially harsh for them both… and the badger couldn’t help but marvel at the ideas that 
the reptile came up with.

Today was target practice: Zerrex would attack and destroy simple targets set up around 
the area, placed atop metal stands that the Drakkaren had thankfully allowed Tinman to 
grab from his own home’s metal shop. He’d also picked up the belt of stuff he wore, at 
Zerrex’s request, feeling horribly awkward at the massive advantage he’d thought it would 
put him in over the Drakkaren… but Zerrex had said softly that he wanted to train hard, 
and that he wanted Tinny to attempt to stop him using lethal force as necessary. Then he’d 
smiled and said he trusted that the badger wouldn’t kill him even if he got him into a 
death-grip… then grinned in that mischievous, god-taunting way he had and said he 
wouldn’t blame him if  he made a mistake, though.

The two had just finished off yet another round, and Tinman was panting from setting 
the targets back up that they were using: heavy, concrete bricks, of all the things available. 
The reptile had been firm on this, even though Tinny had pleaded with him to at least 
choose something easier… but so far, Zerrex had shown no trouble with smashing every 
last one of them to fragments and dust. Gods knew where the reptile had managed to snag 
all the materials from they’d been using, but he’d certainly been busy getting them while 
Tinny had taken an hour or so off to collect the things he needed from his house and shop. 
Had the badger known Zerrex had sprinted to a nearby construction site, then ran back 
dragging most of the load of concrete bricks on a cart… he likely would have forced the 
reptile to sit down and relax for at least the next hour while lecturing him on overstraining 
his body.

So it was simple practice: eight bricks set up in a circle, on stands that had originally 
been intended to be heavy, twisting ivy-designed braziers for decorating outside his home or 
as a gift for Cindy and her weird natural healing tastes… but now they made more than 
passable stands for the reptile’s training use… or maybe the word he was looking for was 
‘abuse.’ So far, though, Zerrex had been especially careful to avoid damaging the stands in 
the slightest, and only attacking the bricks atop, as Tinny had attacked him; at first holding 
back, but steadily pulling out more and more tricks.

The belt around his waist was a combat-belt that he’d assembled over the years: it was a 
heavy, construction-style thing, lined with heavy rawhide pouches and sidepacks, all with 
magnetized metal buttons that the badger could open and close using his powers only with 
ease. Inside he had everything from nails, to steel wire, to caltrops and, in the largest pouch 
at the back, a few specialty items he hadn’t yet used.



“Can you go one more round, Tinny?” Zerrex asked, and Tinman smiled at the concern 
in the reptile’s voice: it was still something relatively new that he was getting used to, the 
fact that now the reptile was actually showing more worry for him than simply cold 
consideration for his health status, from a military point of view. The reptile was gazing at 
him, and Tinman mentally checked himself over before deciding he had enough strength 
left to give the reptile another good run for his money… yet he couldn’t help but wince at 
the reptile’s own state.

“I’ve got enough to go one final round…” he stopped, then straightened as he shook his 
head, asking quietly: “But what about you, Boss? I mean… I’m amazed by the fact you’re… 
you know…” He stopped, feeling awkward and blushing a bit at the fact he was almost 
questioning someone who, in his mind, was still his commander, Captain, and superior 
officer… as much as his admired friend.

Zerrex however, merely smiled a bit and nodded, glancing down at his muscular body… 
which was covered in a variety of scratches, most of them shallow but a few fairly bloody. 
Dried blood spotted his chest, and he had a few fresh bruises as well, especially on his 
hands. His knuckles were badly scraped from pounding and smashing through concrete, 
and his entire body felt sore as hell… not to mention the fact he had more than a dozen 
nails and screws sticking out of his body. Tinny had been playing nice, though… most of 
them were stuck in his arms and a few in his legs. They throbbed dully, but he’d had 
worse… and he knew that the badger could throw them far harder than he’d been doing. 
He was also aware that most of them were nails… another hint of the badger’s gentility 
and the fact he wasn’t going all-out yet. Screws hurt a lot more… and since they weren’t 
smooth, they wouldn’t come out anywhere near as easy as the nails. “Yeah, I’m fine, Tinny. I 
just look worse than I feel…” he paused, then added gently: “But I need you to give it your 
all this time, alright? Treat me like an actual enemy, instead of your friend or commander.” 
He stopped again, hesitated a moment, then added quietly something he normally 
wouldn’t… almost for fear of being made fun of for sounding kinda cheesy. Tough or not, 
cruel as he was, and strong as he could be… he did admittedly feel more vulnerable when 
with his friends. “Honor me by giving me everything you’ve got, Tinman. Let me see how 
much you care by how hard you try to kill me… you get what I’m trying to say? I need this 
training to be as vicious as possible… because Requiem’s far stronger and a universe more 
experienced than I am. I need every edge I can get.”

He felt a faint blush rise in his cheeks at his words… but then Tinman smiled and 
nodded, straightening before he closed his right hand into a fist and took on a firm salute, 
raising it over his heart as he said firmly: “Yes, sir, Captain.” A pause, and then he let 
himself go to ease as he made a gentle gesture towards him. “I’ll do my best as your friend, 
too. And it’s me who’s really honored by that, Mr. Zerrex.”

“Just Zerrex.” The reptile smiled a bit in return, though, then he nodded firmly and 
changed his stance, pushing one leg out behind him and raising one arm in front of his 
face, keeping his fingers straight and raising the other above his head in an L, hardening his 
features as he shouted a simple, strangely-joyful order: “Make me bleed, Tinman!”



Immediately, Tinny nodded and gave his own grin in return, the usually-soft features of 
the badger firming as well as he snapped his hands down like a gunslinger about to draw, 
and the pouches on either side flew open, a coil of steel wire flying into one hand and a 
handful of nails into the other: the badger immediately jumped forwards as he threw the 
latter out in front of him, spreading them through the air in a simple raising motion. 
Zerrex’s eyes widened as they froze at random points in midair, the sharpened tips gleaming 
in the fading light, and he immediately threw himself  to the side.

The reptile ducked as the tips followed him, watching as Tinman brought his now-
empty hand swishing down, then he kicked off and spun his body rapidly in the air as he 
heard a crack like a shotgun blast: a moment later, he felt pain spreading its way through his 
shin and tail, the force of the blow against his leg enough to cause his spin to reverse and 
him to fall backwards. He managed to twist his body firmly and regain control, however, 
landing neatly in a crouch with one arm out and wincing at the pain in his leg… but then 
his eyes widened as he saw an almost invisible gleam,  seeing the badger’s other arm had 
already thrown the wire towards him and outwards, delicately holding the end of  it. 

He’s fast! Was the only thought the Drakkaren had, marveling at Tinman’s speed, even as 
he looked straight up before letting himself fall backwards to the ground: he was almost 
too slow, however, as the steel wire that had formed a loop around his neck snapped closed 
and tore a shallow cut along the end of his muzzle. The lizard winced as he hit the ground, 
and he rolled quickly to the side as his instincts yelled at him: this time, he managed to 
avoid being caught by the wire’s whipping attack, and he pushed firmly off the hard soil as 
he kicked his legs up, going from handspring to full flip and landing with his back towards 
the badger in a crouch.

It was a stupid move, especially dealing with an opponent like Tinny… but then Zerrex 
grunted, straining the muscles in his legs as he straightened and kicked off the ground at 
the same time, gracefully arching his back and flipping upside-down with his arms out, 
flying surprisingly-high into the air, and grinning as Tinman’s expected attack swept 
underneath him, tugging gently at his hair – a pair of sawblades and a slash of the wire. For 
the reptile, time seemed to freeze as he saw the shock on the badger’s features, then it 
returned to normal, as he flipped fully and landed.

Instead of remaining still, however, the reptile immediately moved into a series of 
backwards handsprings, dodging another slash of the whipping wire before it suddenly 
curled around his hand as he reached down to shove off the ground. The reptile blinked, 
then he let out a grunt as it tightened painfully around his wrist and tore him to the side, 
sending him down to the ground as Zerrex twisted his body to at least see the badger, 
watching as Tinny rose the wire above his head with two fingers, causing the wire to vibrate 
and slide viciously against the reptile’s wrist, cutting deep into it and sending out a fine 
spray of blood. At the same time, he held his hand out to his side, a cluster of screws flying 
into it before he began to make an over-armed throwing motion.

The exaggerated movement gave Zerrex the time he needed to roll to the side, however, 
getting both hands under him and pushing off before Tinman could rip his hands out from 



beneath him: he landed on his feet, then grabbed the metal wire and jerked hard on it, 
ripping it out of Tinny’s grip and causing him to squawk in pain as the metal dug into his 
fingers, his concentration interrupted just as he released the screws – instead of firing at the 
reptile’s new location, they instead shot down into the earth in front of him, and Zerrex 
grinned to himself before lunging to the side again, at the same time ripping the metal 
loops free from his bloody wrist. Then he kicked off the ground and spun in midair, 
bringing a foot up at the same time and smashing it through one of the eight concrete 
blocks that surrounded them in a circle.

Tinman cursed under his breath, his eyes widening as Zerrex landed behind the brazier, 
then he suddenly snapped both hands forwards. Immediately, the decorative ivy that laced 
the single metal pole leading up from the stand at the bottom shot out, like living tendrils 
of a real plant, and wrapped tightly around the Drakkaren: the twisting metal vines were 
each more than eight feet long, and more than long enough to seize the reptile around the 
waist and wrists, making the reptile release a grunt of surprise as the metal leaves and small 
steel bumps on the ivy squeezed painfully into his body. This exertion, however, left the 
badger winded for a moment, as he reached into one of his hip packs on either side of his 
waist and pulling out several small metal knives.

Zerrex snarled, powerful muscles flexing before he simply stepped forwards and jerked 
his arms downwards, bending at the waist: the metal vines binding his body were no match 
for his strength, shattering into brittle pieces of steel before the reptile used the momentum 
from his bursting of the ivy coils to take two large steps before leaping forwards and 
swinging a fist down in a vicious hook, smashing apart another concrete brick before 
dropping to a shoulder roll to the side. He threw an arm down at the last moment and 
spun on the spot, sending up a puff  of  grass and dust as he faced once more towards Tinny. 

The badger immediately threw the knives out at Zerrex, then he forced them to curve 
upwards in midair as the Drakkaren leapt straight upwards, snarling in concentration as he 
controlled the triangular knives like homing missiles: but Zerrex grinned as he snapped one 
arm outwards, using his own impressive strength to slap the knives away and making Tinny 
stumble to the side, his powers working against him and dragging him with the metal 
objects for a moment before he mentally ‘let go’ of the weapons before catching them again 
and throwing them at the Drakkaren’s back.

Even in midair, however, Zerrex ducked… then one of his arms whipped out, catching 
one of the knives before snapping his limb upwards as he landed, flicking the knife neatly 
back at Tinny. The badger’s eyes widened in surprise, and he dropped the other knives he 
was puppeting to push both hands out and halt this one in midair.

He immediately threw it back at the reptile and forced it to spin violently, but Zerrex 
jumped backwards and leaned to the side, the knife only managing to dig a small cut just 
above his waist. The reptile grinned, then blinked as he suddenly felt something wrap tight 
around his leg, realizing he’d landed with almost right next to a brazier. The vines squeezed 
painfully through his pants leg, ripping the material and cutting into his scales as he snarled 
and felt it dragged back against the brazier.



Tinman reached quickly into the large sidepack directly in front of him with both 
hands, yanking free the five remaining sawblades – two in one hand, three in the other. But 
even as he cocked his arms back, his eyes widened as Zerrex slammed an elbow into the 
concrete block atop the brazier he was trapped against, before throwing his elbow down and 
causing the metal construct to crunch under the blow, the pole in the center bending 
violently enough to cause several of  the vines to detach.

Immediately, the badger whipped the sawblades out in a fanning motion, and the air 
whined with their passage as they shot towards the reptile… but the muscular Drakkaren 
threw himself to the side, rolling out of the way. Tinman, however, had expected this, 
immediately leaning to the side himself and making a wide gesture towards the reptile, 
following his movements before causing them to circle the Drakkaren, buzzing around his 
face and digging shallow cuts along his shoulders, cheeks, forehead and muzzle, bits of 
white hair floating down through the air as the reptile snarled and stumbled, Tinny moving 
his fingers as if making a puppet dance with one hand and pushing the other down towards 
his leg, causing the vines to tighten painfully.

Zerrex staggered backwards, letting out a hiss of pain as one of the sawblades snapped 
down and ripped a gash through his cheek, and the badger’s eyes flashed as he saw the 
reptile’s throat exposed, immediately drawing two sawblades back in a wide circle before 
shooting down towards it: Zerrex, however, grinned at this and went into a graceful spin on 
his heel as he ducked at the same time, his feint working perfectly as he spun towards one of 
the other braziers with a concrete block on it. The sawblades missed by mere inches, passing 
under his muzzle as he turned before they smashed into the ground and sent up bursts of 
soil and dirt.

Then he simply dived over the brazier, the other sawblades that had buzzed him 
shooting at his body but missing narrowly, one of them slashing the top of his tail as Tinny 
let out a curse, slumping for a moment as a wave of dizziness passed over him at the 
exertion. It gave Zerrex more than enough time to land with the concrete block curled tight 
against his chest, then he threw it down before slamming one fist straight down and 
reducing it to stone debris.

Tinman shook his head quickly, then rose his hands and caused the vines still wrapped 
around Zerrex’s leg to slither up his body: the reptile reacted fast, however, suddenly curling 
one arm against his chest, as if wounded. As the vines slithered up towards his neck, leaving 
shallow marks through his scales, they travelled over the reptile’s limb… and then the lizard 
simply snapped it outwards, shattering the brittle vines and sending fragments of metal 
raining down, causing Tinny to stumble backwards and grunt, the sudden destruction of 
the manipulated object causing his powers to recoil back, almost hitting him with a punch. 
Then he slumped a bit, panting hard, as Zerrex forced himself up, bloody and ragged… 
and they grinned widely at each other, a flare of joy going up through both their battered 
bodies.

“You should get serious.” Zerrex remarked, as he straightened and glanced around the 
battleground: he had already destroyed half the targets, but Tinman was positioned nearest 



them, with the reptile on the opposite side of the circle the eight formed. Empty – and in 
some cases, broken – braziers surrounded him… and concrete targets surrounded the small 
but impressive badger. 

“So should you. You’re only half done, after all…” Tinny smiled a bit, his features 
softening for the moment, then he straightened up as he rubbed at his sore side: he had to 
admit, however, that it was impressive how the reptile’s pure physical strength could override 
even the hardest of his attacks so far. He paused a moment, however, hesitating… then he 
asked gently: “Permission to reveal my trump cards and use lethal force attacks?”

“Permission granted.” Zerrex replied softly, then he smiled a bit and tilted his head, 
before surprising the badger as he asked in return, with equal respect: “Permission to 
respond to such as situation requires, even if  it means response in kind?”

The badger swallowed thickly, feeling a faint tremble run through his being at the 
reptile’s words, at the sudden treatment, as if he was the superior officer… and then he gave 
a wide, bright smile, nodding slowly as he clasped his hands and silently bowed to the 
Drakkaren, half-kneeling and letting the back of his neck show in a gesture of complete 
trust and appreciation. “Permission granted… and thank you.”

“The pleasure is mine.” Zerrex responded quietly, waiting for Tinman to straighten… 
then he bowed low in response, crossing an arm over his body and letting one gesture 
widely outwards, ignoring the throbbing pain throughout his body, and the taste of blood 
in his muzzle. Then he straightened as well, slowly rolling his shoulders before raising his 
hands in a basic ready stance, his smile still on his face, eyes still alight.

Tinman, too, was smiling… and then he reached carefully around himself, into his back 
pouch, feeling gently for one of the objects resting within before pulling it out. Then he 
smiled a bit, and pulled it free, making the metal snake come alive and slither up his arm 
and then rest on his shoulder, the steel serpent’s small glass eyes seeming to flicker with life. 
It swayed from side to side, only a foot or so long and made of  multi-sectioned joints. 

The two faced off as equals, with respect and happiness… then Tinman’s hands 
snapped down, steel wire flying out of the pouches on either side of him before he threw 
them outwards like whips, the wire unfurling rapidly of its own accord and lashing out 
towards the Drakkaren. In response, Zerrex immediately backstepped, but Tinny stepped 
forwards as the wires reached out, almost like feelers, and the reptile winced, crossing his 
arms over his chest defensively as they suddenly rippled and snapped at him.

The moment they struck the reptile, they wrapped themselves firmly around his arms, 
yanking him forwards and causing him to snarl as several loops of wire tightened around 
his limbs. He jerked hard back, but Tinny held firm, the ends of the wire firmly in his 
hands and supported by his powers as he grunted, and then the wires tightened even 
further, forcing the Drakkaren to stumble forwards as they slithered down his arms like 
snakes-

Zerrex’s eyes widened as he flicked his gaze up to Tinman’s shoulder: the snake was 
gone, however. Then, suddenly, Tinny jerked him forwards and the steel wire bent upwards 
in a U as he stumbled towards the badger. He suddenly found his arms pinned to his chest 



as each U flipped over his head and then tightened hard, leaving him with his arms tightly 
bound and crossed, held tight by his own thick neck where the wires crossed in an X. He 
snarled in pain as Tinman released the wires and made a gesture as if to hug himself, and 
suddenly the steel wires wrapped tightly around the Drakkaren’s throat twice over before 
each wrapped around his shoulders, then tightly around his thick biceps and body, 
effectively hogtying him while leaving his legs free, before they began to tighten viciously 
almost immediately, already ripping deep enough to cause blood to leak down from the 
Drakkaren’s neck, arms, and chest.

And then the reptile felt the snake, crawling up his leg and then rapidly gliding over his 
scales, small hooks on the bottom of the creature digging into his body and letting it move 
up him with ease as he choked and gargled, collapsing to his knees, Tinman still tightening 
the wires. He felt his world turning gray, and then the snake was crawling over his muzzle 
and then he could taste steel in his mouth as he heard the click of razors, felt sharp metal 
cut his tongue… and he knew exactly what was supposed to happen. The snake would 
worm into him… and rip apart him inside out: just like Cherry’s whip, every part of it felt 
sharpened, and he could feel it pushing through his teeth and into his muzzle…

A flash, and Zerrex flexed his body and strained against the steel wire, snarling as he 
chomped down on the metal snake: it writhed like a living thing in his mouth, and he felt 
his cheeks and tongue being slashed by it before he whiplashed his head and spat it out, the 
pain in his mouth a thousand times worse than the wire digging steadily into his body. 
Through the haze of gray and pain, he saw Tinny holding a hand out, fingers open and 
palm towards him, forcing the wires to rip into his body even as he used his other hand to 
puppet the snake back towards him… and then the reptile’s eyes flashed as he dropped to a 
crouch, then straightened his body and threw every ounce of strength he had into ripping 
his arms free as he arched his back.

Steel wire snapped like string, blood bursting from every area it had shredded through 
scale and into his body, and he roared as he arched his back: but at the same time, Tinny let 
out a gasp and staggered, his eyes bulging and his arms flying out, gasping like the reptile 
had just slugged him in the gut. He fell to his knees as Zerrex fell to his own, spitting blood 
from his muzzle before he forced himself to stagger upwards. He panted hard, but 
adrenaline and the sensation of victory overpowered the pain and lightheadedness, despite 
the fact he was almost dyed red with his own blood, and he rolled one of his shoulders 
once as he crushed the steel snake underfoot by complete accident, grinding it into the soil.

Tinny coughed and shook his head, falling on all fours for a moment before he grunted 
and once more reached behind him for his pouch… then he stared upwards as he heard a 
loud cracking sound. He was amazed to see that the reptile had already stumbled to the 
nearest concrete brick and smashed it to pieces, watching as fragments of white concrete 
hailed down and the lizard stumbled and fell… but then Zerrex gamely forced himself back 
to his feet, and the badger could almost feel the reptile recovering his strength, even as he 
continued to bleed. 



Tinman still had a few tricks left, though… and so he quickly reached back into his 
back pouch and concentrated on sifting out what he wanted, even as he turned and 
staggered upwards, trying to at least get between the Drakkaren and two of the other 
blocks. He could see that the reptile was already almost at another of the blocks, and that 
his movements were smoothing out… and so he quickly decided to use it as bait instead of 
saving it, throwing the objects in his hand high into the air and then grunting as he 
concentrated hard on the five tiny, metallic birds.

For a moment, nothing happened… then they fluttered their metal wings and all but 
came alive, immediately divebombing the reptile just as he reached the next block and drew 
his fist back to smash it.

The first bird cut a long gash down his muzzle, and the reptile stumbled before 
covering his face with his arms as the other birds flew in, their wings and beaks cutting into 
him like knives. They swarmed his face, but the reptile recognized this tactic from earlier, 
almost the same as the sawblades… except they were much faster, they were far harder to 
see. Zerrex stumbled backwards, then he felt the metal ivy of the brazier trying to stealthy 
wrap around his foot… and so he snarled, quickly kicking out and knocking the metal 
stand over as he whipped out a hand at the same time, catching the concrete block in mid 
flight before he spun around and smashed it outwards on a vicious arc.

It struck the swarm of metal birds, knocking two of them to the ground but three of 
them actually sticking in the block, and then the reptile turned towards Tinny and cocked 
his arm back, snarling and muscles bulging. The badger immediately squeaked and dropped, 
and Zerrex grunted as he hurled the block over his head, into one of the other concrete 
blocks, and both of them exploded into fragments. It left only one… but Tinman was 
quick to jump up and leap back towards it, walking backwards until he had his back pressed 
against the brazier.

The two faced each other… then Tinny put his arms out, concentrating, eyes not 
leaving the Drakkaren’s. Behind him, the ivy covering the brazier reached up and wrapped 
securely around the concrete block, and then Tinman lowered his arms, reaching behind 
himself  and into his pack.

He paused as he found nothing for a moment… then he smiled a bit as he found it at 
the bottom of the large rawhide pouch, producing a thin metal dragonfly. He held this out 
on the palm of his hand, then concentrated before it rattled its metal wings, then flew up 
into the air and buzzed around his head before flying straight at the Drakkaren.

Zerrex’s movement in response was lighting fast: he snagged the dragonfly out of the air 
a moment before it rammed into him, and then smiled in return at Tinny. Then he blinked 
as he realized the badger still had his hand out before he suddenly clenched it shut, and the 
dragonfly buzzed once in his hand before exploding like a bomb.

The badger stared at the smoke cloud, lowering his arm and wincing a bit… then 
blinking slowly as Zerrex coughed and waved smoke away from himself, wincing and 
lowering an arm that he’d barely managed to get up in front of his face in time. He had to 
admit, though, it had been a hell of a trick… the badger had mixed some kind of explosive 



compound into a liquid steel, but fortunately for him, the metal itself had acted as a 
suppressor and severely weakened the explosive power.

Tinman coughed a bit, the two looking at each other… then the badger smiled slightly 
and said softly: “I’ve got one more trick up my sleeve… and I think I have just enough 
energy left to use it. Shall I show you, Boss?”

“Of course.” The Drakkaren rose his fists gamely, mentally checking himself over: he 
was badly injured, yes… but he didn’t think he was bleeding too heavily anymore and the 
fact he was covered in his own blood didn’t exactly mean he was in horrible shape, really… 
after all, he had more blood to go around than most people, with the size of his body, and 
he’d had his ass handed to him far worse before. He smiled slightly at this, emerald eyes 
flashing. “Let’s finish our little game.”

The badger nodded in response, then he set himself firmly before taking a deep breath 
and closing his eyes… then he made a slow rising motion with his arms, until his hands 
were stretched skywards, palms facing up and fingers out towards the reptile. Zerrex felt the 
ground shudder, felt the badger’s power flowing around him, and he glanced around as 
metal twisted and bent, curled and then rose skywards as well, snarling a bit in surprise as it 
slowly began to gather above the badger’s head.

All the metal in the environment, from the braziers to the torn pieces of steel wire,  was 
pulled into a ball of metallic debris, and for a moment the reptile wondered if the badger 
was simply going to drop the giant sphere on him that it formed, as it slowly swirled and 
revolved… but that wouldn’t make sense. They’d done things like that already, and it was 
clear that his strength would win out over the heaviest of the badger’s attacks… even when 
they’d been training with tankers and other massive metal objects, which doubtlessly 
weighed more than the planet of junk currently floating above. Then Zerrex stepped back 
slowly as the ball descended with a gentle movement of the badger, Tinny’s small muscles 
bulging and veins standing out through his fur as he concentrated. 

The pile of junk rumbled… then began to spin rapidly as it assembled itself, shifting 
and changing, metal grinding into metal and sparks shooting up, bits and pieces here and 
there glowing red with heat, electricity jumping from other segments as it assembled itself 
into a form as tall as the reptile. Then he could see an arm form, and a body… a massive 
blade… and Zerrex grinned slowly before letting himself relax as he realized what was 
going on, saying softly: “You’re improved a lot to be able to do that on the spot.”

The badger didn’t reply… but the flow of metal finally stopped and unveiled a skeletal 
warrior that bore strands of steel wire for hair, a muzzle shaped like the reptile’s, and a 
body composed of nails and twisted tops from braziers. The arms and legs were also 
recognizable but strange, mostly skeletal with a few bits of metal plating here that formed 
part of a forearm. The hands were little more than claws on large sawblade-palms, and one 
clutched a long, makeshift-metal sword that was six feet long, composed of a steel pole that 
had been flattened out past the cylindrical hilt into a thin but wide blade, and serrated with 
screws and nails.



The eyes were sockets, and the teeth inside the muzzle were made of nails, forming a 
creepy grin… the tail was made from broken segments. It was amazing that the badger had 
put this together on the spot, as he fell to a crouch and panted hard… but then he forced 
himself to stand with a grin, whispering quietly: “We’ll have to make this quick, Captain… 
I can only hold this together for a minute more at most.”

“Then let’s go.” Zerrex nodded and rose his hands gamely, grinning slightly… and 
immediately the metal version of him stepped forwards and swept the sword out in a wide, 
hard slash. Zerrex immediately ducked low, going into a half-splits, then he leapt forwards 
and slammed a punch into the half-formed plate-breast of  the creature.

Immediately, steel wire snaked out of the gaping metal ribcage, wrapping tight around 
his arm to restrain him, and Zerrex snarled as the metal golem brought its hand up to 
choke him, the other arm straightening out before stabbing its sword inwards towards itself 
on an arc: the reptile was able to quickly shift to the side, however, and the metallic being 
only succeeded in running itself through with the sword as Zerrex reached up and snapped 
the wrist of its other hand, sending a few screws and bits of twisted steel pattering down 
before he leapt backwards, ripping the steel wire with him out from the golem’s chest. It 
staggered forwards a bit at the force, and the reptile quickly shook his hand, the pieces of 
wire falling to the ground before he performed a quick reverse handspring as the golem 
drew its sword from its chest and swung hard at him with it at the same time.

Tinny rose a hand, and the metallic being did the same… then Tinny made a slight 
shoving motion, and steel wire shot from the wrist of the outstretched limb and snatched at 
the lizard. Zerrex refused to be caught by this trick yet another time, however, and instead 
rose one of his arms: the moment the wire wrapped tight around his body, he grabbed the 
steel wire with his free hand and spun in a rapid circle, snarling, muscles bulging as he 
yanked the golem around in a wide circle.

Immediately, the badger was yanked off his own feet, connected by his powers as he was 
to the steel being he’d spawned: the moment he hit the ground, grunting in pain, the metal 
creature shattered into pieces, and Zerrex toppled heavily onto his own rear, panting hard 
and wincing as parts of the metal golem flew across the lawn, scattering far and wide and 
leaving him gripping nothing more than a few pieces of bloody metal string that quickly 
unraveled from around his wrist.

He winced a bit as he looked at Tinman, who has panting hard, laying flat on the 
ground with his arms out and face buried in the soil, and then the reptile forced himself up 
to his feet and staggered slowly past him, carefully stepping over the serrated sword that the 
golem version of himself had wielded. He winced as he looked at the final concrete block, 
covered as it was in metal ivy… then he simply drew a hand back and punched it as hard as 
he could, staggering forwards from the power of the blow as the brick all but exploded, 
pieces of  metal and stone flying outwards like a shotgun blast.

Then the lizard turned slowly around and walked over to Tinny, sitting beside him and 
looking at the badger with a bit of a grin. Slowly, Tinman turned his gaze to look up at the 
reptile in return, and then he smiled a bit himself  and said faintly: “You’re a masochist.”



Then he coughed hard, and the reptile frowned as blood spewed from the badger’s 
muzzle. Slowly, Tinman forced himself to all fours, then he rose a hand, grabbing at his 
head as he shook it slowly. His skull ached… his body hurt… and he felt incredibly 
weak… then he blinked and let out a squeak as he felt himself easily hefted into the air, 
glancing up as Zerrex stood and easily carried him towards the house.

He smiled faintly, blushing slightly at this treatment, but the reptile shook his head 
quickly and steamrolled the badger even before he had a chance to speak. “You helped me 
out a lot today, Tinny… and it looks like you’ve gone and pushed yourself  too hard.”

“Yeah. Because I’m the one soaked in my own blood.” Tinman retorted, and Zerrex 
rolled his eyes before dropping the badger to his feet as he squirmed again, then catching by 
the shoulder before he fell. The smaller male laughed faintly as he let himself rest against 
the much-larger one, then he glanced up quietly and idly reached up to squeeze an ear, 
saying quietly: “It’s happened before… used to happen a lot before I was in the Goth 
Legion, when I was building bridges and working with construction between being in the 
hospital… it’s not a rupture or anything, I just need a good night’s rest. Besides, I’ve picked 
up some pretty quick regeneration from hanging around with V… with some of the other 
members of  the Legion.”

The Drakkaren nodded, then he patted the badger on the shoulder, not bothering to 
bring up the past as he pulled the back door open and gently pushed Tinny inside ahead of 
him. He watched his movements carefully, not liking the slight stumble in the badger’s step, 
but then Tinman glanced up at him and smiled faintly. “I’d normally offer to take the nails 
and stuff out of your body… but I know you don’t want me puking on you and I don’t 
want to just end up making things harder. Will you be okay taking them out yourself, or 
should I call someone?”

Zerrex mused to himself, then he shook his head and laughed quietly. “I’m gonna take a 
bath and get all this blood off my body… then I’ll deal with pulling the crap you’ve stuck 
in me out. If there’s any in my back, I’ll need you to take them out with a hammer or 
something, though.”

Tinman winced at this, but he nodded, then he laughed a bit and rubbed his head 
slowly. “Okay, Zerrex. And I’ll do what I can to help with stitching you up, if that’s 
necessary.” He paused a bit, then added: “Would you like me to put on supper?”

“Nah… wait until after I get out of the tub, alright? Just relax for now, and eat 
something yourself if you’re hungry.” The lizard nodded back and nudged the badger 
gently, then he headed to the bathroom and pushed inside. He paused for a moment in the 
door, however, then looked at the badger and added softly: “Thanks for that, Tinny. I really 
enjoyed it, and I was truly impressed. I’m proud of  you and honored that we’re friends.”

“Me too, Boss… thanks.” Tinman positively beamed at these words, his innocent eyes 
sparkling, his smile wide across his muzzle… and Zerrex laughed a bit before stepping into 
the bathroom and closing the door behind himself. He closed his eyes, relaxing against the 
door for a moment before reaching down to undo his pants, dropping them around his feet 



and then pushing down his boxers, wincing a bit at the feeling of the tight waistband 
catching on a nail that was buried in his shin before he kicked them off.

Then he sighed and walked over to the tub, plugging it before turning on the taps and 
hitting the button that would activate the filtration system he had in the tub; he didn’t like 
bloody water, and there were quite a few reasons that the water would end up bloody in this 
household. He smiled a bit at this, then pressed another button beside the first, on a 
waterproof control panel that was installed next to the taps. This was a recent addition, 
along with the other thing he’d just activated.

A small motor began rumbling busy, and for a few moments the tapwater turned a light, 
pleasant blue, turning the water in the tub the same pale color for a few moments before 
the motor clicked off, and the water ran clear once again into the huge tub. Zerrex examined 
himself in the mirror as the tub filled, knowing he had about ten minutes before he’d have 
to turn off  the taps for the large, custom-built tub.

He had… okay. A lot of scratches and cuts… and maybe thirty or so nails stuck into 
his arms, shins, and various other parts of his body… and his face looked like he’d been 
curious about what the inside of a meat grinder looked like and he shoved his head inside. 
He winced a bit at this, but fortunately it didn’t hurt too much to make different 
expressions… only his cheek really ached, where Tinny had caught him good with one of 
the sawblades. That looked like it might even need stitches… but he hoped not. Usually he 
did heal ridiculously fast, after all… but even if he did, he thought that he’d still be able to 
take them out by the time he met up with Requiem. Nothing else seemed really severe… 
well, except for where Tinny had tried to all but cut off his wrist and where the wires had 
torn into his neck. 

He shook his head slowly, then he tugged lightly at one of the nails in his arm and 
winced a bit at the spurt of pain it sent through his body… right now, it was just a dull 
throb where they all were, and if he left them in over the course of the bath, they’d stop 
him from bleeding too much out those holes… and hopefully his muscles would relax 
enough that he’d be able to take them out without too much additional pain. 

The reptile made a bit of a face as he spent a few more minutes poking and prodding at 
himself before turning to the tub and turning the taps off. He examined the water for a 
moment, and then nodded a bit at the bluish tinge. Zerrex rubbed the back of his head 
slowly, looking at it uncertainly, then he shrugged and carefully stepped in with the leg that 
had been shredded by the fake ivy.

As expected, it hurt like hell, and the reptile winced and tensed, his hands clenching 
into fists. Then he forced himself to relax and just breathe, watching the constant swirl and 
bubbling of water it was vacuumed through the venting system and then run through a 
filter that got rid of the blood and filth and sent pure water back up through the opening 
on the other side. Well… water and antiseptic, which was the blue stuff that had gone in 
the tub as well. Cherry had insisted that he might as well spend the money to get some kind 
of extra health additive if he had a filter and all the venting equipment built in anyway… 
and she had finally nagged him into hiring a health care company and getting them to 



install some cutting-edge crap. Crap that he was now both glad for and cursing, as he put 
his other leg into the tub and sat down, sinking most of his body into the water and 
contorting his face with a pained expression, mumbling furiously under his breath.

He wasn’t exactly sure what else was in the chemical stuffs that he’d added to the 
water… but after a minute or so of itching, maddening pain that made him want to jump 
out of the tub, he found his body turning pleasantly numb, and he let himself sink deeper 
into the water, until finally he closed his eyes and submerged even his head… then 
straightened rigidly, sitting up with a bark of pain at the sudden burning in his cheek. He 
slapped at his cheek lightly, then looked at the door as he heard Tinny knock and asked in a 
muffled but clearly concerned voice: “Boss? You okay in there?”

“Fine!” Zerrex snapped back, then he forced himself to calm as he slid back towards the 
water, looking flatly at the wall across from him as he called loudly: “Just the… surprised 
myself, is all. Water has that stupid… wound cleaner stuff  in it.”

“Oh.” Then there was silence from the other side of the door, and Zerrex sighed, 
sopping hair covering his face and muzzle and making the deep cut on his face ache all the 
more. Then he slid beneath the surface of the water once more, closing his eyes and 
ignoring the pain, waiting for his body to finally relax and his nerves to… die or get 
numbed or whatever the hell happened. At this point, he didn’t care, so long as it stopped 
aching so he could frigging relax after the harsh training session with Tinman.

Eventually, the ache and tingle faded away, and Zerrex breathed slowly in and out 
through his nose, keeping the rest of his body under the water, fingers laced together and 
enjoying the quiet sound of the vents working, and the feeling of the swirl of liquid around 
his body. After a short while, he found himself actually wondering if he could install a 
music player into the control panel or something… he could certainly afford a fancy treat 
like underwater speakers or some crap like that. Maybe after I deal with Requiem… Cindy 
would like that, anyway…

He smiled a bit to himself, nodding slowly, his hair floating around his head as he idly 
reached up to run his fingers over his scalp, careful to avoid irritating any of the cuts on his 
head. After a few more minutes of soaking, he finally rose out of the water with a sigh, 
keeping his head tilted back so that his hair fell down behind him instead of slopping onto 
his face. He shook his head a bit, brushing back a few errant, clinging strands that insisted 
on sticking to his muzzle anyway, then he idly hooked one of his toeclaws into the chain 
that hung from the stopper and yanked upwards.

The plug came loose, and the water began to drain as Zerrex stood, water dripping 
from his muscular body. He paused for a moment, then reached up and lightly tugged one 
of the many nails stuck in his body. It stung a bit… but the hot water had relaxed him as 
hoped, and it came out with far less pain than expected and far easier than if he’d tried to 
rip it out earlier. The reptile smiled a bit at this, looking at the bloody end of the steel nail 
before he stepped out of the tub and onto the mat on the floor, scales shining gently in the 
light as he reached out and placed a stopper into the sink, then putting a bit of water into it 
before dropping the nail in.



The reptile then went about the business of prying the other nails loose from his body, 
which wasn’t too bad… and the screws hurt like a bitch, but not as badly as he’d expected 
them to. Finally, he was only left with the nails buried deep in his tail and leg… and the 
reptile muttered as he looked down at these. Three were sunk entirely to the head in his 
shin, probably scraping alongside the bone – maybe even going into it, in one case, although 
it didn’t hurt that much to walk – and then there were two in his tail that looked nasty: one 
looked almost as though it had been countersunk. On the bright side, he’d never had much 
use for his tail anyway… it was a bit too short for his body, and not very flexible, so he 
never even thought much about it. A fairly common defect, but not really something he 
liked to advertise about himself, nonetheless.

Zerrex instead turned his attention to drying off, picking up a towel and quickly using 
that to tousle his hair and give it a good rubbing, finally leaving it around his head as he 
grabbed another towel and wiped off his body: it left a good sprinkling of blood on the 
towel, but he thought that it would be fine. He’d soaked towels worse before and they’d still 
been clean… although he was definitely surprised by how little he’d bled, all-in-all.

Then the lizard wrapped the towel around his waist, picking up his bloodstained, 
shredded pants and figuring they were worthless now anyway, before walking out into the 
hall and wandering first downstairs, throwing his pants into a corner before he approached 
his tool shelf and examining it. Finally, he picked up a small prybar for removing nails, and 
searched one of the drawers of the worktable until he found a suitable knife with a thin but 
supple blade. Armed with these tools, he returned upstairs and walked into the living room, 
where Tinman was sitting on the floor and watching some children’s movie.

He smiled a bit, then silently turned and walked into his room, letting the towel drop 
from around his waist before he grabbed a pair of boxers and pulled these on, then eyed 
them mildly. They’d be loose on a normal person… but on him, they still bulged rather 
obviously. He rolled his eyes a bit, then instead turned around and rubbing at his head with 
one hand and carrying the tools he’d brought in the other.

He cleared his throat as he entered the living room, and Tinny jumped before looking 
around at him almost guilty. The reptile smiled slightly, though, then he nodded towards 
the kitchen as he sat down on the floor, taking the towel from around his head and shaking 
his still-wet, somewhat uneven hair out, saying mildly: “Do me a favor, huh? Grab a pair of 
scissors… I’ll need you to cut my hair once I’m done with this crap. I hate having it 
uneven.” 

“Do you want me to grab a first-aid kit or anything, too? Wouldn’t hurt to bandage you 
up.” Tinny asked, looking awkward as he reached up and squeezed an ear nervously. Zerrex 
thought of saying no… but then he shrugged and nodded, and the badger looked relieved 
before heading quickly past the lizard and towards the bathroom. Zerrex figured he was 
probably right… and besides, the medical kit had a nice pair of  trimming scissors in it.

The reptile looked down, then sighed and figured he’d get the worst one first, picking 
up the narrow knife and positioning it near the wound, putting a foot on his tail so it didn’t 
twitch once he got to work. Then he put his other arm into his muzzle and turned his 



attention to the television, relaxing his body as best he could as he watched the plot unfold. 
Happy looking, sexless cartoon people pranced around the screen, wearing weird, bright 
clothes, happy, happy, happy…

Zerrex stabbed the knife firmly down into the wound, then twisted and pried firmly 
upwards with a growl and a wince, blood spurting out of the new cut, but managing to 
catch the nail under the blade of the knife and pop it upwards out of the wound. His teeth 
sunk into his arm and irritated the wounds there, tasting blood in his mouth from the small 
holes there left by other nails and giving a muffled: “Son of  a bitch!”

Then he tossed the knife aside bad temperedly, his tail-tip spasming a bit as he shook 
out the arm he’d bitten into and reached down with his other hand, grabbing the exposed 
end of the nail and tearing it out with another grunt of pain, wincing. The tail was always 
such a goddamn sensitive area… it almost made him want to cut it off, but then he knew 
he’d end up regretting it when his balance went to hell. So instead he shook his head, then 
glanced up and over his shoulder at Tinny, who was looking at him like he was stupid. He 
looked back sourly, then asked waspishly: “What?”

“This isn’t the battlefield… you do have all kinds of needles and pills and medical 
supplies scattered around here, Zerrex.” Tinman reminded him calmly, then he walked over 
and sat on the table, dropping the small plastic first aid pack beside him and opening the 
box up as the Drakkaren rolled his eyes, picking up the prybar and positioning it firmly 
under another nail with a wince and spurt of  blood.

“I hate crap like that… furthermore, it never works on me. Freezing’s never worked 
since I was a kid and had to go to the dentist…” he muttered, then pried firmly upwards to 
jerk the nail free, letting out a hiss through his teeth and wincing. 

It only took the reptile a few minutes of cursing and irritation to get the rest of the 
nails out of his body… including one that was indeed buried in the bone. Then he sighed 
and allowed Tinman to bandage him up after the badger carefully checked his body over for 
any more wounds or damage. Finally, Zerrex found himself sitting on the couch – still 
feeling uncomfortable in only boxers – as Tinny held one of his large fists in one of his 
own hands, scrubbing at his scraped, damaged knuckles with a sponge. 

“You’re really going to end up hurting yourself…” he said finally, looking up at the 
reptile compassionately, and Zerrex glanced back down with a bit of an amused smile at the 
badger. “I mean, even when people train to punch through wood, they don’t just go and do 
it right away unless they want to hurt themselves… and yes, I know that concrete is to you 
what a soft wood is to other people with how strong you are, but nonetheless…”

“It’s okay, Tinny.” The Drakkaren said gently, then he laughed a bit and smiled slightly. 
“Look. If it’ll make you feel better, I promise not to do anything else tonight. We can 
just… relax, and let both of our bodies recover. Then tomorrow we’ll stick to doing a basic 
strength workout. After all…” Zerrex softened and glanced down. “It’s been… four days 
now. Tomorrow is day five and… then on day six, I promised Cherry I’d rest. Then on the 
last day Requiem will want to meet me at the usual time.”



“Noon?” the badger asked, tilting his head, and the muscular lizard smiled amusedly in 
response to this, shaking his head. 

“No… Requiem and I always ended up having our sparring matches at one in the 
afternoon… after lunch, after chores were completed and long enough after an early-
morning workout that the body would be stretched and ready for more exercise.” The 
Drakkaren responded with faint entertainment, then he rolled his shoulders slowly. “I’ll 
have to bring Blackheart with me… if Requiem and I match evenly in hand-to-hand, or if I 
at least put up a challenge, he’ll likely ask if  I want to switch to weapons combat.

“I’m training to defeat Requiem, it’s true… but I’m not training to kill him in just pure 
hand-to-hand.” Zerrex said softly, reaching up and scratching the side of his head as he 
looked down thoughtfully. “Maybe I could, I dunno… but even now, I just… I just want 
to impress him, I guess you can say. Requiem thinks weapons of any sort are below him in 
most situations… that only filth and scum who can’t trust in their own strength and power 
would seek to supplement their abilities. But people who can put up a fight, who know the 
rules and honor of battle… there, he sees where skill with a weapon can come into play. 
Never a ranged weapon, but always something close-combat… and I know that if I do 
manage to put up a fight long enough, he’ll offer to fight me with a weapon as well, to up 
the challenge and odds for both of  us, since we’ll be dueling to kill.”

The badger nodded slowly: he could somewhat understand that. Then he smiled a bit 
and squeezed the reptile’s hand firmly before letting it drop, and Zerrex looked at him 
curiously before smiling in return as Tinman said bravely: “Well, you’re the strongest I’ve 
ever met, Zerrex, and the best CO I’ve ever served under. With how hard you’ve been 
working, I know that you can do it… especially with that amazing strength you showed off 
tonight. You far surpassed anything I could do, after all!”

“Yeah. Right.” Zerrex responded with a snort, then he threw an arm companionably 
around the badger’s shoulders, making him smile widely, then blush as the reptile 
continued: “You threw nails at me fast enough to break the sound barrier, Tinman. And we 
both know I could never dream of  pulling off  all the tricks you can.”

“Well, you broke free of the steel wire, Boss.” Tinman replied stubbornly, crossing his 
arms and meeting the tall reptile’s eyes evenly. And for the next while, the two argued back 
and forth until Zerrex finally sent Tinny off to make dinner and the lizard put on a 
serviceable pair of pants. He still worried… but the battle tonight – despite how much he 
frigging ached – had done a lot for his mind, and he would spend the rest of the night in 
peace with the badger. Eventually, he’d allow Tinman to check over his wounds again and 
see how he was doing, and the reptile enjoyed his company and slowly relaxed despite all the 
stress he felt and the way things had stacked against him lately... but somehow, he knew that 
his daughter was alright, that Cherry and Lone were getting along, and that things would 
end up okay in the end. Positive thoughts like that were rare for him… yet tonight, in the 
badger’s friendly presence, he couldn’t help but feel that way. After all, Tinman reminded 
him so much of Cindy sometimes… another soul too pure for the carnage that it had once 
endured in the past, and too good to ever use the powers he had for cruelty. 



~~~

Cindy rubbed an arm as she looked over at Requiem thoughtfully, sitting at one of the 
wooden tables and reading by the light of one of the lamps. The Dragokkaren was sitting 
on the floor cross-legged, looking at a magazine, an electric lantern hung on a nail nearby. 
Then he put the magazine down and took a deep breath, closing his eyes and letting his 
hands rest on his knees, and the female Drakkaren turned her attention more fully towards 
him before blushing as he opened one blue eye and asked mildly: “What?”

“Um. Just curious as to… what you’re doing… and… thinking, what’s on your mind 
and all, that’s… all.” she finished lamely, rubbing the back of her head slowly before 
coughing a bit and blushing deeper, as the red-scaled behemoth merely continued to look at 
her mildly. She wanted to know more about him if it was possible, since she could feel the 
end drawing closer… and although she’d seen many feats of grace and strength by the 
giant, her faith in her father was still absolute… and so she wanted to… talk with him, 
learn about him and… act as the grand-niece she was, and so perhaps she could even better 
mourn him and his passing when he died. 

It was cruel… the fact that she’d come to respect her oppressor so much, and that 
Requiem wasn’t someone she could bring herself to hate or even be angry with anymore, 
despite how badly he’d beaten her father. She knew why he’d done it, now, and why he’d 
kidnapped her, after all… and all of this was really some twisted show of compassion and 
even love for Zerrex. A forcible way to make the Drakkaren clean his own slate, cleanse his 
own honor and bring himself back into good standing with whatever forces-that-be that 
protected true warriors… or maybe that was too poetic for the Dragokkaren. Maybe he just 
didn’t like seeing his nephew tarnished by what to him was obviously the single most 
dishonorable act of his past… and that the atonement for which would apparently remove 
every blemish from her father’s long list of crimes and sins. She had a bit of an 
understanding why Requiem couldn’t just forgive… but at the same time, she knew herself 
that she would never fully understand it. After all, she loved her father more than anything 
or anyone else in the world, would do any act for him, just to see him smile… in spite of 
the fact he raped her mother. And once she was out of here, she wanted to prove that all 
over again, by doing anything and everything he asked… she just wanted to be close to her 
Daddy again, and comfort him… because she knew that killing Requiem would likely hurt 
him too; after all, he wasn’t the heartless leader of the Goth Legion any longer. Now he had 
been rebuilding his honor and dealing with his tattered past.

The Dragokkaren was looking at her strangely, though… then he merely shrugged and 
shook his head a bit before saying mildly: “Meditation and concentration. It’s good for the 
soul and spirit… cleanses the mind and lets the body relax. Training in honing one’s mental 
fortitude and calming the soul is as important as lifting heavy objects, or being able to 
punch through a brick wall, after all. In battle, the ability to stay cool-headed is more prized 
than gargantuan strength… although it helps quite a bit to have both.”

Cindy nodded slowly, reaching up to rub the back of her head a bit and smiling faintly. 
“Yeah… Daddy always says it’s important to stay calm, not give in to emotions good or bad 



and… well… even outside of fighting and stuff, he says that it’s far more important to do 
what’s right than what’s good.” She stopped, feeling awkward as she looked down at her lap, 
clasping her hands in front of her waist and only staring at her locked fingers for a few 
moments… then she glanced back up and smiled faintly, continuing to speak quietly, 
letting herself flow as she realized that she had the giant’s attention. “He… used to be so 
cold, so cruel… left nothing but darkness and bloodshed behind him, and caused… well, 
so much trouble for so many people. Hell, even for me, I guess, with how I was born and 
the way I know that… my birth mother suffered.” She paused, then frowned a bit and 
glanced down. “I know it’s weird how I… I don’t hate him at all, how I love him as more 
than my father, even… but all the same, I can’t help it. He’s attractive in a dark knight sort 
of way… and you know, Daddy’s always held honor close to heart. He’s never let that 
lesson go… even when he was with the Goth Legion, Cherry says Daddy still had his own 
twisted sense of honor. Not much but… it was still there. And now he’s working so hard to 
do what’s good and right…

“It’s… I don’t know. You see, it’s not even that he’s really changed from who he was in 
the past… hell, he doesn’t even keep himself in check sometimes, goes as wild as he ever 
did, I’m willing to bet… but he’s refined himself.” Cindy nodded slowly, tasting the words 
she’d just spoken and finding they were appropriate. “Yeah, refined and disciplined himself 
even more… Daddy could and would still rape and kill a family of people if it was part of 
a job, and he’d even torture and kill them for entertainment, yes. But now he… he likes to 
have a reason. He likes to try and justify his actions, to think about what he’s doing instead 
of  just mindlessly plowing forwards.”

Requiem frowned slightly, tilting his head towards the Drakkaren and asking softly: 
“And you see nothing wrong with what your father does? Or moreover, the things he’s done 
in the past? Because he has one exceedingly long list of sins and crimes, many of them 
bordering on the insane or even evil.”

But the female surprised the giant by simply smiling in return, shrugging and looking 
down for a moment before glancing back up. “Nobody’s perfect. And Daddy… well… he 
doesn’t try to be perfect, and he doesn’t pretend to be someone he’s not. It’s taken him a 
long, long time to come to terms with himself, and everything he really is inside… from the 
darkness to the coldness to the light. Sure, he does a lot of bad things… and in the past 
did even worse things… but what’s done is done, and… it would be a worse crime for him 
to not at least acknowledge and accept who he is and spending his life pretending to be 
some saint when he’s not.”

The Dragokkaren nodded a bit at this, looking at her thoughtfully: she did have a 
point. And it wasn’t exactly like he was pure or free, either… he’d committed a lot of 
atrocities himself, most of those ordered by his brother. It made him pause to think and 
wonder for a moment on the nature of honor before he glanced back up at Cindy and said 
quietly: “When I was younger… I used to work in the dogfight pits. I think I mentioned 
that before…



“In any case, they were a nasty, honorless place. No rules, a small enclosure, and lots of 
viciousness… plus people tended to bite and claw as much as kick and punch. I gained a lot 
of battle experience there, though… and learned how to meet even the toughest of odds 
and cruelest of opponents with grace and calmness. Even though I was always in the high-
bid prize fights, I was never much of a favorite, you see… because I didn’t yell, or roar, or 
parade myself around on display as the other fighters did. I didn’t like the show: but I did 
enjoy the combat.

“One day, however, my brother attended… and that was also the day they were 
advertising Lot Three, which basically meant a group of three people against one person. 
The high odds meant enormous prizes for anyone daring enough to bet on the solo fighter, 
though, if that fighter won… but more often than not, they ended up dead or dying, being 
kicked on the ground.”

He paused and rubbed the back of his head slowly, looking down: Cindy tilted her head 
curiously at this. Usually, the Dragokkaren didn’t bother moving much at all, especially 
when telling a story… she’d come to realize that he only made gestures like that when either 
anxious or apprehensive about something. “I drew the short straw for Lot Three… I was 
the solo fighter. Placed against me were two of the top contenders and some vicious newbie 
that liked to sneak in weapons like chains, to give him a better chance of winning against 
opponents that were all tougher than him. Not like that was against the rules, though… 
there were no rules.

“I was overeager and anxious to please… and I remember that I let that get the better of 
me and made the mistake of advancing right into the group instead of waiting for one of 
them to charge, as I should have. I forgot the basic rule: a pack of scrawny bitch-dogs will 
overwhelm even the mightiest dragon if there are enough of them. And I’m no mighty 
dragon, and was even less at that time – no, no, don’t look at me like that.” Requiem gave a 
bit of a laugh and then glanced down, and she realized he was ashamed. “I didn’t lose. But I 
did take a few humiliating hits when usually I spent the entire match clean and 
unharmed… and when I lashed out, to try and show my brother that I wasn’t… to 
demonstrate my abilities, I ended up killing two of them and paralyzing the last, because 
my anger and my ambition to shine got the better of  me. My want to please…

“Brother, of course, was more than happy with what I’d done… but I felt guilty.” He 
stopped and looked down, then back up at Cindy, his usual demeanor returning as he said 
calmly: “But I was a coward. Instead of attending their funerals and apologizing to the 
family and the broken survivor, I simply continued to fight. It was only years later, a few 
weeks before Narrius and I left for what was then the ‘New World,’ that I ended up visiting 
their graves, paying my respects, and finding the other person I’d injured. It was a bit late, 
though… but you get the point of the story.” He stopped for a moment as he looked at the 
female Drakkaren, who was looking back at him with soft sympathy in her eyes. 
“Sometimes when we love someone, we work far too hard to make them happy… and end 
up corrupting ourselves or going down a path we don’t want. I worry that my nephew may 
end up leading even someone as pure as you down the wrong path.”



Cindy paused for a moment at this, then she simply smiled faintly again and replied in a 
gentle voice: “Even if it’s a path of evil, or hate, or even down to Hell itself… he’s still my 
Daddy. And as long as I get to be with him and make him proud… I’ll be happy too.”

At this, Requiem smiled a bit in return, then he nodded and laughed quietly. “I 
understand, all too well… and I know I won’t be able to convince you otherwise. Nor am I 
interested in trying to do so…” He paused, then closed his eyes and then straightened his 
back as he relaxed his arms, and Cindy couldn’t help but feel mild amusement at the way 
that the Dragokkaren had just ended the conversation so effectively and in his own polite 
manner.

The Drakkaren shook her own head a bit, but she did feel that she understood the giant 
a bit more, as she turned her attention back to her book. For a little while, it was quiet… 
and then she finally yawned and stretched, standing up and idly jingling the chain around 
her neck. Requiem was still meditating, however, and the noise didn’t so much as make him 
twitch… which made Cindy smile slightly before she quietly walked over to what she’d 
deemed her usual bed – a pile of old but clean straw on one side of the room, which sat on 
a few unused, flat and large boards. It made a passable bed… obviously a bit stiff, but she 
wasn’t going to complain.

She curled up, closing her eyes and thinking thoughts about her father, about everything 
she wanted to do and happen… and after an hour or so, finally fell into a deep slumber. 
Fifteen minutes later, Requiem too decided to retire: he stood, then quietly walked around 
the sawmill, putting out the lamps and letting his eyes adjust to the faint blue light that 
streamed in from the windows: starlight, so beautiful and so strangely luminescent out away 
from the urban environment. 

He paused and rubbed at one of his arms before idly undoing the buttons of the plain 
dress shirt he wore, then glanced over at Cindy. He could hear and see that she was 
shivering a bit, likely from the sudden drop in temperature… it did get a bit cool here, he 
had to admit. The Dragokkaren paused, then returned to his suitcase for a moment to put 
down his shirt and then pull out one of  his heavy suit jackets.

The giant returned to Cindy, who was curled up, and then gently laid his suit jacket out 
over her body like a blanket: he watched for a few moments, then smiled a bit as her shivers 
calmed, then glanced up at the damaged railing that laced the second floor before shrugging 
and tensing his body. Gracefully, he leapt upwards and snagged the edge of the ground at 
the same time, arching his back to flip his body upwards even as he shoved off with his 
hands, grabbing the broken railing with one hand and causing it to bend and grumble… 
but a moment later, he`d released it and flipped his body neatly forwards, and he landed 
with a strangely-soft thud on the catwalk surrounding the second floor.

The giant rolled his shoulders idly, then headed towards the small area he’d been using 
as a quasi-bedroom with a yawn. Tomorrow and the next day would have to be days where 
he lived with no regrets… just in case. He smiled to himself though, as he lay down on the 
cool floor and put his hands behind his head, looking up through the darkness at the 
ceiling above: he’d lived a full life, experienced everything he’d wanted to – and much of 



which he hadn’t… – and if in only a few days time he was to die by his nephew’s hand… 
then at least he could die proud.

~~~

Zerrex awoke feeling anxious the next morning, emerald eyes staring at the ceiling of 
his room… and strangely lonely, as well. But then, as he sat up in bed and tossed his covers 
aside, he couldn’t help but give a bit of a faint smile. He’d gotten too used to living with 
two special females, that was all… and he had to admit that he missed both Cherry and 
Cindy terribly.

Cherry will be back tomorrow… and I’ll get Cindy back in two days time, the reptile 
thought firmly to himself, then he slid out of bed and stretched, idly rubbing at his pants-
clad legs before heading out to the living room. Tinny was stretched out on the couch under 
a light blanket, snoring with his ridiculous sleep-hat covering his eyes, and Zerrex repressed 
a bit of a smile before continuing through to the kitchen, flicking on the light and idly 
checking the time on a clock before starting on making coffee. He knew that Tinman would 
likely wake up soon… the badger never slept much past eight, and it was already quarter to. 
Zerrex had overslept himself… he’d meant to wake up early and sneak in some target 
practice outside.

The sleep, however, had done him good. His body ached a fair amount, and he was 
definitely sore… but as he rubbed his hands over his naked chest, feeling the deep grooves 
where the wires had bitten through his scales, he smiled a bit. Much of the damage had 
already healed… and, as he gingerly touched his cut cheek, he winced a bit but otherwise 
found himself feeling fairly pleased. It was still a fair wound… and likely he’d get it 
bleeding again over the course of the day… but he thought it would take more than just his 
usual dour expressions to irritate it, which made him feel pleased. Sure, he healed 
unnaturally fast, but regeneration was a bit different than his endurance… sometimes it 
happened faster than usual, and sometimes his body took its sweet, miserly time. 
Apparently, the physical had decided to cooperate with his soul and mind’s request to heal 
fast so he could be in tip-top shape for the battle with Requiem, though, so he thought that 
was good news.

 Ten minutes later found him glancing over his shoulder from watching the coffeepot, as 
Tinman wandered in and rubbed at his eyes blearily, yawning. The badger blinked at the 
sight of Zerrex, then he reached up and squeezed an ear lightly, wincing at the wounds that 
crisscrossed the reptile’s body: although he was healing, the act of regeneration itself was 
causing the damage he’d sustained to stand out all the more. “I’m um. Really sorry if those 
still hurt, Boss…”

“Nah, you did good, Tinny…” Zerrex replied with a soft laugh, then he tilted his head 
and asked: “And what about you? Got enough energy back to use your powers or still need 
to rest a while?”

The badger looked down thoughtfully, then he tossed a glance at the counter. 
Immediately, the silverware that he’d decided to leave to soak overnight after supper slowly 
rose up, revolving on the spot before dropping gently back into the murky waters, and he 



turned back to the reptile with a smile. “Not totally back, but I have enough juice to at 
least do some molding or throw around some pretty heavy objects. I should probably use 
my abilities every now and then, too… sorta like walking it off, keeping my mental muscles 
stretched and supple.”

“I get that, sure.” Zerrex laughed quietly and nodded, then he paused, reaching up to 
rub his head a bit as the coffeemaker gurgled in the silence that followed. Then he stepped 
backwards, into the corner as Tinman approached with a yawn and used his abilities to 
open the cupboards, reaching up and taking down two mugs. As he began to pour coffee 
for them both – Zerrex leaning awkwardly nearby – the reptile finally said hesitantly: “You 
know… I really don’t want to overload you or myself, after thinking about last night’s 
training and the fact I’m still kinda beat up. And that article in the paper’s also been in my 
mind… so… I was thinking that we could take a trip into town, if you wanted, and go to 
your shop. You could do what you wanted there, get the rest of your energy back and work 
on some molding and restocking your combat belt, and I can do some light mental training 
and intimidate people.”

The lizard coughed, feeling lame… but Tinny beamed up at him warmly and nodded 
firmly, looking enthralled by the idea as he grabbed the salt shaker and poured a good 
helping of said condiment into his coffee; Zerrex stared at this, as the badger said happily: 
“That would be wonderful, Boss! I haven’t even gotten to show you my new designs yet, and 
I could keep the shop open all morning… I bet the kids are wondering where I am… it’ll 
be good for us both, really.”

“Tinny-” Zerrex started, raising a hand, but the badger had already raised the mug to 
his smiling face and took a deep sip:  a moment later, he gagged violently and leaned 
forwards, eyes bulging and spitting hot, salty coffee onto the Drakkaren, who let out a loud 
curse and swept rapidly at his chest, face contorting in surprised pain. “Goddammit!”

Tinman was still coughing, tongue hanging out of his muzzle and leaning heavily 
against the counter, coffee spilled down the front of his naked, scrawny chest and all over 
the floor. Then he staggered to the sink, tracking the muddy liquid across the kitchen as he 
leaned over and spat several times into the murky water, as Zerrex staggered to the stove and 
snatched a towel up to wipe the burning liquid off his body, muttering under his breath 
and then tossing a glare over his shoulder at the badger. “Dude!”

“Dude yourself.” Tinny rasped, leaning heavily on the counter and coughing a few times 
before he returned the glare with his own sour look. “If you’d warned me, then there 
wouldn’t be coffee all over you.”

“Coffee and salt.” Zerrex corrected, crossing his arms and looking irritably at the 
badger, but he already felt his aggravation disappearing. “I have open wounds on my body. 
Do you have any idea how much that hurts?” 

“No.” Tinman replied truthfully, then he spat into the water again before straightening 
and mumbling, rubbing at his stomach lightly and adding daringly: “But since you made the 
coffee, it was probably that just as much as the salt that makes me want to puke.”



Zerrex blinked at this added insult, then he opened his mouth before closing it as Tinny 
smiled somewhat uneasily. Finally, the Drakkaren snorted and rolled his eyes, waving a hand 
and muttering: “Just clean up the damn coffee…” before he left… but he couldn’t help a 
grin nonetheless at the fact that the badger was obviously getting more comfortable around 
him, and Tinny smiled at the reptile’s back, letting out a sigh of relief at the fact he hadn’t 
been turned into a splatter on the floor next to the coffee.

After an hour or so – which included Tinny remaking the coffee and Zerrex grudgingly 
admitting it was better than his – the two climbed into Tinman’s car, Zerrex shifting 
uncomfortably back and forth, clad in a long-sleeve dress shirt that made him feel itchy. 
The badger had pointed out that it wouldn’t exactly be good if he was seen with a bunch of 
holes in him after the recent babble in the paper about the uprising… and then he had 
insisted on fixing the reptile’s collar for him, Zerrex wincing and feeling like a child as he 
sighed and allowed the smaller male to button up the top few buttons of his shirt and 
properly straighten out the high collar. Next he’ll be giving me a tie, and telling me that I’m 
to be home before midnight from the prom and not to do anything that I’ll regret later 
with Cherry, he thought morbidly, crossing his arms and sitting back in the passenger seat 
and doing his best to ignore the badger.

Then Tinman had turned his attention to driving, clicking on the radio and humming 
along with some easy listening music that made Zerrex shudder a bit, looking out the 
passenger window and feeling horribly cramped as the badger drove idly into town, crossing 
the bridge and then smiling as they approached the inviting, open metal gates that he never 
bothered to close and turning down the small drive to his home.

The house was actually fairly small and comfy: a one-floor flat. Next to it, however, was 
a fairly large workshop that Tinman owned and sold his fancy little novelty items from. The 
lawn was wide and formed a sort of park, dotted here and there with old-fashioned metal 
lamps, profiles of animals made out of metal piping and plate, and a few wooden picnic 
benches, the entire area guarded by tall, heavy iron fencing laced with metal ivy and tipped 
with gothic spikes. Once this whole area had been an enormous mansion… but Tinny had 
seen the possibility for something else in here and had torn the entire thing down, replacing 
it with his shack-sized, four-room home and the warehouse-shaped, tall workshop that was 
composed of all of two rooms itself: a massive, high-ceilinged showroom where Tinman 
kept his more prized creations and the various trinkets and metal decorations he made and 
sold, and the actual workshop where he did the work.

When he pulled up to the house, Zerrex was surprised to hear yells and shouts, at first 
tensing up… but then Tinny laughed and smiled warmly at the reptile before climbing out 
of the car, throwing his arms wide as the huge reptile carefully got out on the other side, 
staying a bit stooped as he watched what looked almost like a flood of children running 
towards the badger. The nearest was a little girl in a pink dress, and Tinman reached down 
and swept her up, spinning in a circle and making her squeal in delight as he laughed. 
“Mister Tinny!”



The badger smiled warmly, easily shifting her to cradle in one arm: Zerrex reflected that 
all those years ago, when they had first been introduced to each other, Tinman probably 
wouldn’t have even been able to pick the girl up. But now there he was, holding her as easily 
as a feather as he looked around at the others and said happily: “Well, what are you all 
doing here, guys? It’s such a pleasant surprise to see you all though… and so early in the 
morning!”

“We’ve been waiting for you, Mr. Tinny.” piped up one of the other kids, and they all 
nodded fervently, before a few of them stared past the badger and the car as Zerrex 
straightened. The reptile felt a blush rising in his cheeks as he looked back at the kids, and 
Tinny glanced over his shoulder before laughing a bit and turning his attention back to the 
others, waving a hand as the girl in his arms looked at him with wide eyes and popped her 
thumb in her mouth.

“Oh, hey guys, don’t be rude, now.” he chided in a friendly tone, then he beckoned 
rapidly for Zerrex to walk around the car, and the reptile winced a bit before hesitantly 
moving around the car and standing with his hands in his pockets, looking down at the 
kids: to them, he was a titan, and to him, they looked like thin, awestruck dwarves. He 
coughed a bit, reaching up to brush his hair back as Tinman said warmly: “This is Mr. 
Zerrex. He seems like a big scary guy, but in reality he’s a very nice person.”

The Drakkaren blinked a bit at this, but then he merely shrugged and decided it would 
probably be best to go along with this for now. “Uh… yeah.” He paused, then blinked as 
Tinman laughed and nodded, reaching up to give him a firm slap on the arm. The reptile 
rubbed this automatically, glancing back and forth before watching as Tinny gently set 
down the young panther girl and smiled at her, reaching a hand down to lightly ruffle her 
headfur.

Then he opened his arms wide and made a gesture towards the large warehouse with 
one hand, quickly changing the subject cheerfully: “So who wants to go and watch the 
magic in the workshop, huh?”

At this, there was a collective yell of affirmation from the children, and they danced 
around the badger as he laughed and smiled, then pocked his keys and glanced over his 
shoulder at the Drakkaren, softening a bit and calling: “Come on, Zerrex. It’ll be fun. 
Besides, you did promise to come in and see my shop!”

The reptile was fairly sure he hadn’t promised this, as he looked around at the open, 
grassy field he knew he could use for some fair shadowboxing and muscle-memory 
training… but then all the kids were looking at him too, a few of them even calling out 
their agreement at Tinny. At the sight of all those wide and pleading eyes, the Drakkaren 
felt his resolve crumbling and he sighed before nodding, rubbing a hand slowly through his 
hair as he mumbled: “Well… I guess it couldn’t hurt…”

“Then it’s settled!” Tinny positively beamed, then he turned and rose a hand, pointing 
to the building and calling out: “On to the shop, then!” 

Then he began to walk quickly forwards as the children yelled and swarmed around 
him, and Zerrex winced slightly at this before following, keeping his hands in his pockets 



and feeling a bit put-off, but also admittedly somewhat amused and strangely touched by 
the way that the kids seemed to almost worship the badger… and of course, how Tinman 
treated the children, laughing along with them and looking happy and almost exhilarated. 
But it didn’t really surprise him, on the other hand, that the friendly, smiling badger would 
be good with children…

The reptile walked slowly through the tall grass, his long stride letting him keep just 
behind the group that was currently flocking towards the front of the store, moving along a 
path of hand-laid stones now until the badger stopped in front of the plain wooden door. 
He smiled around at the kids as Zerrex halted behind the group, watching curiously, then 
Tinman rose a finger and made a quick flicking motion to the side.

There was a faint, muffled grinding, and the reptile had to smile a bit as he looked at 
the plain door, watching Tinny push it easily open as the kids babbled and all but danced 
around him. Then he laughed and bowed a bit, waving a hand outwards and motioning 
easily for the others to head inside. “Go on in, guys. Take a look around the store and I’ll 
be in, in just a moment.”

The kids all cheered, making the Drakkaren smile a bit as the badger glanced up at him 
and questioned him with his eyes. Zerrex nodded slightly in return, then he stood back and 
waited for the kids to flock past and through the open door. The lizard crossed his arms 
and tilted his head curiously as Tinny reached up and rubbed the back of his head slowly, 
then he finally laughed a bit and smiled up at the reptile, blushing slightly. “I’ve got one 
project going on that I’ve been working on hard for a while… it’s not done yet but… 
well… it’s in the corner of  the room. And I’m sorry about the kids, too, but-”

“Don’t be.” Zerrex interrupted gently, glancing through the open doorway for a moment 
and into the store beyond, laughing quietly as he reached up and rubbed the back of his 
head. “I like kids… I just… you know. A lot of  children don’t find me so pleasant.”

“Oh, they don’t mind you at all.” the badger said, looking up at the reptile with surprise 
and making the tall Drakkaren blink a bit. “Sure, a few of them have been told horror 
stories about you, and some of the others probably got a warning or two from their 
parents… but… the way they stare at you is the way kids stare at everyone new.” He 
paused, then smiled a bit and reached up to squeeze one of his ears quietly. “They’ll take to 
you well enough. Especially if you, you know, try to actually act a bit more social around 
them.”

“You and Cherry and Cindy can all kiss my ass.” Zerrex rolled his eyes and brushed past 
the smaller male, going into his shop as Tinman laughed and shook his head, then followed 
him inside with a slight smile. It was true; even Cherry tended to nag Zerrex on his lack of 
social skills every now and then… usually after she’d had a bottle or two of whisky and 
wanted to go out to a bar, though, or find some strangers from the sex club downtown to 
have some fun with.

Then the lizard was glancing around the showroom that comprised the front area of 
the shop, and he couldn’t help but feel admiration for the badger that drowned out his 
slight irritation, gently testing the hardwood floor beneath his combat boots and crossing 



his arms as he glanced around the store, laughing a bit and forgetting that he wanted to yell 
at the badger as he said softly: “Holy crap, Tinny. You’ve done wonders here.”

The showroom was large, but not massive: instead, it was a comfortable, seventy-foot or 
so long rectangle, and probably just over a third as wide. The ceiling above was high, and 
ornamented lamps dangled from chains, each hanging light a different, detailed statuette of 
a feral animal. The closest above was an oriental dragon: Zerrex smiled slightly at the fierce 
design the badger had done, the way the long body and tail curled around and up the chain 
to where it hooked into the ceiling, and how he’d installed the light into the gaping, open 
jaws of the great beast. Even the teeth of the dragon had been detailed, from what Zerrex 
could see… and again, he found himself admiring how far the badger had come over the 
years with his talents.

The Drakkaren brought his gaze from the wonderful lamps above – set in rows of two, 
and the reptile noted with irony that Tinny had paired a wolf statue-lamp with the dragon, 
but likely not on conscious purpose – and back down to the floor of the showroom, gazing 
around with a soft laugh. Most of the metal models and statues stood on free display, some 
with plain – in many cases messy – handmade price tags dangling from them by pieces of 
string. And every so often was a hook on a wall that held up a metal sign or frame that the 
badger had made, or a shelf that was full of small but ornate wonders… and Zerrex 
thought it was truly magnificent, how much that Tinman had done.

He walked deeper into the showroom, towards the counter down at the other end of 
the showroom, then paused in what was more of a shop area, smiling slightly as he stepped 
onto a purple, soft carpet and glanced at a pair of free-standing shelves. These were filled 
with a variety of Tinny’s favorite small crafts: birds, insects and tiny metal dragons. There 
was a menu hanging from a hook on the shelf, and the reptile picked this up, glancing over 
it before looking at the badger with faint amusement as he walked forwards, looking 
embarrassed but also happy as the children swarmed around him. “Sure these prices are 
good, Tinman?”

“Oh, are they too expensive?” The badger blinked, tilting his head curiously. “I try to 
keep them fair for the kids…”

The reptile looked at Tinman with entertainment, dropping the list of prices and then 
picking up one of the metal dragons: it was crafted out of steel, with every individual scale 
perfectly molded and even the small teeth and eyes detailed and designed perfectly, the four 
legs of the classical beast-dragon opposable and even the membrane of the wings made 
with steel wire and light metal plating that was able to fold up so that the wings could furl 
and unfurl neatly.

He glanced over this, then held it at eye level with the badger and tilted his head, saying 
mildly: “Ten bucks for this? Tinman, that’s less than a tenth of the price for the work alone 
you put into this.”

“Yeah, but I love my work…” the badger held up a hand, smiling, and the dragon 
stirred in the reptile’s hand before straightening and standing up, long neck curling back 
and forth before it spread its wings and flapped them once… twice… then jumped up and 



flew into the air, to the delighted cries of the children. It flew around the group of kids in 
a slow circle as Tinman made a gentle rotating motion, then finally hovered in front of one 
of the children, making him stare before holding his hands up… and it lightly settled into 
his outstretched palms, turning to look at Tinny with shining eyes.

Zerrex smiled at this, features softening, then he nodded and glanced at the other 
shelves set up along the wall of this section of the store, these set with more mundane but 
still decorative items like candleholders and paperweights and letter openers…  and from 
the price list, they too were all far cheaper than the badger could have easily asked for. After 
all, the handmade items were all amazingly detailed and intricate, most of the time made 
from only a single sheet of thin, malleable metal that was further enhanced by the badger’s 
own odd power.

Then Tinman glanced around at the children, his smile stretching wider as he asked: 
“So, who wants to come back into the workshop and see what I can make today, huh? I 
think there’s still a few people who have yet to get their own special little toy, after all… 
and I just might have the time this morning to make a little something up for everyone who 
hasn’t gotten one yet.”

This was greeted by cheerful yells from the kids, and then they all flocked through the 
metal door behind the island counter as it swung open. Tinman followed in their wake, and 
Zerrex paused to take one last look around the grand showroom hall before stepping into 
the quaint, odd workshop.

This room was much smaller and cozier… the Drakkaren’s head almost brushed the 
ceiling above, and it didn’t look much bigger than his living room back home. It was neat 
and tidy, with a single worktable made of pine sitting in the center of the room that had a 
metal valve on one side of the table that would allow the tabletop to rise higher from its 
usual position locked into the body of the furnishing, if so desired. The table itself was 
actually hollow, with the top board solid pine and a metal box inside that contained all 
variety of screws, nails, bolts, and all other manner of paraphernalia. Things that the 
badger rarely used, but liked to have available; generally all he needed was sitting in a series 
of  wide shelves that stretched up to the ceiling and filled an entire wall.

Inside these shelving units were sheets of metal: most of them thin, lightweight and 
flexible steel that had been specially treated to enhance their malleability, but along the top 
the badger also kept heavy carbon steel plates and even a few sealed vials of mercury. These 
were the real tools of his trade, after all… the few tools hanging off nails that had been 
pounded into one of the wooden walls were more for show or the rare time Tinny came 
across a metal too hard for even him to bend and shape to his will.

The children had already flocked around the table, though, all of them staring and 
giggling… and Zerrex wandered forwards before pausing as he saw that the small girl who 
Tinman had swept up earlier was stuck near the back, and she was trying vainly to stand on 
her tiptoes to stare over the other, taller children. Without even thinking, the Drakkaren 
reached down and gently scooped her up, cradling her in the nook of his arm and offering a 
hesitant smile as she stared up at him with wide eyes. 



A moment later, she smiled back… and then turned her attention to Tinny, as the 
badger gave Zerrex a warm look before taking his position at the table, looking back and 
forth at the kids clustered around himself as he rose a hand and caused one of the smaller 
sheets of metal to float up from a lower row of shelves and over to the table, settling on it 
as Tinman rubbed at his chin with one hand and grabbed his elbow with the other, taking 
on an exaggerated thinking pose as he asked in a thoughtful voice: “Now… who hasn’t 
gotten something made for them yet?”

Immediately, three of the kids rose their hands, including the girl that Zerrex was 
holding, and the badger laughed softly and nodded, reaching his arms out and making a 
smooth brushing motion with his hands, causing the metal laying on the tabletop to 
shudder: the children made sounds of wonder and delight at this, and Zerrex smiled 
slightly himself. Unlike the kids, though, he recognized the gesture as Tinny looked at the 
metal sheet with eyes full of concentration: the badger was getting ready to mold, and that 
meant he had to weaken the metal temporarily to make it easier to twist and bend into 
shape. Weakened metal also meant he’d be able to etch designs into the metal if he wanted, 
by forcing it to split and heat up in certain areas… it wasn’t something Zerrex could say he 
really understood, but he’d read all the psych evaluations on the badger when he was in the 
Goth Legion and had also talked to him about his abilities many times himself.

Then the badger relaxed a bit and beamed happily around at the children once more, 
asking in a gentle voice: “Now… who’s first, huh? How about you, Miranda? What would 
you like?”

The panther girl shifted back and forth in Zerrex’s arm, blushing and smiling across at 
Tinny as the other kids turned to look at her with both curiosity at her answer and awe at 
the fact she was currently being held up by the giant reptile they had all just met. Then, a 
few moments later, she finally answered in a light, shy voice: “A unicorn.”

“Okay. A unicorn sounds great.” Tinman responded with a smile in return, then he 
turned his attention back to the sheet of metal in front of him. He waved his hands over it 
slowly in an exaggerated gesture that made Zerrex feel quiet entertainment and strangely 
touched: it was a movement that the badger didn’t really need to do, but it made the kids 
look on in wonder, and the reptile figured there would be quite a show from the usually-
quiet male just so the kids could have some extra entertainment.

The Drakkaren too found himself soon enraptured by Tinman’s movements and the 
responses of the metal, however: he had never before had the time or been invited to watch 
Tinman work, and now actually seeing it was somewhat marvelous. The badger would make 
a slow, gentle curving motion with his hand, and the metal would bend  and curve in the 
same way… or he’d extend a finger and make a gentle pattern against the metal, and when 
he drew his hand back, there would be a smooth, shallow etch left. And although he worked 
using his power and no other tools… there was definitely more skill and practice to the 
work and art of  the badger then there was natural talent.

A look of concentration came over the Tinman’s features as he slowly brought his hands 
together, fingers curled towards each other… and the sheet of metal shuddered as it slowly 



curved and rose up, a strange bulge forming in it and rising upwards. Then Tinny made a 
quick flicking motion as he rose one hand upwards, and a large chunk of metal that the 
small male had etched earlier suddenly tore free from the sheet and popped upwards. 

The children gasped at this, then Tinman reached out and closed his fist gently over the 
leaf-shaped piece of metal that had ripped free, and Zerrex saw it shifting as well under his 
hand before it was covered by it, like the petals of a flower blossom closing at night. Faint 
light shone out from the badger’s hand for a brief moment, and then Tinny removed his 
hands with a smile, and the children all let out whispers of amazement at the perfectly-
shaped horse’s head.

It continued on like this, the badger molding out the body next with his powers, but 
leaving that attached into the warped sheet of steel as he did the tail next… it went much 
the same as the head, except after Tinny drew his hand back from the formed and etched 
tail, he closed it into a tight fist, concentrating. Then he suddenly snapped his fingers open, 
palm facing towards the tail, and the tail itself responded with the same gesture, the metal 
separating into what looked like hundreds of steel strings and making the children gasp. 
Then Tinny slowly closed his hand as he revolved his wrist, and the metal strings twisted 
together and reformed a lanky horse’s tail… except now looking far more realistic.

The legs seemed the simplest… Tinny forced the statue to rise up a bit higher, then he 
patted a hand against the table, and the metal beneath the body collapsed, except for four 
stiff, straight bent pieces of steel where the limbs should be. Tinman worked quickly at this 
point, patting the middle of the leg to make a joint and cause the knees to pop out, and 
then forcing the metal lines to become cylindrical and seal tight together. Then he finally 
made a quick rising motion again, and the horse tore free from the metal plating to the 
cheers of  the kids and a smile from Zerrex.

“Almost done.” He said softly, then he reached out and places his fingertips gently 
against the metal sheeting: when he pulled them away, he left five neat holes behind, circles 
of metal remaining stuck to his thumbs by the badger’s own strange magic. Then he looked 
at each of these in turn, deep concentration in his eyes as four of them turned into 
miniature hooves… and then the final piece on his thumb rolled into a cone that then 
twisted violently as a small line of heat spun through it, leaving a tiny, segmented horn 
behind.

Tinny attached the hooves first, easily picking up the horse from where it was standing 
on the ground and simply pushing hoof to leg: every time, there was a small burst of sound 
and a spark as the hoof was firmly welded to the leg, and then finally he was left with only 
the horn. Tinman smiled across at Miranda, who was sucking on her thumb again but had 
her other arm wrapped tight around the reptile’s own muscular limb, and then he gently 
pushed the horn against the horse’s forehead and there was a final faint spark.

He placed the unicorn on the table… then smiled as he made it shake its head, the 
mane of blunted but loose steel shaking back and forth like hair before the small metal 
beast trotted across the wooden surface… and Zerrex extended a hand, keeping his palm 
face up and allowing the miniature metal beast to step up onto it. He lifted the unicorn to 



Miranda, who had her tiny hands outstretched and her eyes shining… and then the small 
metal equine leapt from the reptile’s palm and into her arms, looking up at her before 
slowly returning to a statue once more, and the little girl smiled happily across at Tinny as 
she cried: “Thank you, Mr. Tinman! Oh, thank you!”

“It’s my pleasure, Miranda…” Tinny said softly, and he smiled in return, looking 
happily around the room before clapping his hands together firmly and saying – to the 
reptile’s surprise – “Who’s next?”

Zerrex watched Tinman work, enjoyed the fervor, tirelessly energy he seemed to give 
off… and gently cradled the small child against his body as she clutched her unicorn 
against her chest and rested against the powerful male. The Drakkaren found himself 
feeling both amazed and proud of what the badger had done with his life, of how the 
children flocked happily around him… reflecting how back in the Goth Legion, he’d often 
done nothing but reprimand and beat on the poor, scrawny male. Military life was 
definitely not cut out for him… but this new life he’d found, this certainly was. And the 
reptile was happy for him… and almost a bit jealous of how well that Tinman was doing 
with his new life. But reflecting on his past, and the things he could have changed… he 
realized he’d made his own life one long struggle and likely doomed himself to a cruel 
death. It didn’t bother him though, as he gazed quietly at the badger… he knew there had 
to be a balance in life. And perhaps if he enjoyed his life as best he could and suffered 
through the hardships he knew lay ahead… all the Tinmen in the world wouldn’t have to go 
through any more pain than they had in their pasts, and could be content to live out their 
lives in the near-mythical “happily-ever-after.”

He shook his head quickly as he watched Tinny give a metal bat he’d made to another 
child, then floated another piece of steel over to himself and started up working again, 
smiling slightly and thinking idly: I’m getting too philosophical now… I’m going to have to 
drag him out of here and get him to throw heavy stuff at me or something soon. Or maybe 
I just need to get back into the meditation stuff Requiem taught me… start learning to 
keep my mind in check more.

For now, however, he planned to do nothing but watch Tinny work… and within half 
an hour, the badger had turned out a fair-sized tyrannosaurus model and passed it over to 
the last child in line. Then the badger had looked up with a smile at Zerrex and asked in a 
cheerful voice: “And hey, I don’t think I’ve made you anything yet… what would you like, 
Mr. Zerrex?”

“It’s just Zerrex…” the Drakkaren said lamely, blinking in surprise and rubbing the 
back of his head with his free hand as the other kids all turned their eyes on him, gazing up 
at him curiously. He coughed a bit, then looked back and forth before returning his gaze to 
Tinman and mumbling: “Really, you don’t need to make me anything…”

“Of course I do! Right, guys?” Tinman leaned down, putting his arms around the two 
kids closest as he looked back and forth with a smile, and the other children nodded 
fervently and happily around him. Then the badger looked back up with a slight smile and 
tossed the reptile a wink. “But see, Zerrex here is a bit of an old coot sometimes. He 



doesn’t like people doing stuff for him or helping him out… but he loves to help other 
people out. After all, he helped us all, made sure we could attend the same schools and 
wouldn’t be bullied by the mean people from Apple Villa… he’s the Boss, and the one who 
drove away the bad guys.”

“You can kiss my… butt.” Zerrex retorted, but it was lost in the sounds of admiration 
and wonder that the kids were making, as they all looked at the badger… then, with 
unconscious synchronization, all turned to Zerrex. The reptile blinked and stared… then a 
moment later found himself surrounded by the children as Tinny grinned, watching as the 
indomitable, tall Drakkaren staggered backwards and looked around at the kids – most of 
them barely coming up to his waist – with something like horror.

They were all asking questions, babbling, yelling, and the Drakkaren winced as he 
brought a hand up into his hair before finally clearing his throat loudly, not knowing what 
to do but at the same time not really wanting to simply kick the kids across the room. 
Finally, they silenced, and he looked around before tossing Tinman a murderous look and 
explaining in as calm and gentle a voice as he could manage. “Yes, I’m the Boss… and uh. 
It’s glad to meet all of  you, but-”

“He’s also a great martial arts master, and totally fearless.” Tinman remarked airily, and 
Zerrex grit his teeth and found himself contemplating if he could pick up the wooden table 
and drop it on the badger without causing any of the kids to run crying to their parents… 
which would, of course, result in a hell of a backlash. Then the Drakkaren blinked again, 
looking shocked as Tinny added cheerfully: “Hey, kids! Why don’t you ask Zerrex if he can 
take you outside and play with you, maybe teach you some of his martial arts skills, while I 
put everything away and then go get lunch for everyone?”

This was greeted by a loud, happy exclamation before Zerrex felt children tugging at his 
pants legs and looking up at him with wide eyes, a few of the braver ones yelling things like 
“Teach me, teach me!” and “Please, I wanna learn real bad!” in varying voices, as Tinny 
purposefully avoided the Drakkaren’s stare and turned his back to fiddle with something on 
the wall. The reptile glared at him and silently promised to get even later, then he finally 
sighed, feeling himself relenting under the happy yells of the kids. “Alright… fine. I’ll… 
I’ll play with you kids for a little while then, I guess. Let’s go outside…”

They immediately all cheered and dashed for the heavy steel door that would lead 
outside, which Tinny idly glanced at and caused to swing open with his powers before any 
of them could ram into the door. Zerrex glared at the badger as he followed in the wake of 
the children, opening his muzzle to utter some deadly promise, and then he felt a stirring 
against his chest and he glanced down, looking at the panther girl who he hadn’t even 
realized was still cradled against him in one arm.

She flushed deeply, then looked down and squeezed her unicorn tight to her body as 
Tinny stepped closer, soft concern on his features. Then she fumbled with her words for a 
bit before looking up into Zerrex’s emerald eyes and saying in an embarrassed voice: “I… I 
don’t think I’m big or strong enough, mister…”



Tinny opened his muzzle and began to reach up, but the reptile reached out and easily 
grabbed his head, making him give a squeak and change to grab Zerrex’s wrist as the 
Drakkaren said in as soft a voice as he could manage: “Well, size and strength doesn’t have 
anything to do with it… you just have to have faith in yourself.” A pause, then he let the 
badger go and asked in a firm voice: “Right, Tinny?”

“Uh… right.” Tinman replied meekly, coughing and then opening his muzzle to 
probably say something unhelpful like how he’d gladly take her or she could play inside… 
but Zerrex silenced him with a meaningful glare before turning a smile down to the child in 
his arms and reaching a hand up to tickle lightly under her muzzle.

She smiled a bit in return, then blushed as he headed for the door, saying easily: “Come 
on. We’ll make a great little warrior out of you, yet. Besides, you can stretch and do the first 
part at least… then, depending on what you want, you can watch the others or join in on 
what we’ll do next.”

“Okay, Mr. Zerrex.” She said comfortably, and the reptile looked up and smiled a bit as 
he felt her snuggling against him, clutching her unicorn type. It was an alien feeling for him, 
a child of so young – or really, anyone but Cindy, for that matter – actually cuddling up to 
his body… at least, without any sexual connotations to it, or without any fear or prejudices. 
The reptile enjoyed it… and he felt strange as he approached the knot of children in the 
field outside, gently putting Miranda down and nodding for her to put down the unicorn 
with the other toys nearby before heading to the group of kids and clapping his hands 
together firmly.

The children all immediately looked up, and then Zerrex said in the clear voice of 
command: “First, I want everyone to sit in a circle, and space yourselves out evenly.”

They all did so, including Miranda, the reptile was pleased to see… but they were also 
staring at him a bit, and Zerrex coughed before realizing he had likely sounded a bit harsh 
or reprimanding with his military voice. So he softened the edge of command he usually 
kept in his tone as they shifted uneasily, saying in a voice that he strived to make calmer and 
gentler, but still keep firm: “Alright. Now everyone, first we’re going to go over the basics… 
the things that I too was taught… first.”

The kids responded much better to him now… and he smiled a bit as he rubbed a hand 
through his hair. Technically, he was lying… the first thing he’d been taught was how to 
stand back up after you got your ass handed to you, in Narrius’s teachings. But once he’d 
been learning under Requiem, they’d spent many sessions going over relaxation, meditation, 
and taming the spirit to forge the physical body… until Narrius had caught them, of 
course, and proceeded to kick both of  their asses.

But right now, even thoughts of his past and father didn’t bother him, at the sight of all 
those kids looking at him so wonderingly and expectantly… and Zerrex dropped down to a 
sitting position while continuing to speak to the class, glancing back and forth and still 
projecting his voice even behind himself. He had to admit, he’d found a deep love for 
teaching when he’d started showing Cindy what to do… although he’d also trained her a lot 
harder than he planned to do with these kids. Furthermore, Cindy had already known 



discipline, self-control and all those other wonderful assets… but these kids likely wouldn’t 
be so well-developed mentally, and especially not spiritually. “First lesson is this… fighting 
is often pointless, but sometimes it is necessary.”

This bald statement seemed to surprise many of the kids, who apparently expected to 
hear something far different from the legendary Boss of Comfort Town… someone who 
their parents likely used as boogeyman of sorts. “But for the most part, we can pick and 
choose our battles, and we should make sure to avoid conflict whenever possible. Running, 
negotiating… working something out by talking it over, I mean… and sometimes even 
giving up can be a much better alternative. And it is not always… I mean, it’s not 
cowardly.” They’re kids. Remember Zerrex, they’re kids. Teach them that it’s okay to run 
before you get into the specifics of when and where. “Sure, we should all fight to protect 
the things important to us and what we believe in… but we also have to learn that we don’t 
always have to stand up and fight against someone just because they say mean words or do 
bad things, even though those words and things they do can hurt.

“Uh… so first, I want us to do something called meditation. To clear our minds, push 
out our anxieties… er… worries and stuff… and basically make ourselves feel as calm as 
we can.” Zerrex nodded firmly as he looked around at the kids, then he smiled. “The best 
way to do this is to start with a deep breath and close our eyes… and focus on one image 
in your mind and let everything else just… float away. Just like this.”

The reptile demonstrated, straightening his back, putting his hands out to rest on his 
knees, and taking a deep breath as he let his eyes slip closed and his body relax… then he 
opened them and looked around at the kids, saying softly: “Now you try. Just relax… and 
when you hear me clap, then you can all open your eyes. Alright, on the count of three… 
one… two… three.”

Zerrex looked around and saw that everyone had collectively closed their eyes, 
mimicking what he had done, and the Drakkaren silently stood up and walked carefully to 
the edge of the circle, slipping quietly between two of the children. He patrolled slowly 
around the circle of kids, examining the tenseness of their bodies and their faces with his 
sharp eyes, sizing up their shapes, body types and the way they held themselves, the way 
they were moving… and finally, after about five minutes, he saw that even the twitchiest of 
the children had relaxed. He rose his hands,  then clapped them firmly, making the two 
students he was standing behind jump as everyone turned to look at him with surprise.

The reptile smiled slightly at their looks of shock and amazement, then he crossed his 
arms and said softly: “First off, I want everyone to pair up. Stand by your partner, a bit 
away from everyone else, and face me to let me know that you’ve chosen your sparring 
partner for this session before we start.”

Immediately, the kids flocked to each other… and Zerrex smiled as he saw there was an 
even number. He frowned a bit though at the fact that one of the bigger kids was standing 
beside an unhappy-looking Miranda with a grin and a mean look in his eyes, and the reptile 
sized up the situation immediately. Some things never changed, after all… just like in 
military training. The big, mean asshole who no one else wanted to pair with always got 



stuck with the weakest, littlest of the bunch… just so he could show off what a ‘tough 
male’ he was. 

Zerrex, however, thought that there would be a surprise coming up, though… and then 
he glanced around again before pointing at this group and saying airily: “Well, for 
demonstration purposes, first I’ll have you two come forwards. I’m going to describe what I 
want you to do… and then you all can try this same basic technique.”

The reptile smiled encouragingly as Miranda came forwards apprehensively, and the 
taller, bulkier cat did the same, strutting and looking around with what could only be called 
a smirk: probably the expression that the Drakkaren hated to see most of all. It spoke only 
of arrogance and cruelty, of betrayal and cowardice hidden in a wrapping of stupid boasts 
and lies and false rage… but the reptile kept his smile. Soon enough, he thought he’d be 
able to get that expression wiped off  the kitten’s face permanently.

He motioned for them to part, directing the cat to the far left and Miranda to the far 
right… and he walked first over to the kitten before kneeling and saying gently in his ear: 
“You’re going to be the aggressor. I want you to grab her shoulders and try to push her 
down, alright?”

“Sure, no problem!” The feline grinned up at him, his tawny fur almost sparkling in the 
light and making the reptile feel faintly bemused at the odd sheen of gold and red. Then he 
turned and headed over to where Miranda was shuffling a foot in the grass, sniffling a bit 
and staring at the ground.

He kneeled down in front of her, then gently grasped her shoulders and gazed into her 
eyes. She looked back, and he smiled to her before leaning down to whisper into her ear: 
“You’re going to be the defender… he’s going to grab your shoulders and try to push you 
down. What I want you to do is let him push you down, but bring both your legs up… 
when you’re on your back and he’s over you, kick both your feet up into his stomach to 
knock him off. Then, while he’s down, jump on him and sit on him, and grab his wrists. 
Can you do that?”

“No!” Miranda looked shocked at the idea of this, her teeth chattering in fear. “Mikey 
is the biggest boy in the whole class… and he’s really mean sometimes! I’m not strong 
enough to-”

“Yes, you are.” Zerrex said firmly, meeting her eyes quietly as he drew back and 
squeezing her shoulders gently. “You know, I… I’ll tell you a secret. I’ve fought someone 
bigger than me too… and you know what? They beat me up, really badly, once… and took 
something precious away from me. But I didn’t give up… and I kept training myself and 
working as hard as I could to fight that person…” he stopped and looked down, then 
glanced back up at the feline’s attentive expression, as she trembled a bit. Then he smiled, 
and said softly: “You can do this, Miranda… you’re stronger than you think. Just do what I 
told you, okay? Let him push you down… and then kick him off and jump back on top of 
him. You can do this.”

“Okay…” the little panther girl swallowed and nodded, but then she managed a smile 
back to the tall Drakkaren as he stood and walked back towards the middle, motioning for 



them to come forwards. He stopped, putting his hands behind his back as Mikey grinned 
fiendishly and Miranda shuffled uncomfortably.

The reptile looked over the class, saying clearly: “First, we’re going to demonstrate a 
very basic technique… it’s- hey! Stop!”

Mikey had apparently lost interest in following directions, however… instead, he 
charged full out towards Miranda, grinning widely as Zerrex snarled and reached a hand 
down… but a glance towards the pantheress set off another set of instincts, and instead he 
halted, letting the feline continue his dumb charge towards Miranda, who was wincing but 
had set herself, her hands raised. 

Instead of grabbing her as Zerrex had ordered, Mikey instead threw himself in a long 
tackle, hitting Miranda high up on her body and knocking her flat as she let out a cry of 
pain; but at the same time as she rolled back, she brought her legs up and kicked out 
savagely with both of them. Mikey’s eyes bulged as his forwards momentum carried him 
overtop the smaller feline below him, and the added kick caused his pounce to turn into a 
half- flip, sending his body twisting awkwardly through the air before he landed flat on his 
back and bounced twice, as Miranda landed flat on her own back with a wince and a loud 
sniffle. 

She got up, wiping at her eyes and trembling violently… but then she stood awkwardly 
and stumbled forwards as the other kids whispered. She, however, wasn’t the one to start 
crying… instead, the older and larger feline burst into tears, bawling like a baby as he rolled 
over and clawed at the ground before jumping up to his feet and running away with his 
hands over his face. Miranda stared after him blankly, then Zerrex walked over and gently 
scooped her up, making her flush and smile uncertainly as he nodded to her quietly and 
whispered in her ear: “It’s okay. He’s not hurt… he’s just embarrassed. You did really, really 
good, Miranda.”

Then the reptile cleared his throat and looked up at the other assembled students, who 
were all talking and whispering amongst themselves. They all immediately looked up, 
staring at the lizard… and Zerrex said plainly: “Fighting… hurts people. And often the 
person who’s the most aggressive, and who doesn’t follow the rules, is the one who gets hurt 
most. Even if your opponent is bigger… stronger… and older than you are… you can still 
win if you keep your  cool and do as instructed, just as little Miranda did here today. I 
want all of you to follow her example… stay calm, and don’t give in to your fears. And let 
what happened to Mikey serve as a lesson to the rest of you; in the end, we all pay for 
trying to hurt other people unnecessarily.”

The kids nodded at these bits of wisdom, and Zerrex got the sense that they actually 
understood most of what he’d said with what had just happened. He smiled down at 
Miranda, who squirmed in the crook of his arm and blushed deeply, looking back with a 
happy smile of her own… and then the Drakkaren brought another group forwards and 
this time had them do the proper demonstration. He smiled at the fact that he didn’t even 
have to ask the young skunk who’d just thrown his friend down to help him up; he 
automatically extended a hand, and the puppy on the ground gladly took it and smiled 



happily as he was helped to his feet. Then they switched, and again there was the respect 
and politeness that was so missed in so many of the older classes, as Zerrex wandered 
through the impromptu class with Miranda happily clinging to his arm, watching them 
throw each other to the ground and then help each other up again and again. The 
Drakkaren then called out for them to switch partners, and they started again as the reptile 
looked around at them happily, before frowning as he heard a loud, angry yell.

Mikey was back… and this time he’d brought what looked like his brothers. One of 
them wore some high school jacket with a letter on it, and the other one just had a tank-top 
on, showing off his muscular arms. This feline also wore a pair of ripped jeans, biker boots, 
and one of those stupid wool caps that were getting so popular these days… but as the red-
furred feline drew closer, Zerrex recognized that the other brother was slightly taller, but 
otherwise his twin right down to the clothing… except that he had the jacket and also 
lacked the green toque.

“Hey, my young brother here says he just got beaten up by some of the kids here, and I 
want to know what’s going on.” said the feline in the jacket firmly, glaring around at the kids 
and making them all back off as Zerrex gently put Miranda down, then rose to his full 
height: this made both of the cats back off a bit, as Mikey sniffled and clung to the leg of 
one of them, hiding behind him. Then the twins looked at each other before looking back, 
and expressions of terror spread over both of their faces as the tall Drakkaren idly brushed 
a hand through his hair. “You… you’re…”

“The Boss.” Zerrex said mildly, then he crossed his arms and jerked his muzzle down at 
Miranda, looking past the brothers and down at Mikey with disgust as he attempted to 
hide behind the smaller of the twins. “And yes. Right. He got beaten up by some of the 
kids here. ‘Cause, you know, I can wipe out an entire army, but definitely can’t control a few 
friendly kiddies.” 

Both of the twins winced at the sarcasm the voice of the reptile dripped with, and they 
both shrunk under the dangerous glare he tossed before he said icily: “Why don’t you two 
ask your darling little brother to point out just who… ‘beat him up,’ in his eloquent 
words?”

“Hey… um… could you, Mikey? Please?” asked the one in the green toque, and the 
other brother shuffled his foot and did his best to avert the emerald eyes of the Drakkaren, 
but was apparently having trouble looking away from the legendary figure before him. The 
youngest feline, however, had neither the fearful respect nor the understanding of just who 
the Boss was that the two older brothers apparently did… and instead he simply sulked and 
pointed out at the class in general.

The twins tried vainly to follow his finger, and Zerrex rolled his eyes before reaching 
down and gently patting Miranda on the head, who blushed deeply and clung to his leg as 
he said mildly: “Here’s the culprit. I suppose you two want to beat her up, do you?”

Now the pair of felines was staring with disbelief as Miranda peered up at them, the 
young panther girl beet-red beneath her black fur as Zerrex felt her trying to squeeze even 
closer against his leg. Then she mumbled something that sounded like an apology, and the 



reptile smiled a bit before adding in a nonchalant voice: “If it matters at all, she’s sorry, you 
know… for kicking your brother off after he tried to running tackle her, which I’m 
guessing he likely learned from one of  you.”

The taller of the two blushed furiously, looking down and mumbling something lamely 
as he put his hands in the pockets of his school jacket. Then the other straightened, and 
both of them shuffled on the spot before they suddenly turned and walked away, Mikey 
squalling as the smaller of the two grabbed the ruff of his neck and half-dragged him 
along, the twin felines yelling at their younger brother angrily as they made a hasty retreat. 
Zerrex shook his head and rolled his eyes as he looked after them, then he turned back to 
the class and coughed, rubbing the back of his head as he looked at the staring eyes of the 
children and said mildly: “Well, um. Like I said. You should always do your best to avoid 
conflict and fighting…”

“I agree.” piped up a familiar voice, and Zerrex turned to look at Tinman with relief, 
watching the badger approach with a smile, holding a large tray that was piled high with 
sandwiches. Behind him, a blanket floated lazily along like a ghost, pulled by a steel clasp 
that the badger had at some point attached to it before it lay gently down on the grass in 
front of him, and Tinman put the tray down on it and said cheerfully: “Come on everyone. 
Peanut butter and jelly, just like you all like.” 

The kids immediately swarmed the blanket… then laughed and pointed as a metal 
cooler floated slowly through the air before setting gently down and popping open, filled 
with boxes of juice and two cans of Frost cola. Tinny held a hand up, and the cans floated 
into the air before one flew to his waiting hand: the other floated over to Zerrex, who 
caught it and nodded to the badger with a smile as he walked idly forwards, rubbing at the 
back of  his head. “Thanks, Tinny.”

“No problem… you were out here for quite a while, you know.” The badger replied, 
idly handing out sandwiches to the kids that were flocking and babbling around him. 
“Enjoy yourself, Boss?”

“Maybe slightly.” Zerrex responded with a shrug, popping the tab on the can and then 
relishing the cold of the cola as he closed his eyes, before he half-opened one and saying 
mildly: “But If we were out here so long, what took you so long to get all the sandwiches 
and stuff  done?”

“I had to finish two little projects…” Tinny replied with a smile, tilting his head in 
return. “One of them’s for you… and the other’s a gift for your family that I think you 
might like. You know, something to decorate your yard.”

Zerrex rolled his eyes at this, but he couldn’t deny he felt touched, even as he said in a 
dry voice: “I hate lawn ornaments…” This comment, however, only caused Tinman to 
laugh a bit… and the reptile couldn’t resist smiling in return before he glanced around at 
the children, walking over and taking a sandwich that the badger offered to him before 
sitting down next to him on the blanket. “So. You gonna be up for helping me training after 
lunch?”



“Sure.” Tinny laughed softly and nodded, then he smiled slightly and flexed his fingers. 
“I feel recharged and better than ever, actually… I don’t know why, but… being around the 
kids, and building stuff for them with my powers, molding out all those nice little toys… it 
makes me feel really nice, and just… gives me more energy to play with.”

The Drakkaren laughed softly and nodded, looking at Tinman with a smile and 
understanding what the badger meant: after all, he’d felt much the same through many a 
battle, which he guessed reflected his own nature. Tinman, on the other, was a peaceful, 
loving soul… and so it made sense that he’d be made happiest and energized most by 
helping instead of hurting. “Good to hear it, Tinny. I can’t have you falling apart on me, 
after all.”

“You should be the one worrying about falling apart, there, Zerrex.” The badger snorted 
amusedly, taking another sip of his own drink as the reptile stuffed most of the sandwich 
into his muzzle and chewed, enjoying the pleasant taste of the food and reflecting on how 
he hadn’t eaten peanut butter and jelly since he was a kid. In other words, directing most of 
his thoughts to ignoring the badger’s lecture. “After all, you’re pushing yourself insanely 
hard, even for you… and even the legendary Dragon has to have his limits… hey, are you 
even listening to me?”

“No.” Zerrex responded mildly, then he rolled his eyes as Tinman made a sound of 
disgust. “And I told you not to call me that. I’m not a frigging dragon. I’m a Drakkaren. 
The species are probably related, but there is a difference…”

“Oh, so sorry, Mr. species genetics experiment.” Tinman responded with a grin and 
snort, then he ducked as Zerrex threw his can at him, making it slope upwards with his 
powers so it just missed his ears before neatly stopping the can in midair and dropping it 
straight down into the cooler. “And you know they don’t mean dragon as in our kind of  
dragons, like Timmy over there, they mean dragon as in the mythical, indomitable, and sorta 
scary big lizard beast.”

The reptile looked at the badger mildly as he finished off the last of the sandwich, then 
he rubbed crumbs from his hands as he asked evenly: “And this is supposed to be a 
compliment… how?”

Tinman rolled his eyes at this, obviously feeling more relaxed around the children and at 
ease with both himself and the reptile, as they scrambled around them, playing in the grass 
but a few sitting close by and listening in rather obviously. “Because people think you’re 
invincible! Granted, Lone was the one who gave you the nickname, and we’ve all seen his 
crest, so perhaps he meant to villainize you after all…”

“Little twit.” Zerrex muttered, as he glanced idly around and absently cursed the fact he 
couldn’t use any stronger language with these children sitting nearby. Then he stretched 
slowly as he looked around the area, smiling a bit at Miranda – she was playing with her 
unicorn, with the other kids who had their own little metal toys. “So what did you make 
for me, Tinman?”

“Why don’t you go to the shop and check? I’ll be there in a few minutes… I just wanna 
take care of the kids and make sure they’re alright first.” The badger smiled up at the reptile, 



and Zerrex nodded in return before easily striding off back in the direction of the large 
workshop. He found the steel door open and unlocked, and stepped easily through to look 
around before blinking at the large steel object that stood on the other side of the table, 
then smiling a bit as he walked slowly around so that he faced straight towards it.

It was a beautiful, iron-wrought sign that showed himself, standing with Cherry and his 
daughter, and detailed down to the smallest scale. The reptile gazed at it as he rubbed the 
back of his head slowly, eyes tracing over the life-sized, flat statuettes that nonetheless 
seemed as real and living as he was… and then he reached out and gently touched the 
bronzed cheek of his daughter with the back of his hand, gazing softly at her before 
stepping back. It was set up so that they were clustered together with a rectangular, steel 
frame behind them supporting them… and since it was nothing more than an etched and 
carefully-shaped piece of metal with the frame to support from behind and a heavy 
octagonal base, it had probably been the work of hours for the badger. But that didn’t 
matter… and Zerrex got the feeling that Tinman had likely spent days – if not weeks – on 
this masterpiece.

He gave a quiet laugh as he gazed over the decorative sign, losing track of time as he 
studied everything from the clothes that Tinny had drawn in, to the shape of their 
bodies… it was truly like Tinman had taken a life-size photograph and made it iron. 
Finally, Zerrex glanced up as he heard the badger step through the door, and the lizard said 
softly: “It’s beautiful. Thank you…”

“It’s… nah. I just wanted to do something nice for you, that’s all.” Tinman replied with 
a bit of a laugh, blushing and rubbing the back of his head slowly. “I wanted to put 
together something that you could look at and… remind you of the important people in 
your life, if  you were ever separated… I guess in times like now.”

“Then it’s not done.” Zerrex responded gently, and Tinny blinked as he looked up at 
him, before blushing deeply at the reptile’s next words. “You’ll have to add yourself  in, too.”

“Thanks, Boss.” Tinman whispered with a smile, and then Zerrex nodded before 
stepping back and crossing his arms, looking at Tinny mildly. The badger took the hint, 
then he smiled warmly before walking around to face the front of the iron sign, and then he 
waved both hands quickly over the bottom area.

Amazingly, the etches, bulges, and other defining marks and shifts in the metal simply 
vanished with a single grinding sound, the iron once more turning into a flat, heavy sheet. 
Then the badger stood and glanced up over his shoulder at the Drakkaren warmly. “I’ll put 
myself in there, kneeling… I’ll work on that all tomorrow, Boss. But for now, I want to 
show you something before we head back to your place to train…”

Zerrex nodded, then followed Tinman forwards and back around his worktable. Then 
the badger snagged something off it that the reptile had missed in his original wonderment 
at the iron sign, and he tilted his head curiously as Tinny held out what looked like a 
strange kind of shoulder clasp with a heavy, rectangular bar on one end of the U and the 
other designed to apparently sit firmly on the chest, with an odd leather bandolier attached 
to it and currently hanging loose. 



The lizard took it, then he glanced down at the strange object before frowning curiously 
and glancing at Tinman. “What is it?” He paused again as Tinny merely smiled and 
motioned for him to put it on, and then he shrugged a bit before putting the metal section 
over his left shoulder.

He could feel the heavy steel bar resting comfortably just above his shoulderblade, 
extending all the way to his spine… and now Tinny moved quickly forwards, mumbling to 
himself as Zerrex blinked and rose his arms. A few moments later, he found himself 
wearing an X-shaped leather bandolier that kept the strange shoulder-armor tight against 
his body, feeling it crossing up and all three ends attaching by some sort of clasp onto an 
eyehook at the bottom of the bar on his back, and the reptile made a bit of a face as he 
crossed his arms over the black straps… but he had to admit, although it felt heavy in his 
hands, he barely noticed it now that it was secure on his body. “What the hell is this, 
Tinman?”

“You’ll see.” Tinny grinned, and Zerrex rolled his eyes at this answer before sighing and 
following the badger as he ran outside. For some reason, he thought he would either be very 
glad or very sorry when his curiosity about this strange object was finally quenched… but 
he was leaning towards the former, as he idly fingered the studded leather straps that 
crisscrossed his upper chest, smiling slightly and then shrugging a bit. Well, I guess it looks 
sort of  cool, at least… 

The lithe male was down on one knee with the kids clustered around him, smiling and 
saying his goodbyes as the kids whined and sniffled. But he dealt with it well, as he stood 
up… then he glanced over his shoulder at Zerrex and said easily: “Hey, don’t be so stiff.  
Say goodbye to the kids… after all, they’re gonna miss you too, aren’t you kids?”

Most of the group nodded at this, a few of the others rubbing at their eyes as they all 
turned their gazes to Zerrex. The reptile looked back, feeling strangely uncomfortable as he 
reached up and rubbed his head, then he said softly: “Well, I’ll come back when I can, then, 
and… play with you some more. Right now Tinman and I need to head out and do 
some… grown-up stuff, but we’ll come back and visit as soon as we can.”

“Promise?” asked Miranda, who had tears in her eyes and was sniffling probably the 
most of all the children gathered. Tinny turned his gaze to her and smiled, nodding firmly 
as he reached out and gently squeezed her shoulder.

“Promise.” He said softly, then he stood and waved at the children, laughing a bit. 
“Now go on, get home, kids! Your parents are probably all starting to get really worried 
about you!”

And with that, the children dispersed, and Zerrex couldn’t help but smile faintly at the 
sad expression that descended over Tinny’s features. He was probably just as sorrowful as 
Miranda at the fact they had to part… but then the reptile reached out and squeezed his 
shoulder gently, stepping close and saying softly: “It’s a promise I mean to keep, Tinny. 
Even tomorrow, you could come back here yourself and just spend the day with them… 
but for now, we gotta get back to work training.”



“Okay, Zerrex.” The badger smiled a bit at this, glancing up at him before the two 
headed for his car, ready to return to Zerrex’s home and finish the Drakkaren’s hard 
training.

~~~

The rest of the day passed fairly peaceably and quietly, with little of interest: Cindy 
worked to get as much information out of Requiem as she could, gleaning little bits of the 
past and how her father was raised, as Felicity tossed and turned in a nightmare world while 
Tank loomed over her, grinning and slavering over her naked body and trying to ignore her 
scars. Mika was in deep agony, but he was learning to control and use the pain to power 
himself and fuel his determination, as he carefully cleaned his room until it was entirely 
neat and tidy, then quietly reading as the bikers looked at him nervously; it wasn’t that they 
thought he had a weapon, but merely the fact he acted like no junkie they’d ever known.

Zerrex and Tinman worked the weights, then Zerrex finished with a few dodge and 
reflex maneuvers before finally admitting they should rest a bit. He had to admit, though, 
he was deeply impressed with what Tinny had given him… a magnetic holder that would 
let him keep Blackheart on his back without a sheath or rope. Either of those, after all, 
could foul up his draw… but with the magnetic lock, he just needed to rip the sword free, 
and he could do so in any direction desired.

Even Lone and Cherry had little to do, as the wolf oversaw the deconstruction of all 
the objects in his house that he realized were simply vanity pieces or flaunted his name… 
the lupine had even discarded his anklet, but the pocketwatch around his neck remained as a 
cherished treasure. He and Cherry simply played round after round of cards at the table in 
the main dining hall, the female Drakkaren often cursing at him and about her luck, which 
made Lone smile meekly and try to shrink down in his seat.

There was a growing anxiety in Baskin’s Grove, however… stories of the Boss’s failing 
strength were met with rumors that the Boss had been seen with Tinman, and Cherry with 
Lone. But now there was also the growing fear of the large Dragokkaren that had 
apparently taken up residence in an abandoned sawmill nearby, and eventually these would 
reach the ears of  Elliot.

The cat was haggard and unkempt, his clothes a bit stained and out of the fancy 
uniform he usually wore when tending bar, and back to the plain dress shirt and jeans. He’d 
been fearing for Cindy… worried about Zerrex… and generally feeling pissed off at Lone, 
who had been supposed to be doing his job but was obviously just using Cherry as a valet 
and driving all around town having fun. But he’d also been carefully listening in to any 
trustworthy sources of information, and had left a few messages on Zerrex’s machine, 
confirming the location of Requiem and his daughter, and asking how he was. The cat 
didn’t expect an answer, though… after all, the Boss was likely busy with his training and 
the other problems that had cropped up around town.

There hadn’t yet been any serious unruliness in the city… but the drug dealers on the 
street had been working overtime to sell their wares at higher prices, along with the illegal 
weapons sellers. There had been a few more heckles, and a beating or two… not to mention 



a scattering of small crimes the cops were looking into… but nothing major yet. The fact 
that the Boss hadn’t appeared to give a warning or even just to glare at anyone made quite a 
few people wonder if he had diminished after all… but a few reasoned out what the 
Drakkaren was really doing. Most, however, simply decided that the Boss’s presence may 
have yet diminished… but that it would likely return full force sometime soon.

Some, like the Godkillers of course, were hopeful that Zerrex had fallen… or would 
soon in the future fall, leaving them free to run the town, unwittingly following in the 
example of their hated Apple Villa enemies. Of course, they believed their intentions were 
pure, to put the working class first and make sure that the rich never again had the power to 
abuse the poor… unwittingly, at the same time, setting themselves up for a dictatorship 
that would be led by Tank.

Baskin’s Grove was restless… and the mask of serenity that had for so long been placed 
firmly over the town had fallen free, unveiling its true, fettered face. The town’s anxiety was 
only building, and as day shifted towards night, many found themselves closing and locking 
their doors even when they knew the neighborhood to be safe and that they were under the 
protection of the Boss… but the fearlessness so many had once possessed with the 
knowledge that Zerrex would stand by their side had dissipated. Now, they felt like they 
were again on their own, with no strange, holy demon to stand guard over them in the 
darkest of the nights and fight off the other devils that still lurked in the shadows of the 
town. The Dragon had not yet been slain, but it had certainly retired to its cave, as if 
fleeing… and the inhabitants of the town feared that soon enough, even this creature would 
fall to either fancy-armored white knights that rode around on chauffeured stretch-horses, 
or the colossal titan that had taken up residence in the windmill on the other edge of town. 
The rumors and gossip had spread through the town like a whirlwind, and many of them 
had the uneasy feeling that soon, it would have to be sown.

Lone was definitely among the uneasy parties of Baskin’s Grove, as he noticed that more 
and more frequently, people were driving by his home and either yelling or throwing things 
at him: he thought that some certain people had figured out that the Boss was busy with 
other matters. Therefore, when Cherry checked her watch, then stood and stretched, the 
wolf made a face and immediately leapt up, sending the deck of cards he’d been shuffling 
flying as he stuttered: “Wait, wait! Don’t go!”

Cherry paused, then the muscular female crossed her arms, looking at the wolf with 
faint amusement as a few stray cards floated down through the air around the lupine, the 
rest of the deck already spread wildly around his feet and the table. “And why shouldn’t I, 
Lone? You’ve got guns, a big house, and an army of servants who don’t like you but would 
probably be more than willing to hide you and misdirect the enemy. Like, I can’t stay here 
forever… it’s past eleven now and I need to get back and make sure that Zerrex isn’t going 
to screw around and do something retarded, like try to work all day tomorrow when he 
promised me he’d take the day off.”

“I… what? I thought… you and Zerrex…” Lone reached up and rubbed his head, then 
he blushed deeply as Cherry cocked her head and looked at him with some confusion. Then 



he glanced down miserably, realizing that the idea of Cherry and Zerrex breaking up was 
ridiculous… it had all been a deluded fantasy that she’d barely had to play along with, with 
him happy to try and put some new label of  ownership on her… “Nevermind…”

“Yeah. Right. Anyway, I’m gonna take your sports car. I’m pretty sure most people in 
Baskin’s Grove believe you’d rather die before parting with that piece of shit, so it’d be nice 
if we could confuse them into thinking you were over at Zerrex’s instead of here, just in 
case anyone tries to be a hero.” She stopped, then reached out and nudged the wolf ’s muzzle 
up, looking down into his teary eyes without much sympathy… but okay, maybe a little. 
“Hey, cheer up. I’ll stop in and check on you the day after tomorrow, alright? But I 
promised I’d spend all day with Zerrex tomorrow, and you know… make sure he’s good and 
ready before the fight.”

She grinned and winked suggestively at this, then rose a hand to the wolf before turning 
on her heel and heading out the swinging door. And just like that, she was gone, leaving 
Lone to stare after her through the swinging door before he sighed loudly and collapsed in 
his seat. He looked around, thought about calling a servant… then shrugged and instead 
got down to his knees with a grunt, picking up the cards on the floor before straightening 
and dropping them on the table with the others. He stared at them for a few moments, then 
shook his head slowly and slumped a bit, rubbing his head.

Cherry was his friend… and he didn’t really have any other friends, did he? No, he 
was… goddamn lonely, and he didn’t want to feel that way. Sure, he’d always paraded his 
stupid name around like it was some kind of great title, always scoffed about needing 
people, saying that nah, he was Lone fuckin’ Wulfe, baby… but he needed someone. He’d 
always been a crybaby and a coward and a wimp, and even being home alone scared the shit 
out of him, especially in a mansion like this. He looked silently back and forth along the 
now-bare dining room, then quietly walked towards one of the other doors to the south of 
the room, pushing through and into another hallway.

He wandered down this, paws moving automatically and carrying him to a destination 
he wasn’t yet sure of, as he reached up to finger and then grasp his pocketwatch tightly. He 
closed his eyes as he leaned against the wall for a minute, fighting back tears as he felt 
despair wash over him, wondering if he’d already fucked things up with Cherry and she just 
wanted to get away from him… before shaking his head quickly, refusing to believe that. 
They were friends now… he felt that firmly, and he wasn’t willing to give that up, no matter 
what it took. No matter what… he wanted to show that he’d do anything, go to any lengths 
for her…

Slowly, he began to walk forwards again, pushing through another door he usually kept 
locked and then descending into the now-empty warehouse of the basement… and then 
gazing at the oak door that would lead into his special gun room beyond. For a moment, 
the wolf licked his lips slowly… then he started forwards, moving across the room at 
almost a jog before he threw the door open, the lights inside automatically flashing on to 
unveil his most prized collection.



The room itself was designed to be magnificent… lit by bright fluorescents overhead, 
and painted a deep red that was regal and beautiful, with heavy oak showcases all filled with 
guns. There was also a huge, flat set of oaken cupboards upon which sat a large glass case, 
with a vellum bottom the same dark ruby as the walls and filled with specialized handguns 
and revolvers.

The showcases all had heavy locks on them and bulletproof glass doors: of course, the 
wolf never bothered to lock them, though, or the drawers beneath that were full of 
specialized ammo that was probably just as expensive as some street guns. Inside the cases 
the lupine kept carbine rifles, a few fully automatic assault rifles – one or two heavy enough 
he’d likely have no chance in hell of using them properly even with a tripod – and two 
enormous sniper rifles. One of them was semi-automatic, with an enormous clip that the 
wolf had spent hours playing with when he’d first gotten the gun… and the other was bolt 
action, with an ancient maple stock and body, and a huge, slightly-rusted scope that 
nonetheless worked better than most of  the fancy gadget-scopes the wolf  had. 

The other glass cases that sat atop the cupboards set – these latter filled entirely with 
ammunition – were made only of the clearest and most expensive glass the wolf could 
find… meaning it was also among the most fragile, and already cracked in one place. Three 
guns sat in their own little area on the vellum cloth, including the wolf ’s gigantic black 
revolver… and the rest – which included a few fancy fully-automatic handguns – sat in a 
small rack under the glass at one end of  the case. 

The lupine looked at the glass cases for a few moments, and at the huge revolver 
inside… then he finally snarled, reaching out and swiping off the simple glass rectangle, 
knocking it and several guns to the floor. The case shattered into pieces upon impact with 
the ground, almost exploding… but Lone had already grabbed the revolver off the vellum 
and examined it. He grinned a bit to himself upon noticing it was fully loaded, his eyes 
flashing… then he slapped the cylinder back in and spun it as he rose the huge gun, liking 
the feel of it in his hands and the weight of the weapon. He knew that the recoil would be 
amazing… but he didn’t care.

All he could hear was one simple phrase repeating in his head, again and again… and 
Zerrex had been the one to teach him this simple truth, that if you want something, go and 
get it yourself. Now, it suddenly made sense to him, why he had to do some things himself, 
stand up on his own two feet and prove just how far he was willing to go to get what he 
truly wanted, what he needed… and the thing he needed now was Cherry.

He breathed softly as he headed for the stairs quickly, revolver swinging in his hand 
before he paused in the hall above and then examined the black metal gun again, his steel-
grey eyes dulling a bit as he felt a tremble roll through his body. He understood that the 
only way to get Cherry… would likely be to go through Zerrex. To prove that he could 
stand up even to the gigantic Drakkaren who had already given him so many chances… but 
this gun had been designed to kill the reptile. Lone had ordered it specifically for that 
purpose, and had also made a box of armor-piercing shells sent to him with it… rounds 



that would penetrate even the hardest of metals. But part of him was whispering that this 
was a bad idea… that at least, he should try and sleep on it and think things over.

In the past, Lone always ignored this little voice… but today, he decided it might be a 
good idea to follow it. He sighed a bit, rubbing his head slowly and then heading quietly 
towards the den where he’d slept last night, feeling no particular urge to head up to bed. 
Once more, the idea was almost frightening for the wolf… in fact, almost as scary as what 
he planned to do the next day after he woke up, to prove to Cherry how much she meant to 
him and how far he was willing to go for her.

~~~

Cherry, on the other hand, had already thrown Lone out of her mind in favor of 
thinking about all the fun she had planned for Zerrex; she grinned a bit as she rested back 
in the seat of the sports car, idly checking the time as she sped towards her home. She’d 
meant to arrive earlier… but she’d decided to make a quick stop first and reserve a certain 
place for tomorrow. The trick would be dragging her husband out there, but she thought 
she could figure out a way or two.

Then the muscular female turned into the driveway, and she was unsurprised to see that 
the lights were still on inside, as she climbed out of the seat and stretched, fidgeting a bit. 
She wanted sex extremely badly, and she was already hot just thinking about Zerrex and his 
naked body and all the exercise he’d been doing… but at the same time, she knew that 
waiting until tomorrow, when the little surprise was ready, would likely be best. The 
anticipation would build her desires all the stronger… and if she was acting needy enough, 
she was pretty sure Zerrex would give in just to stop her from humping his leg.

Cherry snorted at this, then she headed towards the door and threw it open before 
walking inside, grinning widely… then blinking and staring at Zerrex, who blinked in 
return and looked at her almost guiltily from where he was laying on the couch, his chest 
bare and the vast amount of wounds on him standing out remarkably well in the light. She 
gaped for a few moments as the Drakkaren straightened and sat up, coughing, then her 
shock turned to a furious glare as she reached down and jerked off one of her combat 
boots, whipping it hard at the reptile’s head. “What the fuck did you do to yourself, you 
asshole?”

Zerrex batted the boot away quickly, then he winced and ducked its partner as Cherry 
decided to throw that too; it sailed over his head, then hit Tinny as he tried to peer around 
the corner, knocking the badger flat with a squeak of pain. The Drakkaren opened his 
muzzle to speak, but then he let out a sound that was remarkably like Tinman’s as Cherry 
charged forwards and tackled him hard enough to shift the couch back, pounding her fists 
painfully into his muscular chest as she shouted down at him angrily: “You fucking jackass! 
Ooh, don’t worry about me, Cherry, I’m just gonna do some light training, hyuck hyuck 
hyuck. Well, fuck you! I’m not letting you out of my sight again! Fucking hell on high, it 
looks like you got Tinny to wrap you up in steel wire and pull…”

Zerrex winced, covering his face, then he managed to snag one of the masculine female’s 
arms as his chest throbbed with dull pain. “Uh. How’d you guess?”



“The fuck is wrong with you?” Cherry asked incredulously, then she reached down and 
slapped the reptile firmly, making him yelp in pain as her hand smacked the wound on his 
cheek. She snorted as she watched Zerrex rub at the wound – which was now bleeding a bit 
– then looked up and glared at Tinman, who was huffing for breath as he slowly struggled 
up to his feet. “And fuck, I thought you had more sense than to do shit like the asshole 
masochist here asks for.”

“The asshole masochist is trying his frigging hardest to train. It was training, that’s all.” 
Zerrex responded in an irritable voice, glaring up at her. Cherry glared back, snarling… 
then suddenly Zerrex wrapped his arms around her waist and Cherry laced hers tight 
around his neck, muzzles meeting and locking together in a sloppy, hungry kiss as Zerrex 
rolled off the couch and on top of her, grinding his masculine, powerful form down against 
the muscular female’s as she rubbed back up against him and let out a moan into his maw. 

Tinman stared for a few moments at this, then he rolled his eyes and mumbled, turning 
and heading back into the kitchen to finish preparing the roast: an extremely late supper for 
him and Zerrex… although now Cherry would probably want to eat, too. It had always 
been like that with those two, though… they expressed love through violence, and anger 
was just a thin mask for passion.

A few moments later, the kiss broke and Zerrex drew back, almost panting a bit as 
Cherry looked up at him lovingly, reaching up to gently stroke his bleeding cheek and 
licking her muzzle slowly as she added in a soft voice: “But you know… I think that looks 
good on you, Boss, nonetheless. The sight of  you and blood always gets me off.”

“Freaky bitch.” Zerrex grinned slightly in return, however, then he leaned down to kiss 
over her neck before nipping at the junction of shoulder and collarbone, making her grunt 
and twitch up against him. Her hands moved slowly over his broad, healing chest, and then 
she quietly rubbed her muzzle under the male’s as she rested on the floor between couch 
and table with her beloved. 

A few moments later, Zerrex stood… easily hauling Cherry up with him, and sliding a 
hand under her as she comfortably laced her arms around his neck and legs around his 
waist. She rested in the crook of his arm as they traded another light kiss, then the 
Drakkaren gently carried her over to the kitchen to look at Tinman with a slight smile, as 
the badger returned the glance with faint, sour amusement. “What?”

“You two are special. And I don’t mean that in a good way.” Tinny responded mildly, 
and Cherry laughed a bit as she shook her head slowly, before dragging her tongue lightly 
up Zerrex’s cheek and licking the blood from his face: a gesture that made Tinman wince 
back and stare. 

“I’m good with being bad.” The muscular femme replied easily, then she slid down 
Zerrex’s strong body and stepped over to Tinny, reaching out to tickle lightly under his 
muzzle as she leaned in close, grinning widely. “And hey. I’d be happy to be bad with you, 
too.”

“Go away.” Tinman blushed deeply, coughing and trying to avoid her eyes as he quickly 
turned and rubbed the back of his head, and Cherry laughed before looking over her 



shoulder with a grin. Zerrex merely rolled his eyes in return, however, and she huffed before 
heading over to sit on the island, idly slapping the rear of  the badger as she moved away.

Tinny jumped, then glared at her and rubbed at his buttocks, before Cherry crossed her 
arms and looked from the Drakkaren to the badger with faint amusement. “Besides. 
Neither of you knows really special… that asshole Lone, he’s special.  Like, fuck, I 
mean…” she paused for a moment, then frowned a bit thoughtfully: this made both Tinny 
and Zerrex look at her curiously. Generally with Cherry it hadn’t been hard for her to find 
words for Lone… most of  them started with ‘fuck’ and ended with ‘wad,’ ‘head,’ or ‘nut.’

Then she glanced back up and nodded a bit. “Yeah. He’s screwed in the head… but I 
think that he’s sorta learning now, or at least I hope. Whatever else, being in that massacre 
three years ago only made him change a bit and grow roots… but being the victim of 
people he looked at as his own kind, that seems to have given him a right hard kick in the 
ass. He’s… different, I can say that much.” A pause and a mutter. “Still clingy as all balls, 
though. I wouldn’t be surprised if  he shows up here, crying for me.”

Zerrex nodded in return to this, looking down thoughtfully as he lightly brushed his 
hair back. “So do you think that this time he’ll stay changed? Because after the Judgment of 
three years ago, he was good then, too… but then he went back to being his old self rather 
fast.” A pause, and then a look of faint amusement. “I think the first thing he did was try 
to make a law that it was illegal for children to read books about me or something stupid 
like that… the first sign of  his regression.”

“Yeah, that was pretty fucked up.” Cherry agreed, snickering herself, but then she smiled 
a bit at the tall male. “But hey… tell me what you’ve been up to… how’d you end up 
getting your ass kicked by Tinny, anyway?”

And, as Tinman pulled the roast out of the oven, the three talked: they would continue 
to over dinner, filling in each other on their days parted and the stories they had, until bed: 
Tinny on the couch, and Zerrex and Cherry curling up tightly together in their own small 
but comfortable bed. They were naked, pressing their bodies tight, arms wrapped firmly 
around each other… but that was all. They whispered the forbidden words that they were 
both still unused to saying, then descended into a comfortable, easy sleep that would give 
them both rest until around eight that morning… a late sleep-in for Zerrex, and 
comfortably early for Cherry.

But most of Baskin’s Grove didn’t sleep so peacefully: Lone tossed and turned between 
fitful nightmares of being abandoned, beaten, and worst of all simply left behind. Not to 
mention a strange, odd fantasy… that he had gone to Zerrex’s and that the reptile had been 
impressed with him, and instead of Cherry, Lone had ended up going into the Drakkaren’s 
bedroom with him and…

That kind of scared Lone… and worse, it worried him, because he was having a harder 
and harder time putting it down to his internal fears, or his need for friendship, or respect 
for the Drakkaren and convincing himself he didn’t enjoy it; his pants always testified 
otherwise. But this morning had too much going on for him to worry about it… instead, 



he asked for a simple, small breakfast from a servant, then sat quietly in the den and waited, 
dreading what was to come and what he’d decided on doing.

Felicity, too, would have been worried and frantic… except she was still unconscious, 
trapped in a world of nightmares and horrible illusions in her own head. Tank kept her 
drugged-up constantly… and now he lay next to her in bed, whispering things in her ear 
every now and then and letting his hands play over her naked body and he drooled a bit, 
boxers tented. But he hadn’t slept with her… no, not yet. He was going to keep her drugged 
out of her mind and wait… and then after he came back victorious, a new king, then he 
would take his queen… in fact, he’d go at her again and again and again all day long as his 
victory celebration. And was he ever looking forwards to that, whether she was all scarred-
up or not.

Mika was growing more frantic and worried about Felicity, and the plans that Tank and 
the Godkillers had cooked up; furthermore, he’d woken up early that morning, coughing 
blood. He felt that his own health was in danger as well… but he didn’t care about himself. 
All he wanted to do was make sure that Felicity was okay, and that Tank’s plans never made 
it to fruition.

Requiem, as always, awoke early, feeling calm but with a tinge of excitement. Only one 
day left… and then he would be fighting what he expected would be his greatest challenge. 
Sure, Zerrex had failed to impress him the first round they’d gone… had, in fact, performed 
rather miserably compared to what he’d expected, but he felt that this second time would be 
far different. He idly dropped down to the first floor, letting himself think about the 
coming battle more than he usually did and heading outside to stretch and meditate, not 
even realizing that he was being watched.

Cindy felt anxious… and strangely sad. This would be the last day ever she would 
spend with Requiem… and she’d come to truly respect and even care about the giant, odd 
circumstances they had met by or not. But ever since she’d met Zerrex, she’d learned to 
embrace the strange and what many would see as unnatural, living by her feelings more than 
her mind’s logic. She truly didn’t want to see the Dragokkaren suffer, any more than she 
wanted to see Zerrex suffer… but she also understood that, no matter what, neither of 
them would renege on the duel tomorrow. And one of them would die… so when it came 
down to it, the most Cindy could hope for was that Requiem would die a quick, clean, and 
painless death.

Even Tinman awoke with some anxiety, rubbing the back of his head and then climbing 
out of bed, idly adjusting his sleeping hat and then touching the oversized pom-poms that 
served as buttons for the long, flowing sleep shirt he’d put on last night. He blinked 
stupidly at the voices of Zerrex and Cherry arguing in the kitchen, then realized he’d slept 
in much later than he usually did, as he heard the ting of coffee mugs on the counter and 
then a loud huff. A few moments later he stood and wandered idly to the kitchen archway, 
curious as to what the two were bickering about this time.

“No. No, no, no. I am so not going to ride around in the wolf ’s sports car with you.” 
Zerrex said disgustedly, raising his hands in a gesture of exasperation. Tinman blinked at 



this, then tilted his head curiously when Cherry cursed under her breath before looking at 
Zerrex with a smile, apparently deciding to try a different approach from her usual yelling 
and cursing. 

“But you said you’d relax… come on, a nice little car ride would be very relaxing!” she 
wheedled, then her eyes glinted and she looked at Zerrex with a sensuous smile, winking at 
the Drakkaren as he gazed back at her mildly. “I’ll give you somethin’ special if we find a 
nice little spot somewhere…”
“Cherry, if I want a blowjob from you, all I have to do is pull down my pants and you’re 
sucking on my cock like you’re drowning and it’s an oxygen tank.” The reptile responded 
flatly, making Cherry blink, look disgusted… then pause and shrug agreeably. “Besides. I’ve 
told you. I hate cars, I hate car rides, and I especially hate that disgusting piece of crap that 
the wolf flaunts. And I certainly don’t want to be seen riding around in it… people will 
think I’m taking after Lone.”

Cherry rolled her eyes at this, then she decided she still had one more tactic left to try. 
It was cheesy, but it could still work…. “Well, okay… but you know, I was planning on 
stopping in at this weapon expo that’s going on later, but, since you’re not interested…” 
The female shrugged again, then she snatched up the keys from the counter and turned, 
walking past Tinny as Zerrex blinked.

“Hey, wait!” he called, and Cherry stopped with a grin and a faintly-amused look. 
“What weapon expo?”

“Oh, well, you’re not interested anyway. So I’ll just go by myself.” Cherry replied in a 
lackadaisical tone, but then blinked as Zerrex trotted past her, almost knocking her into the 
wall as he ran off  towards their room.

“I’ll just put on a shirt and be right back with you.” He called over his shoulder, then 
ducked inside, leaving Cherry to stare and Tinny frowning a bit. Then the badger turned his 
gaze up to the muscular female, tilting his head curiously.

“There’s no weapon expo in town…” he said slowly, then blinked and reared back as 
Cherry rose a fist threateningly, glaring down at him and making Tinman shrink back 
against the archway between rooms, staring.

“There is so.” She growled. “And if you tell Zerrex different, I swear, I’ll make you eat 
those pom-poms.” Then she paused and smiled again, looking up and turning her fist into a 
friendly wave at her husband, as the Drakkaren emerged in his usual plain blue, button-up 
shirt. He tilted his head, and then Cherry almost skipped towards him, saying cheerfully: 
“Let’s go, Zerrex… and oh.”

The female paused, then she walked into their room as the tall reptile turned and 
watched her, before coming back with a long sock. Then, before the Drakkaren could react, 
she jumped behind him and tied it around his face, making the reptile let out a loud sound 
of  protest. “What the hell are you doing?”



“I want it to be a surprise, that’s all.” Cherry replied innocently, then she added 
meditatively, as the reptile reached up to take the blindfold off: “Besides. The less you see of 
my driving, the less you’ll complain, obviously. So just enjoy the ride.”

The reptile paused at this bit of wisdom, then shrugged and let Cherry take his hand 
and lead him out, still blindfolded with the knee-high white sock. Tinny stared after the 
two, then he rubbed his head slowly and mumbled to himself before turning to grab a 
coffee and some breakfast before he headed home.

The two Drakkaren, on the other hand, had climbed into Lone’s sports car, and Zerrex 
was patting his hands against his knees and glancing idly back and forth… not that it did 
much good, with the sock covering his eyes. He rubbed slowly at his bare arms, feeling the 
healed wounds there that had mostly vanished, and smiled a bit at the fact that it also felt 
like his face had finally started to really heal up: he hadn’t had much of a chance to look 
this morning, though, so he figured he’d take a look after the expo, as he felt the car start 
and Cherry tear out of the driveway, spinning the sports vehicle around at the same time 
instead of  backing out like a normal person and making him wince.

The female was grinning too widely to care, though, the radio blaring rock and roll as 
she drove towards town, speeding far too much but enjoying the smooth handling she had 
to admit the car had. She didn’t have to pass over Camelot Bridge, which meant she could 
avoid most of the rush-hour traffic… but she still swerved to avoid a line of people, going 
down a little-used side road before twisting down a narrow alley to come out into the slums 
district. It wasn’t hard for her to navigate through Comfort Town: over the years she’d lived 
here, she’d learned every nook and cranny she could use, and where every fence was plain 
wood or chainlink and where they were backed by concrete, just in case she ever had to 
make a quick escape.

Then came the tricky part, as she pulled up into a crowded parking lot, bumping over 
the curb and heading for the front: there was a reserved spot almost right next to the doors 
for Zerrex. Her husband, however, had apparently already sensed that something was amiss, 
as he frowned slowly, and she could hear him muttering numbers under his breath before 
she winced and hit the brakes, then threw the car into reverse before letting out a curse and 
saying mildly: “Damn bastard, took the spot on me.”

“There’s no one behind us… furthermore, there’s only one place in town that has heavy 
steel grating after a curb that high.” The Drakkaren reached up and snatched off the 
blindfold, glaring at Cherry, who grinned stupidly and gave a small giggle, blushing deeply 
and silently cursing the reptile’s powers of observation. “Cherry! This isn’t a weapons 
exposition, this is the freaking OPOS group housing development!”

“Uh… surprise?” Cherry continued to grin, looking embarrassed as she threw her arms 
out and waggled her fingers… and Zerrex only continued to glare at her flatly. She huffed, 
trying to take on the offensive instead. “Well, don’t look at me like I’m an idiot-”

“Why not?” Zerrex countered immediately, and the female found herself at a loss for a 
reply to that before the reptile said mildly: “I don’t want a sex party. I’m gonna go home to 
work out or something.”



“Oh, I don’t think so!” Cherry responded immediately, then, figuring things couldn’t get 
much worse anyway, she slammed her foot on the gas and the sports car shot down the 
laneway, knocking Zerrex – who had been about to jump out – over the passenger seat and 
into the back with a loud yell. She blinked and looked back at him, then let out a grunt, 
eyes widening as she looked forwards again and saw the wall approaching at a rate that was 
far too fast.

The muscular female tore the wheel hard to the right as she hit the brakes, and the car 
squealed to a stop, leaving a trail of rubber as the tires slid over the damaged concrete, 
tilting towards the wall precariously for a moment before it fell, Cherry wincing and 
gripping the wheel tight, then slowly opening one eye to peer at the wall only a few inches 
away from the car door. Zerrex, in the back, was gripping the seat with an expression that 
neared shock on his face, claws digging into the cushioning, and then Cherry turned around 
and grinned at him again, managing out weakly: “See? You need some stress relief. Let’s go 
inside.”

Instead of sending her flying – as she expected – the tall male merely nodded silently 
and then got up, wincing and rubbing at his shaking arms before he jumped out of the back 
seat. Cherry turned off the ignition, deciding the car was good where it was, then she 
trotted quickly over to Zerrex and coughed, wrapping an arm around his waist and guiding 
him towards the walkway that led away from the main building – several connected, but 
otherwise mostly-gutted townhouses – and instead towards a smaller squat building that 
OPOS had recently constructed for private ‘events’ and ‘social gatherings’ that were usually 
interested in… alternate ideas.

OPOS stood for the Open-Minded, Open-Sex Group… where the hell they got the P 
in the name from, Cherry still didn’t know. They had a little over five-hundred members, 
which she thought was rather impressive… and the age varied widely. There was little 
discrimination, and both she and Zerrex had come down to have some fun here every now 
and then with a group or just to mill with people who mostly without prejudice. Cherry 
certainly loved it… clothing, after all, in the main townhouse was optional.

Last night, though, the female had stopped at the OPOS offices to make a special 
request: they were amazingly organized for a group that just wanted to promote friendship, 
open relationships and good sex. She’d talked to one of the heads of staff, and he had said 
cheerfully it would be no problem accommodating their needs, and then that he’d send out 
an email to parties that would be interested in the sorts of things Cherry had in mind, 
although she’d also been careful to lay out that she didn’t know exactly what Zerrex might 
get into and that it would be a surprise. Then she’d given the OPOS equivalent of a 
handshake – a light, chaste kiss on the lips – and headed off  with a grin.

Zerrex, of course, was regaining his senses and muttering irritably as they wandered 
towards the house, peering back and forth sulkily. He wasn’t as fond of OPOS as Cherry 
was, for a variety of reasons, but he had to admit it was a rather nice surprise, and a good 
one for relaxation. Plus, he recognized they were going into one of the private houses that 
needed to be requested and registered for… so it wouldn’t mean being swarmed by an army 



of people. Sure, having a group of people begging to suck your cock or just to touch you 
was fun sometimes… but a hundred or so people that ranged from sixteen year olds that 
had snuck inside to seventy year olds that could still manage to get it up? That was enough 
to drive even the most hypersexual of  people over the edge.

The reptile blinked as Cherry opened the heavy door, and they stepped into the room: 
the front area was a sort of lobby ,with a single guard sitting at a desk and typing away at a 
personal computer, dressed in a security uniform and wearing an armband that identified 
him as an actual guard, not someone who was part of a roleplay. He smiled and nodded to 
the two, then he motioned at the closet at one end of the room, going into the usual, 
simple spiel. “You can leave your clothing out here if you want, and I’ll be happy to look 
after it for you. You’re registered in this room until this time tomorrow, if you’re the 
Na…” he caught a meaningful look from Cherry at this, then cleared his throat. “If you’re 
the Boss’s party… which I somehow figure you are… and I’m sure you know the rules. You 
can wander the grounds naked, but no going into other buildings or private roleplays 
without making a request, and otherwise you have free reign and access to everything 
OPOS has to offer. A buffet table will be made available at one o’clock, and uh… other 
than that, have a good time.”

Then the dog coughed and lost his professional air as he grinned a bit, saying plainly: 
“You know, this is just so cool. You’re like, the Boss, and I get to sit around as your security 
guard! I promise sir, that I won’t let anything happen to you or anyone else, and that I’m 
here at your disposal. If  you need anything at all, just ask, by all means.”

“Uh. Thanks.” Zerrex said mildly, then he coughed and walked over to the open closet 
unit, idly undoing the buttons of his shirt as Cherry grinned and watched, happy that the 
Drakkaren had apparently decided to play along. She watched as he kicked off his boots, 
then took his shirt off and hung it up on the closet rack, rubbing idly at his bare chest 
before glancing down at Cherry. “Aren’t you going to take your clothes off ?”

“Yeah, after I go get the others. I don’t want people ogling my naked body… they tend 
to listen closer when you’re actually wearing something in this place.” She paused, then 
glanced down and reached out to pop open the fly of the reptile’s pants, saying mildly: 
“Oh, you so can’t wear those.”

“You can kiss my ass. I’ll take them off when you and whoever else is in there earns that 
privilege.” Zerrex responded pompously, tilting his muzzle upwards as he redid the button 
of his pants, then he headed quickly to the door leading inside, trying to keep himself 
unaware of  how the golden retriever security guard was eyeing him appreciatively.

Cherry snorted laughter at this, then she quickly followed the reptile and grinned 
widely at the way the room inside had been set up, reaching up to squeeze his shoulders and 
whispering quietly: “I wanted to make one of your little fantasies a reality, just for today… 
how does it look, Zerrex?”

Zerrex, however, was wordless as he stared around at the room: the floor was hard 
concrete, and the only light shone in through the skylight and windows that were up near 
the top of the high ceiling. Pillars – obviously fake, but nonetheless beautiful – had  been 



set up in a long row, and a red carpet had been draped out down the middle of the room, 
with a large, circular mattress sitting in the dead center. The carpet went under this, going 
from the wall that the door was in… to a massive, golden throne that had red cushions and 
backing, and looked like it would fit the Drakkaren perfectly. He slowly walked towards 
this, stepping on the soft, supple cushion of the mattress on his way and feeling a grin 
spreading over his muzzle at the feel of it, then he reached out and gently brushed a hand 
along the arm of the throne as he heard Cherry walk up behind him, and then she reached 
up and lightly wrapped her arms around his body, saying softly: “Sorry about the colors, 
but it didn’t come in black.”

“That’s fine, Cherry… it’s quite wonderful.” Zerrex responded with a smile, looking 
down at the female. He leaned down to kiss her, but she darted quickly away with a grin, 
waggling a finger at him as he quickly followed and reached out to try and playfully grab 
her. She ducked, though, then tapped the back of  the throne.

“Look at this.” She said with her grin toning down, but her eyes full of sensuality as she 
pulled a hidden drawer out of the bottom, and the reptile licked his muzzle at the variety 
of obviously custom-made leather costume apparel he saw inside… except he had no doubt 
this stuff was meant more for people like him, actual sadists than those who liked to play 
dominator. He reached down, picking up what looked like a bandolier and noting that it 
had a tag wrapped around it, and then he carefully checked it before looking at Cherry with 
slight amusement.

“This is custom-made for me… but this kind of thing isn’t made overnight. When did 
you order this?” The reptile asked softly, and Cherry rose a hand to her muzzle, trying to 
cover her smile and looking innocently up at the Drakkaren.

Then she finally relented and bounded up to her feet, strutting away and swaying her 
tail enticingly, making Zerrex lick his muzzle slowly as he watched her walk away. Then she 
paused, leaning against one of the heavy pillars and grinning back at him cheerfully: “A 
month or so ago, when I asked you if I could ever get you into a sexy leather costume, and 
you said no. In any case, you have fun with that stuff, huh? I’ll probably be about twenty 
minutes or so… I want to check out if there’s slaves suitable for Master available.” A pause 
at the look the Drakkaren gave her, and she felt herself growing aroused just from watching 
the larger male fidgeting and looking at her with that deep desire in his eyes. “And no, it 
won’t be all sex… I’m gonna make sure you’re treated like a god all day, Boss. We’ll answer 
your every whim… and see if we can just manage to get those pants off you.” Cherry 
winked and pointed at the reptile’s black jeans, and Zerrex grinned widely back in response.

“I’m sure you will, bitch.” he replied easily, then winked. The female laughed, then she 
turned and sauntered easily out, leaving Zerrex to hop back around the throne and 
investigate the other articles of ‘clothing’ that were available for him to wear, feeling like he 
was definitely in the mood to wear something that would accent his role as the dominating 
Master.

Cherry, on the other hand, was easily walking across the town and towards the main 
townhouses, then she pushed in through the main entrance and nodded to the security 



guard, who smiled and nodded back before returning to his paperwork: they knew her well 
enough here that she could come and go as she pleased. After all, she and Zerrex were 
paying members… in fact, they were VIPs here, which wasn’t all that surprising, considering 
their urges and sexual hungers. 

She glanced around the open first floor of the townhouse musingly, wondering why the 
hell they couldn’t put in some separation at least… it would make her job a whole lot 
easier. There were at least fifty or so people in here, and maybe even closer to a hundred… 
and she’d still have to check out the second floor before she went into townhouses B and C. 
She sighed, wondering what the best way to do this would be as she stood by the entrance, 
already attracting quite a few interested looks from the naked or mostly-naked 
congregation, then she glanced around again before shrugging and yelling: “Hey! I’m 
looking for six guys and six girls to come with me to serve as slaves to the Boss! Who’s 
interested?”

Unsurprisingly, quite a few people came forwards, and Cherry made a face before 
looking back and forth musingly, then she cupped her muzzle with her hands again and 
said loudly: “Okay, I’m gonna look at girls first! Guys, wait back there and I’ll call you up 
in a minute.”

This made things much easier, as Cherry got the available females to line up, looking 
them over thoughtfully. There were quite a few pretty ones here, sure… but it was easy 
enough for her to quickly reap through the available numbers. A few of them looked like 
they just wanted to meet the Boss, after all, and would likely leave in a huff once they 
realized they weren’t the center of attention… but she thought there was one or two good 
stock here. She also knew that Zerrex was equal opportunity on most things, but could be a 
bit speciesist at times… so she also wanted to go on the safe side and pick at least as many 
lizards as there would be other furred creatures. In the end, she went with a pretty, good-
shaped, but also obviously-fit Drakkaren with mauve scales and sparkling green eyes – idly 
hoping she wouldn’t remind Zerrex too much of his mother, and questioning her decision 
but figuring it would work out fine – and a sleek, shy-looking feline with white fur that was 
speckled with black. Mostly because Cherry thought she wouldn’t argue with Zerrex no 
matter what he did to her… but also because she was obviously at least a year younger than 
the required eighteen and would undoubtedly scream real loud when Zerrex decided to take 
her, and the muscular female was definitely in the mood to see her husband rape or at least 
force himself  on someone in a decidedly-painful manner.

Then she called the males forwards again, watching them flex and grin, showing off 
their bodies with much more vigor than most of the girls, and Cherry smiled slightly, 
realizing they were trying to impress her. She paused, then flexed both of her arms in a 
weightlifter’s pose, grinning as her muscles bulged enough to make most of the male 
population gape or pale, and then she relaxed and looked around at them mildly. “Now 
that that’s taken care of, let’s get down to business. I want you to line up according to… 
penis size.” She grinned at this, then pointed left, center and right, saying plainly: “Up to a 
foot long there, up to sixteen inches there, over sixteen inches there.”



A few of the males hopped happily to their location – the ones who were apparently 
over sixteen inches long in terms of their little friend. A few wandered to the center, and 
the majority grumbled and wandered over to the foot or less section, quite a few of them 
blushing. That left… three candidates from the sixteen plus section, two in the up to 
sixteen inches, and the rest all likely average size for their species or below. Cherry mourned 
the fact there were quite a few good-looking and even a very muscular male or two in there, 
but then she cut her losses and turned to the last section, idly eyeing the three there, before 
frowning and pointing at a muscular tiger. “You. Bitch. Get out of line, I’ve slept with you 
before and you belong in your own little tiny section.”

The tiger flushed deeply as the others laughed, backing quickly away and then walking 
off into the open room with a mumble, and Cherry turned her attention to the two left… 
a fairly scrawny ferret who was looking ridiculously hopeful and a… very nice looking, 
muscular and masculine but not overly-huge elk. He caught her eyes on her, and he blushed 
a bit as he shifted, and she noticed that he was also one of the few wearing shorts. Shy, 
pretty attractive, and apparently one of the big boys. Cheque, please. “You! You’re with me. 
Everyone else can get lost.”

The buck smiled warmly as the other males muttered and dispersed, then Cherry 
grinned before looking at the girls and the large male, saying cheerfully: “You guys head for 
‘Private Showroom C,’ say that Cherry sent you to the guard, but wait in the lobby… I’m 
gonna go get the others. You guys might as well get acquainted and comfortable while you’re 
there too, and… oh, you?” She reached up, grabbing the elk’s chin and smiling slightly as 
she noted they were almost the same height; he only had to look up a bit, and he was 
definitely blushing now. “Lose the shorts when you get there.”

With that, she let go of him and strutted past towards the stairs leading to the second 
floor, grinning to herself. It looked like collecting people for the little party could be some 
damn fine fun, after all…

It only took the muscular female about twenty minutes to collect the six males and six 
females she wanted, feeling vaguely amused as she led the last two males towards the private 
building she’d reserved, strutting across the grounds as she reached up and stripped off the 
plain black exercise top she’d put on, then idly spinning it in one hand as they moved 
towards the door. She pushed through into the lobby, then laughed a bit and grinned 
around at the cluster of people gathered, some of the sitting on the chairs and a few 
cuddling cheerfully together on the couch, all of them talking and looking around, clothes 
discarded in piles with only a few spare bits hung up in the closet. A few spare pairs of 
boots also sat nearby, and Cherry kicked off her own combat boots to join this pile, as she 
grinned widely around at the others and said cheerfully: “Okay, boys and girls. Here’s the 
lowdown. The Boss himself is on the other side of that door, and we’re going to do 
everything we can to please him, got it? Now, it’s not gonna be all sex… although he could 
undoubtedly fuck us all sideways and still be able to go for more… but remember to 
worship him and all that.” A pause, and then a glance at the males, who were loitering 
around nearby, one or two looking nervous. “And yes, he is bisexual, to answer that little 



rumor… and we’re all expected to act as his slaves. But you’ll be fine as you as you be 
respectful… but hey, who knows what he’ll ask for?” 

Cherry grinned slightly as she undid her bra, then she tossed it easily aside before 
undoing the fly of her jeans and shoving those down with her g-string, breasts bouncing a 
bit as she leaned forwards to step out of her pants and then pick them up, tossing them 
easily aside with a teasing look around to the others. “But come on, fellow bitches. Master 
awaits through the door.” A pause, then a wink. “I’ll go in first, and I want you to follow in 
two lines… one of  guys, one of  gals. Just uh… just follow my lead, right?”

With that, she turned to the door and pushed through, striding easily into the room as 
the others quickly filtered through afterwards, and she had to work hard to keep her 
seductive smile from bridging into a wide, hungry grin at the sight of Zerrex sitting on his 
throne, leaning idly one elbow with a fist under his muzzle, his eyes half-lidded and white 
locks falling over his features as he gazed over them with his emerald eyes almost burning 
with power and control. 

He had placed on the leather bandolier, and it crossed his chest in an X, joining at the 
center by a heavy metal loop: there was a buckle on each of the studded leather lengths, 
which Zerrex had already used to tighten it as close as possible to his body, although it was 
almost surely uncomfortable with the scarring over his chest. On his legs, he wore a pair of 
crotchless leather chaps that had the classic cowboy styling, with a silver clasp connecting 
them together at waist level: they were almost a bit too tight on the Drakkaren from the 
look, but still hung loose enough around his ankles to look comfortable. Finally, he also 
had a pair of plain leather shorts on beneath this, which bulged more than noticeably as the 
reptile shifted to tent his fingers and rest his muzzle atop them, leaning forwards a bit.

Cherry strutted slowly towards the throne, showing off the curves of her body before 
she kneeled and bowed her head to Zerrex with a grin, her eyes sparkling with pleasure: 
behind her, she heard the others fan out and do the same. “Master Zerrex… I’ve brought 
twelve new servants for you, and as always, we are all at your disposal…”

“Thank you, Cherry.” Zerrex responded easily, smiling slightly as he leaned back in the 
throne, and Cherry could tell he was truly getting into the whole thing: with the setting, the 
atmosphere, and the conflicting auras of submission from everyone and domination from 
the reptile, however, it wasn’t very hard to see why. Then he jerked his head to the side, and 
Cherry immediately walked up and kneeled beside his throne as the reptile said in a soft, 
but commanding voice: “You will present yourselves to me from left to right. Return to 
your position after you tell me your name and I dismiss you. First, come forwards.”

The first in line was on the female side, the hesitant-looking feline that had been one of 
the first Cherry had chosen. She came forwards, then mimicked a polite curtsy to the reptile 
seated in his throne, saying in a quiet voice: “My name is Elle Serenity, sir…”

Zerrex’s eyes roved over her thoughtfully: she shifted back and forth shyly as he 
examined her bust, the curves of her body, and other feminine attributes for a few 
moments, then he nodded and waved a hand easily. She blushed, then quickly headed back 
to her spot as the next female came forwards: Zerrex paused a moment as he noted she had 



the same color of eyes as he did, and the regal color of her scales. She was smallish in body, 
and shaped in much the same way that his mother had been… and inwardly, he felt a brief 
mental battle between whether this was a good or bad thing before finally deciding to just 
go with the flow. She pronounced her name as “Selena,” but Zerrex got the impression that 
this was a pseudonym she used more for safety reasons when attending the OPOS facilities.

The others were all as attractive, and all in good shape: the kind of girls that Zerrex 
liked, in other words. Most of them were also, for the most part, petite and would likely 
have a lot of trouble fitting his whole length in should he choose to take them… but he 
had the feeling that Cherry had done this on purpose. Only one of them – a Dragokkaren 
named Tanya – looked like she would have only a little problem with taking him… and he 
had to admit, she would likely be taking a place by his throne right up here beside Cherry. 

She was seated between a German Sheppard named Gwenivyre – small breasts, but a 
very, very fit body and Zerrex thought he recognized her from the police force – and a 
mouse who looked like a fashion model, with a sumptuous, large bosom and a sleek, 
pristine form that she obviously was more than happy to flaunt. Tanya, however, outdid 
both those girls in Zerrex’s eyes…

She was taller than Cherry… perhaps almost as tall as him, and no more than half a 
foot shorter at most. Her body was lithe but her arms and legs were muscular and built 
well, and she had an impressive bust that rivaled Cherry’s often-unmatched set of breasts. 
She smiled at Zerrex teasingly when she approached, bowing instead of curtsying as the 
others had down, and he’d had her spin once and flex for him before she’d become an 
instant favorite that he felt he’d have to indulge – after all, it was rare that he met someone 
who looked like they could take him all in and scream with pleasure from the start. Hell, 
she even made the other Drakkaren Cherry had brought pale in comparison to her … both 
Selena and the last female, named Maria. Not to say there wasn’t still an allure there, 
though… Maria had a fit body that moved with a natural, easy grace, and she had a 
wonderful shade of  red scales that he’d love to see contrast against his own.

That left the six males to be introduced, as the last female in line sat back down… and 
Zerrex had to admit he was looking forwards to this. Whereas the females had mostly been 
on the smaller, average side and of various sizes… she knew that Zerrex was more 
particular about the kind of males he enjoyed sexuality with when not on a job. And from 
the looks of  it, she had truly outdone herself.

The first in line was a Drakkaren with a powerfully-muscled body, his hide of evergreen 
scales taunt against his form as he walked forwards and then bowed deep before standing 
straight and tall, hands behind his straight back as he tilted his head up with a smile: Zerrex 
noted a tattoo, and immediately labeled him as ex-military. Probably one of the reasons 
Cherry had picked him as well… he grinned slightly as his eyes roved down to examine his 
flaccid member and fair-sized testicles, then he asked casually, before the reptile could speak 
his name: “How large are you when erect? And yes, the others should announce this too, 
with their name.”



“Sir. Sixteen inches, sir.” He replied crisply, and Zerrex licked his muzzle slowly. He’d 
definitely want to have a conversation or two with this respectful young soldier outside of 
this little world, that was for sure. “My name is Mark Hanrahan, sir! Ex-Special Forces 
Corps, unit one-thirteen-twenty-five.”

“Nice. Still remember down to the base number, but I suppose that was drilled into 
your head.” Zerrex said musingly, leaning on the side of the throne before waving the 
Drakkaren back. He nodded respectfully, and Zerrex watched him leave with a grin and a 
flash of interest in his emerald eyes. But five bucks says he was dishonorably discharged or 
cracked under pressure. The only people who leave the Special Forces that young go with 
their stripes cut or in a body bag. It’s the dream job of every young soldier, after all. 
Different rules, special training.

The next in line wasn’t as interesting, but Zerrex did admit he was impressed by the 
grizzly’s bulky body – he looked almost as muscular as he himself was, although he had a 
keg instead of a six-pack, to use the vernacular. The reptile didn’t mind the slight belly so 
much, though… more than likely, it was all muscle under the single layering of fat probably 
caused by a few too many beers each weekend. The tan-furred grizzly said he was named 
Jeremy, and that he had a fourteen inch shaft; for some reason, the name struck a chord 
with the Drakkaren, but he couldn’t think of  why.

But before he bothered to think on it more, the next rose up and walked forwards… 
almost strutted, but Zerrex didn’t blame him, as his eyes flickered with deep interest again 
at the grinning, black-scaled Dragokkaren. The grizzly had certainly been impressive… but 
this reptile was even more powerfully-built, and without the extra layering of fat. He looked 
like the giant, older brother of the Drakkaren that had approached first… standing at what 
looked like eight feet, he gave Zerrex a run for his money in tallest in the room. 

He bowed deeply, one arm in front and the other behind him, then said in a deep, 
proud voice: “It’s a great honor to be here, Boss. My name is Draylin Hezrow, but most 
simply call me Dray. I’m twenty inches when erect.”

Zerrex paused at this, then he said softly: “Hezrow. You’re from Hez’Ranna, aren’t 
you… the Hellbreed Jungle. What the more religious of our kind call the Sacred Cradle, 
the birthplace of all Drakkai?” Drakkai… the species that includes the purebred 
Dragokkaren like Requiem, the pure Drakkaren like Cherry ,and the half-and-halfs like 
me… not to mention the stories of the freak ‘first-blood’ species, the reptile added 
mentally, watching the surprised reaction of Dray. Then, before the black-scaled reptile 
could speak, he added mildly: “And the Hezrow were one of the ruling families of 
Hez’Ranna.”

“True.” Dray smiled at this, but a faint blush rose in his cheeks as he said softly: “But as 
in the traditions of the Hez’Ranna families, when we were sized at birth, we were deemed 
runts. When we became adults, we were still not as strong as the others or as tall or thick-
bodied… so we were exiled from Hez’Ranna, because the pure Hezrow name wouldn’t 
stand the disgrace of  our presence. But I don’t want to bore you-”



“Does the name Markus Requiem Narrius mean anything to you?” Zerrex asked softly, 
as he leaned forwards a bit in the throne, the game forgotten for the moment. At these 
words, Dray and another huge Dragokkaren that sat in the back row shifted uncomfortably, 
and then the black scaled Dragokkaren glanced up at Zerrex questioningly, and the reptile 
nodded.

Dray turned and made a beckoning motion to the other Dragokkaren seated nearby, 
and the larger male nodded before standing and walking forwards. Zerrex sized him up, 
filing away the details and feeling faintly impressed as he took his place by his brother – he 
too had dark scales, but his were a deep navy blue that lightened considerably over his chest, 
and his body was probably a bit more bulky and beefy than his brother’s… he almost 
reminded Zerrex of pictures he’d seen of Requiem when he was younger. He was also 
probably a few inches taller than the Drakkaren that was seated in his throne of power, 
which made him wonder why he’d never noticed the presence of these two giants before. 
“It’s an honor, Boss… my name is Terrance Hezrow. I have a twenty-two inch penis… but I 
suppose you want to hear more about the legends than our sizes at this point?”

Zerrex smiled a bit, although he still felt impressed nonetheless. “Yes, I would, although 
you’re certainly impressive… but please. What do you know about Requiem Narrius?”

The two shifted again, then Dray looked up at his brother; it was more in the way he 
shifted his body than he tilted his head, and Zerrex got the feeling that Terrance was the 
older, or at least wiser, of the pair. Terrance shifted uncomfortably, but when he spoke, his 
oddly-gentle voice carried the confidence of a natural storyteller. “It’s been said that, eighty 
years ago, a challenge was issued from the Narrius family, which I assume you’re from to 
know the names and traditions you do. There were only two challengers, but it’s said they 
ripped through the entire private army employed by our forefathers without hesitation, 
although they were both young.

“One of them held the grace of a king, and fought like a warrior angel… and he 
possessed all the strength that Heaven had to offer as well. It’s probably exaggerated, but it’s 
been said he killed no less than fifty soldiers that night before finally crushing the two 
youngest brothers of the Hezrow family, the Princes Alan and Targis. The other, however, 
was like a savage beast, the opposite of the younger Dragokkaren. He fought with all the 
fury and raw power of Hell, and it is said he gloried in the carnage and annihilated without 
mercy at least a hundred of our cohorts and soldiers before he slaughtered the sisters and 
brothers that remained, and killing Lady Tianna, who was one of the Queens of 
Hez’Ranna. 

“The King of the family, his youngest son, and his two sisters were spared, however… 
the genocide of the Hezrow family unsuccessful because of a traditional fishing trip, of all 
things.” Terrance smiled faintly at this, then he shook his head slowly. “But the Narrius 
family apparently then continued to take other royal and ruling families down by force, 
until Hez’Ranna belonged to the vanguard of the Narrius family, named Ifret… but one 
day, they simply left, and no one knows where they’d gone to.” A pause, then the two 



brothers smiled faintly and bowed to Zerrex again, as Terrance added quietly. “It would 
make sense that you’re the descendant of  one of  those two, with no offense meant, sir.”

Zerrex smiled faintly in return, then he nodded slowly and stood before bowing in 
return, making the two brothers blush deeply, looking humbled: the Drakkaren, however, 
was more than familiar with traditional custom of Hez’Ranna. Then he sat back down and 
said gently: “Come with me later tonight, and I’ll tell you all I know. Until then, I thank 
you two for the services you’ve provided me today.”

“Our pleasure, sir.” Dray responded, then the two brothers sat back down in their 
places. For a few moments, there was an awkward silence, then finally, a young, masculine 
buck approached; the elk Cherry had first laid eyes on and decided to snag. “Um… hello, 
sir. I’m Lexington… I have a… an eighteen inch penis.”

He blushed deeply, as Zerrex looked over him appreciatively and tried to get back into 
character… and looking at this shy, short-haired buck certainly helped him get back into 
the mood as he nodded, then waved him away… watching his small tail and buttocks 
waving back and forth as he left. Then, finally, the last male got up an came forwards; a 
timber wolf with gray fur and a well-muscled body, chiseled abs and the white fur over his 
chest cropped short to accent his musculature. He seemed to have almost no body fat, all of 
his muscles toned and wonderful… but most striking about him were his sharp amber eyes, 
which were both intelligent and thoughtful. He announced his name as Lopos – Ugh. 
That’s almost as bad as Lone Wulfe, Zerrex thought mildly, trying to ignore Cherry’s 
sniggering from beside him – and that he had a fourteen inch penis. 

It was definitely a good collection, all-in-all… and Zerrex licked his muzzle slowly 
before sitting back in his throne and idly sizing them all up again. Then he finally smiled 
slightly and said softly: “It feels like it’s been a good hour since we’ve all gotten to know 
each other… I’m feeling like I could use a nice snack. One of you should go and request 
something like… oh, grapes, to be clichéd, to feed me… I think I want you to do it, buck.”

Zerrex’s eyes settled on the elk, who jumped and flushed deeply before nodding and 
stammering out a “Y-Yes, Master!” before he ran quickly off on his assigned duty. The 
Drakkaren grinned slightly at this, then he turned his gaze to the brothers and said idly: “I 
think it’d be an amusing little diversion if you two wrestled together, but keep it light and 
more slow-grappling than anything else, give me a pleasant show… you’re alright with that, 
aren’t you?” The reptile knew that there’d be no problem, undoubtedly: in Hez’Ranna, the 
popular and traditional way of losing one’s virginity was with one’s brothers and sisters… 
generally sleeping with all of them over the course of a week. And they were big families 
there.

“Of course not, sir.” Dray grinned and said immediately, then he winked at Terrance, 
who looked like he was already relaxing somewhat. He nodded as well, then the two stood 
up and approached the mattress before taking up opposite ends, then both of them 
squatting and putting their hands down in front of them, grinning at each other but 
waiting for confirmation from Zerrex to begin.



The Drakkaren nodded, but held up a hand when Dray moved to lunge forwards a bit, 
to start the grapple. He blushed and sat back, as Zerrex looked around idly, then he pointed 
to Tanya – the female Dragokkaren, who smiled up at Zerrex with her eyes half-lidded and 
a bit of color in her cheeks – as he said softly: “I like your looks. Come up here and sit on 
my lap. And one of you other girls… you, Ellie, right? Why don’t you go and get a 
footstool, then you can rub my feet.”

He smiled slightly, watching the cat nod and curtsy again as she blushed deeply before 
running off, then Zerrex shifted back a bit in his throne as Tanya slipped into his lap, 
wrapping one arm around his neck and rubbing his chest slowly as she purred softly: “Oh 
Master… this is truly such a wonderful honor for me… sitting in your lap, feeling your 
power…” 

“You haven’t felt it yet, my gorgeous slave… but you will soon enough.” Zerrex replied 
with a grin back into her eyes, lightly stroking a finger down the underside of her muzzle. 
Then, as she leaned down, he drew teasingly back before switching his attention to the 
others, as one arm wrapped firmly around her waist and squeezed her against his body, 
enjoying the feeling of her hand playing over his mostly-bare chest. “I want you two… yes, 
the Drakkaren… to come up here and rub my shoulders. And you two, Lopos and Jeremy, 
get in line behind the two Dragokkaren… once one of them pins the other, you can switch 
in and wrestle a bit yourselves.” He paused, watching as the females approached and the two 
males went to their appointed positions, idly looking over who that left. Two females, and 
one male… well, I know how to make that work fine, especially since Cherry’s up here, 
too… “Mark, yes? I think Cherry wants to make friends with you… come up here and 
meet her. And you two girls, come up here on my other side and… make friends yourself.”

The Drakkaren grinned a bit as he felt two pairs of hands gently beginning to work his 
shoulders, then he relaxed back in the throne a bit and let out a sigh of pleasure, closing his 
eyes for a moment as he heard Tanya whispering gentle nothings to him and stroking slowly 
over his chiseled abdominals. Then he left his eyes open to glance first at the two females 
who had taken up their stations to his left, tilting his head slightly to look past Tanya.

Gwenivyre, the German Sheppard, had her eyes closed and back arched a bit as the 
busty mouse kissed slowly down her neck, her hands moving expertly along her sides with 
the gentlest of brushes, one cupping her buttock and the other continuing to rove chastely 
along her body. In return, the canine was lightly trailing her hands against the taunt 
stomach of the mouse, who was whispering something softly into the canid’s ear… it made 
Zerrex grin slightly, then he turned his gaze to the other side.

Cherry had the fellow Drakkaren locked in a kiss, and one of her hands was idly 
playing over his abs, the other curled around his waist – his arms were locked around her 
neck, and one leg was wrapped around her waist as he leaned back, the usual role of male 
and female obviously reversed here as Cherry broke the kiss and grinned hungrily down at 
Mark. The blue-scaled Drakkaren blushed deeply as he opened his eyes and looked back, 
then he kissed and nuzzled at her throat slowly before twitching as one of Cherry’s hands 



slid down to squeeze his dark-fleshed shaft, urging him up towards erection as he 
murmured: “Oh… ma’am…”

“Miss or sir, but call me ma’am and I rip your balls off.” Cherry responded in a sweet 
voice, and Mark’s eyes widened as he stared up at her stupidly for a few moments. The 
muscular female merely grinned in return, then silenced any further words or uncertainties 
with another kiss as she trailed one finger up his growing shaft.

Zerrex felt more amused than horny right now, despite the goings-on around him, as he 
gazed towards the center mattress, where the two Dragokkaren were still standing ready… 
and then he rose his hand, and they lunged at each other, meeting in the middle and then 
pausing to lean against each other for a moment before rolling once, their movements 
powerful, graceful, and liquid without being too fast. Zerrex smiled as he watched this for a 
few moments, then he leaned up to kiss Tanya, who let out a soft sound of pleasure into his 
muzzle and bucked against him – he could feel a growing heat from her crotch, as she 
rested against his body, and he slowly drew one of his hands down her stomach as the other 
cradled her against his muscular form, enjoying the power and control he felt as the entire 
world in this room revolved around him.

Outside, the elk leaned on the counter with a sigh, looking at the security guard with a 
bit of a blush as they talked and waited for the OPOS staff to bring the requested items. 
He looked down a bit at the question of the golden retriever, than back up and said 
thoughtfully: “I dunno. I’m gay, not bi, so obviously I’m gonna be biased and say Zerrex. I 
gotta admit though, Cherry isn’t so bad-looking. I’d love to ask her what she does to work 
out, but I’m kinda shy , too…”

“Yeah, but… like… I think that’s just the way she was born, personally. I mean, her 
guns are bigger than yours, dude.” The golden retriever replied amusedly, and Lexington 
rubbed at one of  his arms with a bit of  a wince. “But you know-”

“I’ll show you a big gun.” muttered a voice, and the two males looked up with a start to 
see a harried-looking white wolf standing in the entrance, a leather jacket hanging loosely 
from his shoulders despite his bulge of gut. He glared back and forth, then, before the 
security officer could react, Lone drew the massive magnum revolver from where it was 
holstered at his waist and took aim at Lexington, barking: “Hands up, both of you, or I 
blow this deer’s head off ! Don’t make me say it twice!”

“Elk.” Lexington corrected almost silently, then he winced and did as he was told; 
behind him, the young guard had also already complied, looking terrified. Lone glared 
around the room, then eyed the shy cat who had sat down on the couch. She had stared 
back in horror, then fainted, and Lone had snorted before turning his attention to the two 
males before him: they both noticed that the gun was trembling violently, but it only 
increased the sense of intimidation. After all, the wolf looked like a psycho… a sane person 
would likely think twice before shooting someone, but no one could count on the insane to 
do anything.

The wolf glared back and forth, then he jerked his head and said harshly: “Come 
around the counter, and then both of you get down on your stomachs. And don’t even 



bother with the alarm.” Lone gave a cracked laugh as he jerked the huge, rectangular revolver 
at the two of them, watching as they both lay flat and then grinning maniacally – his 
emotions were running rampant, and he had utterly no idea of what he was doing here 
anymore. “If I actually shoot the Boss, then I’m going to be dead anyway. And if I don’t… 
the likelihood of  me walking out alive is about… oh… zero! Ha”

Lone gave another cracked laugh, then he quickly hopped over the two before shoving 
through the doors and yelling loudly: “Party’s over!”

Originally, the wolf ’s plan had been to confront Zerrex at his home… to scare him 
with the gun – if possible – and maybe even shoot him, if it came right down to it… 
although he was beginning to think that shooting Zerrex with this gun would be the 
equivalent of shooting a pissed-off Hell’s Angel with a little plastic BB gun… not smart, in 
other words. So the wolf had climbed on the bus, of all things… and had quickly gotten 
lost in the transit system, before he’d finally stared out the window and seen his sports car. 
He’d yelled and danced around in the aisle, saying he needed to get off, and the bus driver 
had cheerfully ignored him until Lone had jerked his gun out of his coat. Then he’d been 
kicked quickly off the bus, and the wolf had walked quickly back to the OPOS facility 
with the gun shoved in his waistband. 

This, of course, had had the effect of entirely destroying Lone’s plan. For one thing, 
OPOS hated him and the way he had tried to wipe them off the map once they’d kicked 
him out for trying to get all the females in the room in one big orgy with him. For another 
thing, it was crowded. And finally, they weren’t all sex-starved losers who just wanted to get 
laid by anyone and through any means possible… some of the people here looked damn 
good and obviously were tough enough to take him out if they wanted to. Finally, it meant 
searching the whole compound, which the wolf didn’t want to do… but luck – or maybe it 
was the worst stroke of luck, ever, in history, that he’d had – had guided him to this place 
first, and he’d heard the two at the front talking about Zerrex… meaning he’d hit jackpot 
first shot off. An amazing thing… or possibly very terrible.

And so now the wolf was here… but instead of the calm, cool strut he’d hoped he’d be 
able to pull off, and the fake confidence he had tried to coat himself in and armor himself 
with… he was laughing maniacally as he walked forwards, a twisted grin on his face that 
made even Dray and Terrance back off and look shocked, then both Dragokkaren looked 
up at Zerrex… but the Drakkaren stood and gently put Tanya down as most of the 
members of his little congregation scattered behind the pillars with shrieks. Zerrex walked 
forwards slowly, to the edge of the mattress, as Lone continued to approach jaggedly, then 
he motioned the two muscular reptiles to move aside, and they did so with matching 
frowns. A pause, and Zerrex absently realized they were twins… not identical, but close. 
His second meeting with a pair of  twins in two days… wonders never ceased, right? 

Cherry quickly approached his side, and the reptile glanced over his shoulder to see that 
both Tanya and the military Drakkaren were hiding fearfully behind his throne, before he 
glanced forwards again to see that a few others had dashed past Lone and through the 
doors when they’d realized the psychotic-looking wolf was only after Zerrex. The Boss 



frowned as he put his arms behind his back, Cherry standing nervously nearby, then she 
winced back as Lone turned his gaze on her and tilted his head, muzzle almost foaming as 
he looked at her and then forced a smile, saying in a squeaky, broken voice: “Look, Cherry! 
I’m standing up for you… I want to be your friend! Please, let me show you how far I’ll go 
for you, I don’t want to be alone, don’t want to be alone, a lone Lone, anymore.” A pause, 
then Lone began to give horrible, cracked laughter, grabbing his skull with one hand and 
shaking wildly back and forth, bringing the gun up as Zerrex’s anger fell away and he felt 
only pity.

“Alone, a lone Lone! Get it? Get it?” he howled, then attempted to snarl and grin a the 
same time, distorting his features as he stomped forwards over the mattress, before shoving 
the gun into Zerrex’s chest, through the metal ring of the bandolier and yelling: “I’m not 
scared of you and I don’t need you! I want you to stop hogging Cherry all to yourself, and I 
want you to respect me and not be mean to me or use her! You be nice to her, or I’ll… I’ll 
kill you if  you try and keep me a lone Lone!” 

“Then pull the trigger.” Zerrex said quietly, looking down at the wolf, and Lone froze. 
The reptile reached up to grasp the barrel of the gun, holding it firm as he guided the black 
metal rectangle up over his heart, saying calmly: “Pull the trigger, Lone. Here’s the chance 
you’ve wanted for all these years. For the last three years, we’ve been dancing… and you 
planned to kill me, but almost died yourself in the betrayal. So here, Lone. Pull the trigger. 
Go ahead. But what’s it going to get you?”

“I can do it… I can do it…” Lone whispered, his entire body trembling violently… but 
the gun suddenly felt too heavy, his arm too tired, and his eyes stared up at Zerrex with 
something like horror as his mind slowly worked to process what was happening, what the 
implications of the Drakkaren’s words meant. Then, as suddenly as he’d decided to take this 
destructive path, he realized he couldn’t… and he fell silently backwards as he released the 
gun, hitting the mattress and slumping as he whispered quietly: “I can’t…”

Zerrex nodded and lowered the gun, looking down at the wolf with sympathy as he 
held the revolver out, down to the wolf… and Lone blinked quietly before looking up at 
him silently, reaching up to grasp the wooden handle quietly. “What… why are you…”

“You’re not a bad person, Lone. You’re just an idiot. Your intentions were pure, but you 
were being selfish… thinking of what you wanted, instead of what was right, and what 
Cherry would have wanted. If she’s your friend, you have to think about what’s best for her, 
too… what’s right for her.” Zerrex responded gently, letting the wolf take the revolver from 
him and watching the lupine stare down at it, holding it tight in his hands as he began to 
rock slowly back and forth on the spot. “You could never pull the trigger, and even if you 
did, you’d realize later that you’d betrayed me in the same way your Apple Villa crusader 
friends betrayed you… and Cherry would never have wanted to be around you again either, 
and I see you having a very nasty end.”

He stopped, then looked down at the wolf pityingly for a few more moments before 
turning back to approach his throne again, feeling that he could at least get things going 



with the few people who remained… but then Lone swallowed thickly and spoke up in a 
heated, trembling voice: “But I want Cherry to be my friend…”

“I am your friend, you fucking retard!” Cherry snarled, rounding on the wolf… then 
blushing furiously as Zerrex gave her a surprised look. She coughed, but then forced herself 
to continue on anyway, saying darkly: “Just because I’m your friend doesn’t mean I can 
sacrifice every little minute for you, when you’re living the high life and happy off in your 
mansion, but Zerrex here is almost breaking his body with training and worry for his 
daughter… I have…” she stopped, then quieted and said in a softer voice that was as much 
to herself as the wolf: “I have responsibilities I have to live up to. And promises I need to 
keep.”

“But…” Lone stared and trembled violently, feeling everything falling apart as he 
crawled forwards towards the two across the mattress, whispering up to her: “But I can 
make you happier… please you more…”

Zerrex sighed, closing his eyes and reaching a hand up to touch his temple… but then 
he frowned a bit as Cherry nudged him, and opened his eyes to see that she was grinning 
down at the lupine in a rather unsettling way. Then she looked at him with half-lidded eyes 
before saying sweetly: “I think that sounds like a challenge, Zerrex… he thinks he can 
please me more than you can.”

“I heard.” Zerrex said mildly, then he paused as he realized the implications of her 
words, frowning at the female as he rose his hands. “Hey. Wait. You aren’t thinking-”

But Cherry had already squatted down, reaching out to tickle under the wolf ’s chin and 
making him smile hesitantly, eyes and ears only for her as she smiled at him soothingly. “So, 
Lone. You think you can pleasure me more than Zerrex, huh? Would you be willing to do 
anything to try and prove that? How about participating in a little bet, then?”

Lone immediately nodded, wiping his eyes and looking at her childishly. “Yeah, yeah, 
sure! I’ll do anything, bet anything… because I know I’m a better friend than he is.” He 
grinned widely, then looked up at Zerrex with a blush and added in a mumble: “No 
offense. But it’s true.”

The Drakkaren merely rolled his eyes at this, however, then he sighed and looked at 
Cherry, who was looking up at him with big eyes and a slight, devilish smile. “Fine, Cherry. 
I’ll play your little game, then…” A pause as he looked at the wolf, crossing his arms and 
tilting his head mildly. “You realize what she wants, right? She wants us to have sex with 
her… one, then the other, however she wants it from us… and then whoever can stay up 
the longest and give her the most pleasure wins.”

Lone stared up at the reptile, wondering if he had just heard right as Cherry muttered 
something about ruining all the surprises. The wolf also realized that he couldn’t back out 
now… it would be a shameful retreat, and make him look like he was an impotent idiot. So 
instead he forced out a smile, then nodded as he stood and quickly stripped off his jacket, 
tossing it aside and trying to psych himself up as he said in a faint voice: “Of course! I… 
I’m looking forwards to… proving that my… I’m better in bed than even the legendary… 
Boss…”



Zerrex looked at the wolf and wondered for not the first time if he had brain damage, 
before shrugging slowly and rolling his shoulders. Then Cherry straightened and quickly 
threw an arm around both of them, grinning as she said cheerfully: “Well, you guys can 
take me one at a time at first… your choice of sex. And then I’ll give you oral and see who 
can last the longest and give the biggest load, huh?”

“Twice in a row?” Lone stammered, then he couldn’t help but look at the bulging crotch 
of the Drakkaren and feel a sinking horror in his chest. Oh shit oh shit oh shit. I don’t even 
have any of those pills on me! “Um… I mean… yeah, sure, no problem! So long as you can 
keep up, that is, Boss…”

The much-taller male looked down at the wolf with vague amusement: the fact that 
Lone was trying to be falsely-confident instead of actually believing he was all that made 
him actually more of an endearing asshole than a completely-stupid asshole. He merely 
nodded, then Cherry slapped them both firmly on the back – enough to make Zerrex wince 
and Lone fall forwards with a grunt, before he quickly scrambled to his feet as the female 
Drakkaren said cheerfully: “I’ll undress you both first… get you both up and aroused… 
and then we’ll decide who goes first. And whoever loses our little contest here…” a pause, 
then her eyes gleamed and she said with a wide grin: “Whoever loses… has to suck the 
winner’s cock.”

Lone stared at Cherry with horror… but then he glanced up and blinked as he Zerrex 
shifted uncomfortably and rubbed the back of his head. Then the wolf took a quick look 
around the room and realized what had been going on in here – it was OPOS, after all. 
Maybe the Drakkaren had just finished a few sessions or something like that… and he was 
tired, and thus he wouldn’t be able to get up at all! This thought made the wolf swell with 
confidence inside… and he could feel something else swelling as well, as Cherry looked at 
him and rubbed her body close against his, making color rise in his cheeks as she asked in a 
sensuous voice: “Well… are you okay with that, Mayor Wulfe?”

“Oh… sure! Sounds… sounds like fun!” Lone grinned stupidly, then he blushed deep 
and quickly added: “Getting sucked off my the Boss, I mean, that’ll be great when I win, 
not the other way around…” Although now… the wolf couldn’t help but feel his eyes 
returning to that bulge in Zerrex’s shorts, and a voice whispering curious questions about 
what it would be like to have the Drakkaren’s thick meat in his muzzle… what it would 
taste like, and how big it was…

He tried to shake the thoughts off, focusing instead on Cherry, and her breasts, and the 
way her legs curved and the slit of her vagina and… the muscles of her arms… but before 
the wolf could catch himself for his last thought, the female cleared her throat and rose her 
hands in the air, saying loudly and clearly: “Okay everyone, gather around! We’ve got our 
challenger here, Lone Wulfe, the mayor… and our lord and master here, Zerrex Narrius, 
the legendary Boss!” A pause, and then she grinned around at the greatly cut-down group 
composed of the twin Dragokkaren, Tanya, Maria, and Mark… all reptiles, in other words. 
She didn’t have a problem with it, really… but the last two still looked edgy, like they 



wanted to run away if they were given the chance. She figured they’d calm down once Lone 
threw away the gun he was still waving around without realizing it, though. 

“First, I’ll undress Lone…” Cherry said cheerfully, then she walked over to the wolf 
and gently pried the gun out of his hands, smiling encouragingly to him as she leaned down 
and kissed his neck gently, whispering for him to put his arms out. The wolf shuddered in 
bliss and closed his eyes, then he nodded and held them out as he felt Cherry’s hands move 
slowly over his chest, his penis pushing up against the fabric of his loose boxers, making his 
pants tent out as he felt her undoing the buttons of his shirt before easily pulling it off his 
body.

She rubbed gently over his belly, then moved her hands down to the fly of his pants and 
easily flicked the button open before zipping it slowly down, leaning forwards to kiss his 
throat gently. The wolf shuddered again, closing his eyes and melting against her hands as 
he felt her slowly pulling his pants down, then dropping down to her knees, teasingly 
nuzzling the pink flesh as it pushed fully out from his sheath, knot bulging as his firm cock 
throbbed dully. He shifted, feeling proud and amazingly aroused as the female Drakkaren 
slowly pulled the shoes off the lupine, then lightly pulled his pants and boxers free and 
tossed them aside, leaving the wolf  standing entirely naked.

He opened his eyes, then grinned as Cherry stood, wrapping his arms around her as she 
grasped his hips, pushing forwards and kissing him slowly: the wolf kissed her hungrily 
back, their tongues working together for a few moments of bliss for the lupine before she 
stepped back and winked, trailing a finger under his muzzle before turning to Zerrex and 
saying teasingly: “Think you can beat that, Boss?”

“I’m sure we’ll see.” Zerrex responded, looking at the lupine with faint amusement, eyes 
sizing the wolf up. A penis that was larger than the usual, perhaps, but nothing impressive 
like even the smallest in the room… but then he was looking down at Cherry dominatingly, 
reaching up to squeeze her shoulders as he watched as her hands moved lightly along his 
sides before reaching up for the buckles, and the reptile said softly: “Slow. Do it slow.”

The female nodded and kissed his throat in response to this, then she slowly undid the 
first buckle, loosening it as far as it would go before moving to the next top buckle, undoing 
that as well before gently removing it. She grinned slightly, rubbing their muzzles together 
slowly as she stood on the tips of her toeclaws, and Zerrex gave a sound of pleasure and 
affirmation before pushing gently down on her shoulders, forcing her to drop to her knees.

Lone stared, suddenly feeling amazingly anxious and uncertain as he reached down to 
grasped his own fleshy member, stroking it idly… but he already felt stiff and hard, 
aroused to the point where even this gentle stroking was enough to almost enough to make 
him want to pump himself madly until he came. He could feel the anxiety growing as 
Cherry slowly undid the clasp of the belt and pushed down the crotchless chaps Zerrex was 
wearing, and his mouth went dry, the lupine scared of the feelings rolling through his 
body… but amazingly aroused all the same.

The reptile stepped out of his pants, then Cherry reached up, grinning, as she slowly 
drew down the reptile’s tight leather shorts, giving a soft sound of pleasure as Zerrex 



twitched and licked his muzzle slowly, looking down at her and moving one hand to rest in 
the center of his back, the other reaching down to rest on her skull as he looked down at 
her softly.

Slowly, she continued to draw down the reptile’s shorts… and the black flesh of the 
reptile’s shaft began to show, inch by inch by inch of still-flaccid shaft steadily unveiling. 
Lone found himself gaping in amazement as Zerrex finally stepped out of his shorts and 
Cherry threw them away, then the female slowly stood up and pressed gently against the 
powerful reptile’s side, murring softly as she kissed at his throat and reached down to grasp 
the gigantic but still-soft member.

Slowly, she began to stroke it as she pressed firmly into his side, the large male idly 
wrapping an arm around her, and then Zerrex glanced over at Lone with a slight smile, 
tilting his head upwards and saying mildly: “It looks like mine’s bigger even when I’m not 
hard… so about how big are you, Lone? Nine, ten inches? I’m thirty-two, overall, when 
hard… but don’t worry. I cause a lot of pain to most people until they get used to me… 
Cherry, of course, is pretty used to having me take her though, so I can even get rough with 
her and she likes it just fine.”

The muscular female gave a quite murr at this, as Zerrex spread his legs slightly and let 
his eyes slip closed, arching his back and grinning slowly as his gargantuan length slowly 
grew towards full erection. Lone could only stare and watch, wondering with something like 
amazement how anyone could possess a penis so huge and how it would even work, as it 
slowly grew until it was its near-three-foot length, a throbbing tower of obsidian flesh. 
Lone felt himself leaking pre at the sight of it, and he almost wanted to turn away as he 
watched Zerrex and Cherry kiss slowly again… not because of jealousy, but because of how 
aroused it was making him. He couldn’t take his eyes off  the Drakkaren’s powerful body… 

Zerrex nuzzled Cherry slowly, then he looked across at Lone, who was drooling, a long 
string of saliva hanging from his gaping muzzle… amusingly enough, his penis too had 
released a long string of pre dangling from the hip, which didn’t make it hard to guess 
which brain the wolf was thinking with right now. But it was also curious, and Zerrex 
winked at the lupine and flexed one arm, making his thick muscles bulge and the lupine 
blush furiously, answering the question in the Drakkaren’s mind. Well then. Maybe Cherry 
was right after all… this could definitely prove interesting, at least. “How about you go 
first, Lone? You look all riled up and ready, anyway.”

“Yeah… sure…” Lone said faintly, then he dragged his eyes away from Zerrex as the 
reptile stepped backwards, putting his hands behind his head and letting his immense girth 
stand free. The wolf forced himself to look down at Cherry, however, who was now laying 
on her back with her legs spread, her arms out as she smiled slightly up at him, and Lone 
fell to his knees before crawling unsteadily forwards and leaning in towards her, barely able 
to breathe.

The muscular female grinned, whispering softly: “It’s quite amazing, huh? Why don’t 
you just give up now and give in to what I and everyone else in this room knows by now… 



just give in to what you really want to do, I mean.” Cherry half-lidded her eyes, adding in a 
soft breath: “It’s really great to try, and you’ll probably find you like it…”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Lone said in a strangled voice, but he was 
afraid he did, as he positioned himself over her and then swallowed thickly, managing to 
grin and mumbling: “It’s not the size, it’s how you use it… I’ll… I’ll take you on the ride of 
your life, baby…”

Cherry merely smiled knowingly at the wolf, then she arched her back and let out a 
groan as the wolf pushed into her, exaggerating her movements and bucking up against him 
as the wolf thrusted hard forwards, his hands shifting to grip her hips tightly. He let out a 
whimper of pleasure through grit teeth, clenching his eyes shut at how hot and tight she 
was: he refused to believe that Zerrex could actually fit in here, or that his penis was really 
so huge… it had to be some illusion, some joke! 

He couldn’t resist looking up again as he began to thrust, feeling Cherry bucking easily 
back against him and groaning softly as she reached up to grasp his shoulders, the wolf 
leaning forwards and squeezing into her hips as he grunted quietly and worked his already 
steely-stiff shaft in and out of her tight, clenching vagina. He found his eyes once more 
locking on the reptile’s massive shaft, as Zerrex stood with his arms crossed behind his 
chest, and the wolf felt drool coming to his mouth again as he began to ram harder in and 
out of Cherry, his knot striking firmly against the lips of her sex again and again and 
testicles swinging as he began to pant, his heart thudding in his chest before he suddenly 
slammed his weight forwards.

The wolf ’s thick knot sunk into her, and Cherry let out a loud moan and arched her 
back, cradling his waist with her strong legs as she bucked with greater firmness up against 
Lone, grinning as her arms wrapped around him and squeezed him down against her body. 
He was panting hard and already thrusting crazily, his stiff member thudding rapidly back 
and forth as the knot remained buried in her, the wolf moaning hungrily as he rocked his 
weight against her body again and again. She arched her back and let out another groan, 
bucking her waist firmly up towards him once more and making the wolf twitch and push 
hard down against her for a moment, his eyes wide open and staring past her at Zerrex.

She grinned, then leaned up and whispered: “He’s taken me in every way possible, you 
know… and some that don’t seem like it can happen… imagine cramming that whole 
length up your ass or down your throat, right to the hilt…” 

“St… stop it!” Lone moaned, but his eyes remained locked on the male as he began to 
shove harder back and forth, dislodging his own knot a bit before hammering it back into 
her, thrusts wild and rapid as he rocked his weight and body against her, sweat rolling 
through his fur as he felt his ecstasy go up a notch and his orgasm rising faster as images 
spun through his head. Suddenly, he found himself unable to hold back, and he closed his 
eyes tightly as he bore his body down against Cherry’s with all his strength, letting out a 
loud, strained cry of pleasure against her as his fingers dug into her hips as he began to 
move furiously fast, his stiff shaft twitching and then releasing several weak spurts of his 
seed into her body, the wolf flushing as his testicles jounced against the female’s tail but 



never swung hard enough to reach her body, the wolf bucking rapidly before he finally came 
to a halt, panting quietly and resting atop the strong female’s body as she made a gentle 
cooing noise and rubbed slowly down his back, looking at him with the same smile and 
something like sympathy, as the wolf  trembled and kept his eyes clenched shut.

Finally, he looked up to see her expression, then he grunted as he tried to pull back, 
paws scraping against the ground and hands shoving against the floor beside her hips before 
he finally managed to pull free, stiff penis letting out another small squirt of seed before it 
began to retreat quickly back into his sheath. The wolf flushed as he looked down at 
Cherry, who rubbed over her stomach and closed her eyes, then she half-opened one and 
said idly: “You tried, wolf. That’s what’s important.” 

“Don’t be cruel, Cherry.” Zerrex said mildly, as he walked forwards, then he reached 
down and grabbed her leg, easily dragging her around in a circle as he dropped down over 
her, grinning as he pushed his thick member down so the head of the huge, stiff shaft 
rapped gently against her stomach. “Or I’ll be cruel.”

“But you know I love that…” Cherry replied with a soft murr, grinning in return, then 
she glanced up at Lone, who looked both humiliated and enraptured. “Now, watch and 
learn, wolf… you might not have the length, but Zerrex doesn’t just use that to ram me…”

“Shut up.” Zerrex said idly, as he reached a hand down and gently squeezed the female’s 
crotch with it, trailing two fingers against the lips of her sex. Cherry twitched and grunted 
at the pressure of his palm on her clit, then the reptile slowly revolved his hand against the 
sensitive nub before drawing two fingers down and gently pushing them into her, saying 
softly: “He got you wet, at least… which is better than a lot of the other guys you’d go out 
and screw before me.”

“They were foreplay!” Cherry argued playfully, but then she twitched and panted a bit 
as Zerrex thrusted his fingers lightly into her again. She opened her muzzle to say 
something else, but then the reptile lightly settled one hand on her breast as he added 
another finger and shoved in hard, stretching her slightly and making her grunt and arch her 
back, trying to hide her pleasure with a fake wince. “Hey, watch your-”

“Shut up.” Zerrex repeated gently, slowly pulling his fingers back and glancing down at 
them, before bringing them up to the female’s muzzle and twiddling them a bit. For a few 
moments, Cherry only looked at them… but then she met Zerrex’s eyes and smiled slightly 
before leaning forwards and gently suckling on them, rolling her tongue around the thick 
digits and tasting both herself, her husband’s flesh and the wolf ’s seed. She arched her back 
at the same time, pushing her chest up as the large male moved his hand to her other breast, 
rotating it slowly against her chest before drawing his fingers up to lightly flick over her 
nipple.

Then he allowed his hand to continue down, rubbing slowly over her stomach before 
pinning her gently, pushing firmly down against her chiseled abdominals. Zerrex slowly 
pulled his other hand back as Cherry let out a soft sound of desire, looking up at him with 
submission instead of the usual fight for domination. The tall Drakkaren grinned a bit at 
this, everyone else around them forgotten as he drew his hips back and lightly pushed his 



massive shaft down, rubbing the head of his enormous length against her lips, grinding it 
lightly up and down and making her breathe a bit harder as she looked up at him with 
desire. He could feel the heat of her sexual need, could feel her wetness with the head of 
his obsidian length of flesh… and then he guided himself gently down against her 
entrance, tilting his head as he asked in a voice that was almost teasing: “Do you want it, 
Cherry? Do you need it? Will you go to any lengths for it?”

“I do… I do…” the muscular female nodded in return, panting quietly and gazing 
hungrily back up at the reptile: it only made Zerrex grin all the wider as he nodded back, 
then he slowly rolled his hips, gyrating the head of his shaft against her sex and making her 
grunt quietly as the very tip forced its way between her welcoming lips, stretching them ever 
so slightly as the blunt, firm head of  his shaft worked forwards a bit more.

“Then play with yourself for me… you have a pair of hands and a very nice pair of 
breasts… the math’s simple.” Zerrex responded in that same teasing voice, except now there 
was a hint of undeniable command as well. Cherry gazed hungrily up at Zerrex, twitching 
and excited by the voice the reptile was using, feeling him continuing to stimulate her with 
a gentle grinding against her entrance. He rewarded her with a nod and a smile as she 
brought her hands up from her sides to gently grasp her breasts, manipulating them lightly 
and pushing them together as the reptile set his eyes on them, then he said softly: “Good, 
bitch… that’s right.”

Cherry murred gently, then she let out a soft gasp, arching her back and squeezing her 
fingers into her own firm swells as she felt Zerrex suddenly buck forwards, her legs 
twitching as the enormous head of his shaft burrowed into her, making her pant quietly, 
moaning softly. A bit of blood dripped down from one of her stretched lips as her passage 
tore a bit, the female trembling as she let out another slow sigh of pleasure and amazement: 
it really felt like it had been too long since she had last been taken by the Drakkaren, had 
gotten laid by anyone who wasn’t the fattened lupine who didn’t know how to properly use 
his dick. 

She groaned quietly, arching her back and slowly continuing to toy with and massage 
her own bust, as Zerrex reached down to lightly grasp her hips, then he thrusted forwards 
again with a grunt, his body flexing powerfully. Cherry let out another moan as she felt his 
thick length slide forwards, stretching her and forcing into her, making her spasm and rock 
her head from side-to-side, panting hard already as she felt her hot passage gripping the 
male’s huge member: less than a third of it had been shoved into her so far, but already she 
was burning with pleasure and ecstasy. Her hands slowly played and squeezed with her bust 
as she gazed up at him with an expression of intense, stupefied pleasure, bucking her hips 
slowly to try and sink more of the gargantuan obsidian tower into her as she looked over 
his body hungrily, then finally let out a grunt and whispered: “You’re bigger… not your 
cock, but all your other muscles…”

“Well, I have been working out.” Zerrex replied in a soft voice… but there was no 
tremble, despite the fact he was in absolute pleasure: the reptile was in complete control, as 
his eyes flicked over her, watching her continuing to slowly massage and play with her swells 



as he began to slide forwards into her again, thrusting inch-by-inch into her body as she 
moaned and arched her back. She was already tightening, her passage sealing against his 
throbbing Drakkaren meat, but the reptile was only getting started as he murred deeply and 
leaned forwards a bit over her, letting his muscles flex again before he gave a sudden hard 
thrust that made Cherry nearly shriek, back arching and a bit more blood leaking from her 
stretched passage as she clenched her eyes shut: not in pain, but in pleasure. 

Zerrex gave another loud, almost growl of pleasure, then he dropped his weight 
forwards as he reached one hand up to grip her shoulder firmly, pounding forwards again 
into her and this time causing the lips of her sex to kiss his crotch, her passage swallowing 
his entire cock as the powerful male let out a hungry groan of pleasure, arching his back 
down against the muscular female as Cherry squeezed her own breasts firmly in her hands, 
then she reached up to wrap her arms tightly around the powerful male’s neck, her own 
muscles flexing firmly as her legs wrapped tightly around his waist. She ground her body up 
against her husband, eyes clenching shut as she let out a shriek of pleasure, bucking her hips 
firmly against the powerful reptile as Zerrex grunted again in ecstasy. Her tight walls 
gripped him, squeezing the hard flesh of his shaft tightly and covering him with a 
wonderful, burning pleasure; adding to this ecstasy was the feeling of her juices leaking 
down the gargantuan shaft, along with the extra lubrication of her blood from the tearing 
of  her vagina.

 Zerrex gave another murr of pleasure as he rocked forwards, slowly revolving his hips 
again to cause Cherry to twitch and buck against him, the female panting roughly and 
moaning as she stroked slowly up his spine and up his neck into the male’s hair, squeezing 
her fingers against his scalp. She bucked slowly against him, feeling the huge shaft buried to 
the hilt in her body, filling her up and stretching her like she’d wanted for what seemed like 
an eternity but hadn’t had… it hurt, too, but even the hurt was beautiful and just added to 
the bliss rolling through her body.

The huge cock of the male drew slowly back now, making her moan before Zerrex 
rocked firmly forwards with a grunt, slamming to the hilt into her again and making Cherry 
arch her back and release a long moan of pleasure, bucking her hips firmly in reply to the 
male’s powerful movement. Her powerful muscles flexed as she rolled her body up against 
the male’s, breasts pushing firmly up against his bulky chest, her eyes clenched shut as she 
pushed her head under his neck with a moan. Her passage squeezed the reptile’s girthy 
tower of obsidian flesh firmly, his large testicles smacking firmly against her anus, then 
resting against the base of  her tail as the large male murred hungrily.

He flexed slowly as he held her tightly up against him, one hand squeezing into her 
shoulder and his fingers digging into her hip, growling hungrily as his body covered the 
female’s, pinning her easily beneath him as he began to thrust slowly in and out of the 
female, making her moan with every deep push of his obsidian shaft into her. His heavy 
navy orbs bounced against her with every shove of his huge member to the hilt, the sound 
of flesh striking solid flesh only adding to the harmony of sounds that were rising from the 
vociferously-moving pair. 



Zerrex grunted as he picked up his thrusts slightly in speed and power after a minute or 
so of easy thrusting, his gigantic black penis thrusting into her over and over as Cherry 
rocked back with greater force, her moans and soft cries music to the reptile’s ears. She 
bucked and shifted beneath him, clutching his waist with her legs, her passage clenching 
against the reptile’s steel-hard member as he shoved it to the hilt again and again into her 
body, trying her best to resist the oncoming orgasm as some of her juices leaked out along 
the gigantic penis with her blood. Her breasts ground against his body as she panted hard, 
top of her muzzle pressing against her husband’s throat, claws digging lightly into his back 
as he pushed his weight against her, causing her to groan and push her body back against 
the powerful male’s.

One of the reptile’s hands moved up to rub the female’s firm abdominals, feeling her 
body flexing against his, and then he drew his hand down, flicking her clit lightly with his 
thumb as he continued to rock his thick shaft forwards into her over and over, causing her 
to twitch and give a sharper cry of pleasure, her eyes clenching shut as she bucked up hard 
at the same time. The simple gesture caused the already amazing pleasure to become 
unbearable, and Cherry released another cry, then another as she began to rock her hips 
ferociously against the gigantic meat of the male, her passage beginning to rhythmically 
clench against his huge shaft, squeezing it almost painfully as Zerrex grunted hungrily and 
then grinned, moving both hands up her body to grab her shoulders and forcefully pin her 
against the floor as she cried out again and rocked powerfully against him. Their eyes locked 
for a moment as the reptile raised himself a bit above the muscular female, feeling her 
hands moving to clench into his sides, her bulky muscles flexing as she arched her back, 
pushing her bust up towards him and then throwing her head back with a rising series of 
ecstatic cries, her juices releasing in a long torrent down the huge cock of the powerful male 
Drakkaren.

Zerrex continued to thrust quickly, powerfully, but easily into the female, growling 
hungrily as he watched her body squirm and buck under him, saw the sweat sheening off 
her scales and felt her moving against him with surprising strength, her passage enveloping 
his cock in a tight, amazingly pleasurable heat. His body flexed and worked above her as he 
slammed his thick shaft to the hilt into her vagina again and again, his testicles smacking 
loudly – and now wetly – against her anus, the sound and feeling only adding to the ecstasy 
in both reptiles. The strong male was nowhere through yet, his eyes sparkling with a deep 
lust and his grin wide and dominating; he was in control of both himself and the female 
beneath his powerful body, and every movement of his body spoke of that, as he continued 
to rock in and out.

Cherry was still in the grips of her orgasm, rocking harder against the male as she let 
out another almost-harsh shriek of pleasure: his continued, controlled movements and the 
feeling of him bearing down on her, the aura of power he held and the way he controlled 
her serving to draw it out into an agonizing ecstasy that was minutes long. Her passage 
clenched against the giant black-fleshed buried inside of her again and again, her juices 
continued to spurt and pour down the throbbing shaft, and she continued to buck and rock 
hard, her back arched, eyes clenched shut, and teeth grit as if in pain. The pleasure was 



intense and unmatched, and it left Cherry gasping for breath even as her orgasm finally 
began to subside, her hips bucking automatically with the continued thrusting of her lover 
as she moaned and trembled beneath him. 

After a few more moments, Zerrex began to pick up speed again, grunting quietly as he 
moved one hand to squeeze a breast roughly, causing the female to moan loudly as she 
forced her head up to gaze at him submissively… and then, suddenly, the Drakkaren 
slammed his member forwards, rocking the female’s body with the sheer power of his thrust 
and causing her to cry out before he drew slowly back, making her shudder with bliss, 
panting hard as she looked up at him, the reptile grinning and his eyes half-lidding as he 
looked down at her. His thrusts halted entirely, only the rounded head of his thirty-two 
inch cock remaining buried inside of her, his eyes glowing with power as he asked in a soft, 
teasing voice: “Do you want me to keep thrusting?”

“Yes… oh Gods yes… please…” Cherry moaned and squirmed, pushing her chest 
upwards as the Drakkaren’s hand slowly squeezed and rolled one of her large breasts back 
against her body, panting softly as she gazed up at him with deep desire, the female 
sounding almost completely different from her usual character as she whispered up to him: 
“Oh please… give it to me hard… take me hard, I need you… I need you to take me, to 
keep thrusting in me, oh please… please…”

She bucked up against him, panting quietly, and Zerrex murred as he drew his hips back 
at the same time before thrusting forwards, burying half of his long member into her. The 
female groaned and rocked her head from side-to-side, body trembling beneath him, her 
hands rubbing up and down his sides, trying to urge him on as their eyes met, Cherry’s gaze 
pleading with him. But under his power, she still felt the pleasure building, even without the 
Drakkaren pounding her with his member… and Zerrex’s grin widened as he saw this in 
her eyes before he suddenly growled and thrusted forwards, hilting himself before starting 
to rapidly piston himself in and out, not bothering to hold back as he yelled down at her in 
a hungry, lust-filled voice: “Is this what you want, bitch? Is this it?”

The female’s cries of ecstasy were response enough, mostly incoherent but a few 
random words that sounded like “Yes!” thrown in as well. She bucked hard against him, 
trying to keep up with the powerful, almost-violent rhythm the reptile had so-suddenly 
started, the steely shaft tearing down her passage again and again as his testicles slammed 
into her like wrecking balls. With the lubrication of her juices, the powerful male had no 
problem slamming his enormous length in and out of her again and again, every thrust 
digging to the hilt and striking with enough power to rock her backwards. Zerrex’s grunts 
mixed with the shrieks of Cherry, their muscles bulging, bodies moving together as he 
continued to grin and looked down at her with deep desire burning in his emerald eyes.

Cherry could feel another orgasm rapidly rising in her passage, the pleasure rising 
rapidly and tinged with pain, which only caused her erotic bliss to treble in force. The huge 
male was slamming into her again and again with amazing force, causing her stretched 
passage to tear a bit more, a trickle of blood steadily spilling down from the lips of her sex 
and over the gigantic shaft, some of it dripping down to her tail and the rest smearing on 



the huge male’s testicles. She moaned and rocked back against him harder and harder, her 
eyes staying tightly shut as she reveled in the feelings rolling through her body. 

Zerrex pistoned his massive length in and out of the female below him, panting a bit 
now himself as he felt his steel-stiff shaft ramming deep in her over and over, ramming 
somewhere deep inside the female as his thick length was clenched by the gripping walls of 
Cherry’s vagina. His toeclaws dug a bit into the cushiony mattress below them as he slid 
forwards slightly, arching his back a bit as Cherry’s legs tightened around his waist, then he 
leaned down to firmly sink his jaws into her neck as his hands clutched her hips, the female 
spasming beneath him and letting out a cry of  surprise that turned to a shriek of  pleasure.

His teeth sank through scale and into flesh, drawing blood from her as his fingers dug 
into her hips, claws leaving shallow grooves along her scales as he began to move with even 
greater speed, growling in his throat as he felt his own orgasm beginning to rise now. 
Beneath him, Cherry bucked her hips frantically, trying to keep up to his manic pace as she 
shrieked and moaned, her hands moving up to twist her fingers in the ivory locks of the 
powerful male, squeezing into his scalp as the pleasure increased in leaps and bounds, the 
throbbing, thick and veiny black member drawing more than halfway free of her before 
slamming back to the hilt.

Then she began to rock harder against the huge male, eyes opening and mouth falling 
agape, her breaths shortening as she bucked her hips firmly up against the male’s immense 
rod of flesh. Her hands clenched, yanking a bit on her lover’s hair as she felt her passage 
clutching against the huge cock buried inside of her before it began to once more clench, 
contracting over and over again against the throbbing, steely cock tearing into her vagina, 
squeezing into the huge shaft hard enough to cause Zerrex to arch his back down against 
her with a grunt of surprise, teeth digging deeper into her for a few moments as his huge, 
muscular form ground down against her body. Her breasts bounced firmly as she bucked up 
against him, eyes clenching tightly shut again as she let out a howl of bliss, throwing her 
body into her movements as her juices once more spilled down the ebony penis of the 
Drakkaren.

Zerrex grunted hungrily as he pistoned himself in and out of the muscular female 
pinned easily beneath him, tearing his jaws back before releasing her from the love bite and 
looking down at her, grinning again as blood dripped from his muzzle and flowed down the 
female’s shoulder, Cherry releasing another shriek and rocking her head from side to side as 
her hands stayed buried in his hair. Her fluids lubricated her passage and the massive length 
even further, soaking it with her juices and spilling out down her thighs and tail as she 
cradled his powerful body with her legs, moaning sharply as the male continued to pound 
into her, feeling his pleasure rising rapidly as he lowered his head to drag his tongue along 
the wound he’d inflicted, tasting her flesh, sweat and blood.

They continued to work together as the female’s second orgasm finally slowed to a halt, 
Cherry moaning hungrily as Zerrex slammed his massive length into her over and over, his 
testicles slapping wetly against her anus again and again. The male grunted hungrily as he 
kissed and lapped at her exposed throat, feeling her arching her back, pushing her breasts up 



against him as she moaned and bucked beneath him. The enormous cock of the reptile 
buried to the hilt in her over and over, both of their bodies flexing, muscles bulging as 
sweat rolled down their scales, and then the large male finally felt himself starting to stiffen 
fully, growling hungrily as he moved his hands from her hips out to the sides, hands 
pressing firmly into the mattress on either side of the female’s head as he shoved his shaft 
into her again and again, body rocking forwards slightly with every deep thrust.

The reptile’s hard cock pounded into her over and over before Zerrex finally released a 
hungry groan of pleasure, eyes clenching shut as he reached one hand up to grab her 
shoulder, squeezing it into hard enough to grind bones together and making Cherry shriek 
beneath him as he slammed to the hilt with enough force to send a shudder through the 
female’s body, then he began to piston violently fast in and out, drawing back almost a foot 
of his great length before slamming it back into her with lightning speed, the male arching 
his back and growling as his muzzle tilted up towards the ceiling, the muscular female 
beneath him only able to buck her hips hard back against him and cry out in deepest 
ecstasy, his huge navy orbs hitting her with enough force to be painful for them both as she 
felt his cock throbbing and stiffening up inside of her, a bit more blood spilling out as he 
tore and stretched her vagina even further. Then the powerful male tilted his head back and 
released a roar of pleasure, slamming his cock in and out of the female with his full 
strength, causing her body to rock and spasm as her shrieks of ecstasy mixed with the 
male’s guttural, primal sound of  bliss.

His massive shaft shot a burst of seed that made Cherry feel like someone had shoved a 
shotgun up her vagina and unloaded both barrels: her back arched and she let out a scream 
of pleasure as her head rocked back, hands spasming in the reptile’s hair as she almost threw 
herself up off the ground into the powerful male’s chest. Immediately, Zerrex’s arms snaked 
around her as he released thick blast after blast of his hot seed into her body, squeezing 
around her waist in a tight embrace that squeezed her against his masculine chest. Cherry’s 
own arms slipped down to wrap tight around his neck as she shoved herself up against his 
body, giving another shriek of pleasure as her vagina clutched his huge cock with incredible 
force as he continued to fire a torrent of his viscous load into her, much of it already 
squelching out with every hard thrust into her body and spilling down her thighs, coating 
the reptile’s own crotch and his huge cock becoming splattered with his own juices.

Finally, he began to slow, both of them panting hard as Zerrex gently settled his body 
down atop the female’s, Cherry moaning quietly and letting her head fall back as his thrusts 
came to a halt. He rested for a few moments in her, letting out a soft murr, then he slowly 
released her as she let her arms fall out to the sides, her legs falling from his waist as he 
drew slowly back before his huge member emerged from her with a thick plop, his seed 
spilling from her torn and stretched vagina to puddle on and soak into the mattress. Slowly, 
Zerrex stood, grinning down at her as she merely lay back, looking content for a few 
moments, before she too slowly got up to a crouch, both of them still breathing a bit hard 
but the male already back in firm control, and Cherry quickly getting her bearings as well as 
she shook her head, then grinned up at him. “That’s what I’m talking about… I think the 
first round goes to you, Zerrex.”



“Yeah. I was so nervous, really.” The reptile’s tone dripped sarcasm, then he shook his 
head slightly, idly stroking his still-hard member as he glanced around at the others, his grin 
turning to a slight, amused smile as he glanced around at the others: the twins were staring, 
Dray licking his hips hungrily, and they were both unashamedly erect. Zerrex paused as he 
looked at them both, not bothering to hide his gaze, then he winked to Terrance – his shaft 
glistened a bit from pre that had spilled down it or been smeared there from a stroking 
hand, whereas only Dray’s head was shining. Both twins blushed, then Zerrex turned his 
gaze to Mark.

The ex-military male was also hard and throbbing, his hand moving slowly up and 
down the sixteen inch shaft he possessed as sweat rolled down his own scales, licking his 
muzzle slowly and then blushing deeply when he saw the male’s emerald eyes settle on him 
for a few moments. Zerrex grinned a bit at this, then he finally moved his eyes to the last in 
line, but he didn’t need to look to know Tanya was excited and amazed. He could feel her 
eyes burning into him, and when he did turn his gaze on her, a flush rose in her cheeks… 
but she was also leaning forwards excitedly, and he could see the glistening on her thighs 
from where he stood.

That left only his opposition… and the reptile turned to look at Lone, who was staring 
and drooling, his glistening, fleshy penis standing out full and erect as he looked at Zerrex 
with something like awe and… could that be desire? Whatever else, the barriers in the 
wolf ’s small mind seemed to have snapped, and the lupine looked like he was starting to 
embrace whatever weird urges he had… and Zerrex tilted his head curiously at the wolf, 
who immediately blinked, blushed deeply and then hugged himself in a nervous, self-
conscious gesture as he began to stutter: “I… I just… that’s… was… wow… huh? Ooh, 
hey!” 

While the wolf had been babbling, Cherry had crawled sinuously over to the lupine, 
and now her hands had reached up, one settling on his testicles and the other gently 
stroking up and down his shaft. The wolf stared down at her, trembling, reaching down to 
settle his hands on her head automatically as she teasingly stroked up and down his shaft, 
the bottom of her hand hitting his sensitive knot with every downstroke and causing him to 
twitch. The lupine groaned a bit, his knees shaking as his ears flattened against his skull, his 
cheeks reddening further as she looked up at him and said in a teasing voice: “Now we’re 
on to the second part of the contest, Lone… comparing how much you can shoot and how 
far.” A pause, then a glance over at Zerrex before she grinned and tilted her head towards 
the twins, saying cheerfully: “Go help him out there, you two. It’ll take at least twenty 
minutes otherwise, even if  he’s already hot, horny and sensitive.”

“Of course!” Both of the large males immediately leapt up and walked over to Zerrex, 
and Lone found himself horrified by the fact he couldn’t look away, as he whined between 
his teeth at the continued stroking of Cherry. He was already so aroused from what he had 
just seen, and his penis ached from forcing out a second orgasm… but he didn’t want to 
shoot so quickly, make himself  seem even stupider than he likely already did…



The wolf moaned again, his eyes almost bulging as he leaned forwards, his eyes locked 
not on Cherry but on Zerrex as he watched the male stroking up and down his shaft 
rapidly… then one of the twins kneeled before him, leaning in to lap slowly along the 
bottom of his thick cock as one hand stroked his own large member and the other rubbed 
up and down the length of the Drakkaren’s huge shaft. The taller brother stood next to 
Zerrex, leaning his muscular body against the reptile’s own and closing his eyes as he bowed 
his head down, wrapping one arm around his neck and the other reaching down to stroke 
the base of the scarred reptile’s huge shaft. The Drakkaren gladly met the other male, 
closing his own eyes and smiling slightly before their mouths met, jaws working together as 
he released his own cock to instead grasp and stroke the twenty-two inches of the 
Dragokkaren, his own arm wrapping tight around the male’s waist and squeezing him close.

They pulled back a bit but didn’t end the kiss, tongues flicking outside of their muzzles 
and meeting, licking at lips and maw before their mouths moved back together, and Lone 
let out another whine before he blushed furiously as he felt himself stiffening up, letting 
out short, weak pants before closing his eyes tightly as his orgasm struck already, Cherry 
stroking his pinkish shaft rapidly before he fired a pitiful stream of seed that went perhaps 
an inch or two into the air before splattering over the female’s fingers. The muscular female 
looked up at him with a strange kind of pathetic sympathy, then she smiled up into his eyes 
as she slowly wiped her hand against his fur, the wolf flushing in shame and gazing down at 
her, feeling pathetic before blushing deeper as she whispered up to him: “Zerrex obviously 
wins. Why don’t you just go and put his cock in your mouth now… you obviously want to. 
Just tell him you forfeit… go out with a bit of dignity… and get rid of whatever stupid 
shit you got in your head about how liking other guys ain’t manly.” A pause, then she 
grinned and tilted her head towards the twins. “Unless you want to say to those three over 
there that they’re all pussies.”

Lone’s face grew even redder beneath his fur before he glanced over towards Zerrex and 
the twins, watching the three powerful males teasing each other and reveling in their bodies, 
their powerful forms… before he finally nodded and closed his eyes for a moment, steeling 
himself as he felt his penis retreating back into his sheath and approaching timidly. Both of 
the twins had gotten down to their knees now, and one of them was lapping slowly at the 
reptile’s crotch and testicles as the other drew his tongue and muzzle along the end and 
other side of the Drakkaren’s huge shaft, one of Zerrex’s hands resting on both their heads 
before he glanced up as Lone approached. He smiled slightly, then tilted his head curiously 
as the wolf shuffled, the brothers also glancing to the side but not taking their attention 
from the reptile’s cock, as they used their tongues to lap up spilled seed, juices from Cherry 
that had soaked into his shaft, and the bit of blood that still remained on it before the 
lupine finally murmured: “I… I give up. I can’t win… and… I… I want to…”

Lone trembled violently, looking up into Zerrex’s eyes… then the Drakkaren simply 
smiled a bit wider before nodding and jerking his head down towards the end of his girthy 
shaft. “Put it in your mouth… all three of you have enough room to play down there. It’s 
not like you’d be able to get it all in, anyway.” A pause, then a slight grin, the reptile’s eyes 



gleaming with power and domination as he added mildly: “Although you’ll probably still 
end up choking a bit, even if  I do plan to be nice.”

The wolf shivered but forced himself to nod as he dropped heavily to his knees, then 
he gazed at the huge, thick member in front of him. He could smell the Drakkaren’s cock – 
a thick, powerful smell – over everything else, and it was strange… but he thought it was a 
good smell, as he leaned forwards, trembling, lips inches away from the huge member and 
eyes focused on the huge cock, both of the twins pausing to look at him… then Lone 
slowly opened his muzzle and extended his tongue, closing his eyes and both hating and 
loving what was happening, feeling like he was in a nightmare of his most secret desires that 
made him want to scream but never awaken from… and then his tongue touched the tip of 
the huge cock, and the wolf  swallowed before pushing his head forwards.

His ears flattened against his skull, tail curling up a bit between his legs as he leaned 
forwards on his knees, keeping his eyes closed as he felt the huge head slowly pushing into 
his muzzle, stretching his jaws as he forced forwards… then Zerrex suddenly thrusted 
slightly forwards, and the wolf coughed and spluttered, eyes widening as the enormous 
member forced its way into his muzzle and then back towards his throat, making him want 
to gag… but then he settled his mouth around the massive penis, tasting it – hating that it 
was in his mouth, loving the taste of the cock and bittersweet fluids that covered it – before 
he suckled back slowly. The reptile above him murred slightly at the action, and Lone felt 
strangely proud of himself before he rocked forwards carefully, testing how far he could get 
the cock into his muzzle before his gag reflex kicked in; it wasn’t very far, but the wolf 
thought it would at least be enough with the twins working along the male’s cock as well.

He slowly began to rock his head back and forth: the lupine was inexperienced, but he 
thought he had a pretty good idea of what to do from the times he’d forced a female to 
fellate him in the past. He moved his muzzle up and down the length as far as he could go, 
taking in a little over ten inches of the black shaft before he drew his head back as far as he 
could go, jaws already aching. His hands hesitantly rose up, then he suddenly felt one of 
them taken by the twins, his eyes opening to stare at the brother as he winked and then 
guided it back down instead. The wolf trembled as he felt his hand settle on the twenty-
inch length of Dray… but then he stroked it slowly, saw the Dragokkaren’s eyes close in 
pleasure, and felt a strange pride growing in him as he reached his other hand down as 
Terrance caught his eye, grasping that male’s length as well.

Zerrex grinned as he the brothers returned to licking and nibbling along the sides of his 
length, one of their hands drawing up and down over his chiseled, muscular chest and the 
other brother massaging along his hip and reaching back to squeeze a buttock, the other 
hand playing gently with the Drakkaren’s navy orbs. The reptile could feel his orgasm 
building rapidly as he watched Lone slowly stroking up and down the lengths of the twins, 
both brothers rocking their members into his grip, both leaking pre along their glimmering 
shafts: it wouldn’t be long for any of  the three reptiles.

Slowly, the twins slid their bodies a bit closer, then raised their heads to lock muzzles in 
a gentle kiss over the black-fleshed, girthy thirty-two inch member between them. Zerrex 



massaged lightly over their skulls, watching this with a grin as he felt Lone continuing to 
rock hesitantly back and forth, the wolf ’s smaller muzzle sealing tight around his shaft and 
giving him a surprising amount of pleasure as he was so easily dominated, his eyes opening 
every now and then to look up at the reptile meekly. All the reptile had to do was give the 
lupine a look… and the wolf would try to move faster, or take in more of his cock, often 
choking himself and ending up coughing around his shaft: the feeling of his throat 
contracting against his obsidian member only added to the reptile’s pleasure, however.

He glanced up and around the room, then grinned slightly as he saw Mark with his eyes 
closed, ramming his fourteen inch length into Tanya again and again, his expression one of 
utter bliss as she lay on her stomach, eyes closed in pleasure that looked almost too serene 
for sex, her legs spread in a V and arms supporting her. Cherry was watching this and 
apparently coaching and teasing the male with a grin, then looking amused as he gave a 
series of short cries and pistoned with even greater speed in and out of the Dragokkaren 
beneath him, his hands clutching her hips as he had a powerful orgasm. Zerrex licked his 
muzzle slowly, watching hungrily for a few moments before the ex-soldier collapsed onto 
the back of Tanya, who opened her eyes and let out a long sigh of pleasure, ecstasy written 
over her as she rested down on her arms. The short but entertaining show was enough to 
make the powerful male feel his own pleasure rise, then he grunted quietly in surprise as he 
felt one of the brother suddenly push his muzzle into his testicles and begin to lap almost 
furiously at them, as the other started to pant harder.

He looked down, watching Dray bucking his hips into the wolf ’s hand, a bit more pre 
spurting from his long member and dribbling over the wolf ’s hand before the male clenched 
his teeth and leaned forwards, reaching a hand up to stroke up and down the base and 
middle of the Drakkaren’s huge cock and reaching his other hand quickly up to nudge his 
brother, snagging his attention from where he was currently lapping and teasing the huge 
male’s testicles. Terrance looked up, then he grinned slightly and nodded before they both 
suddenly reached down, settling Lone’s hands instead on Zerrex’s huge length, the wolf 
automatically switching to stroking that but looking at the two Dragokkaren with surprise 
as they stood and began to stroke themselves rapidly.

The wolf moaned around the shaft in his mouth as he realized what was coming, both 
of the huge males looking down at him with wide grins, their muscular bodies gleaming in 
the light as they stroked up and down shafts that were nearly two feet of thick cock. All 
Lone could do was continue to work himself up and down the huge length of the male 
before him though, rubbing and stroking at it as he saw Zerrex watching hungrily… but at 
the same time, the wolf was begging for what he knew was coming, wanting it to happen as 
he’d never wanted anything before. Then, suddenly, Dray began to buck his hips, gritting his 
teeth as he stroked himself faster and faster, almost snarling before he arched his back and 
released a loud groan as he released a thick blast of  semen over the wolf ’s face.

The first shot splattered all over the wolf ’s muzzle and forehead, then the second 
coated his cheeks and maw as he moaned and felt a strange, erotic ecstasy fill his being at 
the feeling of spray after spray of Dragokkaren semen coating his muzzle and face, the 
shots hitting into his features with surprising force again and again… and then, the 



moment the wolf thought it was over, Terrance let out his own growling grunt and began to 
buck his hips furiously into his hand as he moved his twenty-two inch shaft closer to the 
lupine’s face before unleashing his own thick torrent, sending white seed spilling over the 
wolf ’s fur, coating the other side of his face and shooting a long streamer between his ears 
that the lupine felt splatter down his skull and even land on his back, hearing the rest of it 
landing a good distance away as the Dragokkaren grinned down at the wolf, his huge, 
powerful body flexing as he emptied his full load over Lone’s features.

The wolf did the only thing he could: continued to suck the cock of the Drakkaren 
before him, continued to rub up and down his shaft as he moaned in his throat, trying to 
convince himself what had just happened was horrible… but in reality it had afforded him 
some of the best pleasure he’d ever felt. And now he felt Zerrex stiffening up as well, the 
powerful Drakkaren stroking the bottom foot or so of his own length as his eyes locked 
with the wolf ’s for a moment and pierced straight into his soul, and Lone stopped 
pretending that he wasn’t enjoying this and instead forced more of the reptile’s cock into his 
muzzle and down his throat, bobbing his head almost frantically up and down the girthy 
penis, only wanting to please and feel his orgasm as well.

Zerrex looked up, watching as the twins stepped behind the wolf and kissed hungrily, 
wrapping their arms around each other, smearing their seed on each other’s muscular bodies 
as they ground their crotches together and rubbed semen-saturated hands over each other’s 
broad chests, the strong male licking his muzzle slowly as he watched them lower to the 
mattress to curl up together and share affections… then he turned his gaze back down to 
the wolf in front of him and began to thrust towards his muzzle, grunting hungrily as Lone 
clenched his eyes shut and forced more of the massive length of the reptile forwards. The 
Drakkaren had to admit he was impressed that the lupine was trying so hard… and the 
feeling of his cock digging into his narrow throat, choking him occasionally, was blissful as 
well. He looked down at the wolf with a grin, eyes roving over the lupine’s sticky, seed-
covered features before he grunted again and felt his shaft stiffening up, orgasm rising 
suddenly and unexpectedly as he spread his legs a bit and arched his back, making short but 
powerful thrusts as the wolf  eagerly worked back against him.

Then the Drakkaren let out a groan as he felt his huge girth stiffen fully, massive cock 
throbbing in the wolf ’s mouth before finally sending out a thick burst of seed that filled 
Lone’s jaws and caused his eyes to bulge in surprise at the sheer amount, as several more 
blasts jetted from the reptile’s cock, choking and filling the wolf ’s jaws even as he pulled 
back. Lone fell forwards as Zerrex pulled his huge penis from his muzzle, panting as he 
shot streamers of thick load over the wolf ’s bowed body. The first shot, however, splattered 
all over the wolf ’s face before the lupine fell, bowing and choking, almost groveling before 
the reptile even without realizing it as long blasts of white Drakkaren seed splattered over 
his head and back. The taste filled his muzzle and he loved the bitterness, the strength that 
was even in the reptile’s seed, but at the same time he felt like gallons had been poured into 
him and filled his stomach, throat, mouth and likely lungs as he gagged and gasped for air.

Finally, the lupine belched and a thick stream of seed ejected from his mouth, 
splattering over the mattress below as he trembled violently, moaning quietly and keeping 



his eyes closed tightly as the Drakkaren above him shot off a few final blasts of seed before 
the flow finally came to a stop. Then Lone finally opened his steel-grey irises and looked 
meekly up towards the reptile, and the first question that he blurted was: “Did I do okay?”

He blushed deeply as Zerrex looked down at him, then the reptile reached down and 
grabbed the underside of his neck, jerking him up to his knees again before holding out his 
thick, throbbing shaft with his other hand and saying softly: “You can ask me that after you 
lick my cock and hands clean, bitch. Now hurry up and do it.”

The wolf acted automatically, not even hesitating from the order as he leaned forwards 
and began to hungrily lap up the excess seed along the Drakkaren’s thick shaft, dragging his 
tongue over the hot flesh and loving the feel of the heat emanating off it, the taste of his 
flesh and sweat, and the musk of his member. It was bliss, and Lone could no longer deny 
that he loved every second of it, as he finally finished lapping up every speck of white 
matter he could find on the reptile’s cock and looking up at him submissively, seed dripping 
from his muzzle and black eartips… before Zerrex smiled down to him and extended the 
hand he’d used to stroke himself with, which was saturated with load as well. The wolf 
greedily nuzzled it and began to lap hungrily along it, not caring what he looked like to the 
others or the fact that he had become the bitch of his once-hated rival… what he was 
doing gave him pleasure, what he was doing felt right, and he loved every moment of it as 
he cleaned off the hand of the male he now thought of as master. It had happened as easily 
and naturally as breathing… and now, to the wolf, it felt perfect and fine.

Then he sat back, and Zerrex nodded with a quiet laugh. “Very good, for your first 
time… but I expect to shove all my cock down your throat one day, just like one day I’ll put 
all of it up your ass. Do you like the sound of that, bitch?” The reptile asked in a voice that 
was almost teasing and strangely soft… but which was undeniably the voice of a master 
speaking to his slave. It only made Lone feel hot and… strangely warm inside, as he 
nodded rapidly.

“Yes! Anything you want, Zerrex, anything at all… sir… Master.” The wolf finished, 
blushing quietly but feeling the need to say it anyway… but Zerrex smiled, and to the wolf, 
that was suddenly worth everything in the world. He rocked quietly from side-to-side as he 
sat on the ground, then looked around the room: the twins sharing their light affections 
and resting together, Dray against Terrance’s broader, more muscular body… Mark 
blushing and looking almost embarrassed as Tanya – who was far taller and more muscular 
than him – cuddled him against her like a teddy bear and cooed gentle nothings in his ear, 
looking more than satisfied. And Cherry was looking at both Lone and Zerrex with a grin 
and something in her eyes that was almost jealousy… and Lone blushed deeper at this – 
but felt a strange, undeniable pride and pleasure as well – before Zerrex stretched slowly 
and headed towards his throne, glancing idly over his shoulder as he said mildly: “I’m still 
hungry. Someone go find out when the goddamn brunch table is getting here. And don’t let 
anyone else in.” A pause, then he added mildly: “Cherry, Lone, come up here and sit beside 
me. Everyone else, go get me some food and some towels to clean up that mess. Oh, and 
Cherry? I want you to put those clothes back on me.”



Lone felt a deep, strange happiness in him as he almost bounced up to sit on the floor 
next to the reptile, who was standing in his throne, and Cherry looked entertained and 
playfully irritated as she got up and picked up the chaps, shorts and bandolier, walking 
towards the reptile as the others all headed out of the room to go about their tasks. Then 
the muscular female paused in front of him as Zerrex gazed down at her dominatingly, 
before saying amusedly: “Don’t you dare get like this back at home.” A pause, then she 
winked and leaned forwards seductively, pushing her breasts out towards him as she asked 
teasingly: “Actually… why can’t you be like this at home more often? I love putting useless, 
stupid males in their place and hurting them, sure… but I need a strong hand to keep me 
in line, too…”

“Because you like it when I’m nasty to you too much and it’s creepy.” Zerrex replied 
flatly, then he snatched the bandolier out of her hands and began to put it on himself, 
Cherry snorting and then bending to put his shorts back on him: Zerrex easily moved with 
her, with the absence of practice that said they’d dressed each other many times before. 
Lone watched this process with a smile on his face… and the strange voice that had 
awakened in him and come to the surface, forcing away all his hesitations and fears and 
breaking the barriers of repression inside him, asked thoughtfully if maybe one day he 
would have the pleasure of  dressing the Drakkaren…

~~~

Cindy sat outside in a field about a hundred meters away from the windmill, no chain 
around her neck, rubbing at her head quietly as she rested on a chair she’d carried all the 
way over here. The cooler was beside her as well, and a pair of sandwiches and cans of Frost 
cola rested on it… but she didn’t want to eat until Requiem was finished, and he’d 
promised to take a break soon from his preparation for tomorrow.

Earlier today, the giant had gotten up after meditating, then he’d walked over and 
opened the door of the sawmill, looking out at the sky above for a few moments before the 
Dragokkaren had turned, approached her as she blinked and reared back a bit, dropping the 
book she’d been reading in her lap… and then he reached out deftly and snapped the chain 
around her neck with one hand. She didn’t even feel it as he withdrew it from around her 
throat in the same moment, then he’d tossed it idly aside and said softly: “If you want, 
you’re free at any time today, Cindy. I’ve enjoyed your company and I’m sorry that we met 
like this, under these circumstances, and I think you’re… a truly pure person. I’m also sorry 
for what has to happen between me and my nephew tomorrow, and I want to give you the 
chance to go to him today if you want to, instead of waiting until after the battle, since I’m 
sure you’re aware he may die.”

“No, Daddy will live… I’m sorry, Requiem, but… well, I’ve really come to like you 
too…” she had said, looking up into his eyes evenly and reaching up a hand to gently touch 
his stony face, making him twitch back in surprise and look uncertain: an amazingly odd 
expression on his face, and she’d smiled sadly. “But Daddy can’t be defeated… I know you 
two will probably hurt each other pretty badly… beat the fuck out of each other, as Cherry 
would say… but Daddy will live and… I just hope you pass away painlessly.



“And… I don’t want to leave. It would be rude of me to leave, in fact, since… this is 
the last day I’ll get to spend with you.” She had looked up at him and nodded quietly, then 
gently stroked down his muzzle with a smile. “I know I can’t get to hear all the stuff I 
wanna hear from you, like stories about your past, but I can at least spend time with you 
and all that. And I want to do that, too… so… I’m not going to abandon you, Requiem.”

She had laughed a bit, rubbing the back of her head and letting her hand fall from the 
reptile’s face, smiling up at him with a bit more warmth now. “Anyway. If I go back to 
Daddy now, who knows what might happen, right? It’s not that I don’t trust you, but you’re 
also smart as hell. I don’t think you’d ever try and dishonorable tactics, of course, but 
Daddy taught me to be wary of everything and everyone when they’re your enemy. And even 
though you’re my friend and great-uncle… you are my enemy, too.” A pause, and Cindy’s 
eyes had locked with Requiem’s as she added in a soft voice: “And I haven’t forgotten that.”

There had been silence for a few moments, then the Dragokkaren smiled honestly and 
quietly, looking at her with soft affection and something that was almost like pride… as if 
he was truly proud of her. He had reached up and patted her cheek gently, then he’d said in 
a soft voice: “Good girl. You’re smart, and you have my deepest apologies for seeming to 
test you there. I trust you… and I like you and am proud to recognize you as a member of 
the Narrius family. You…” he had stopped, then looked down before looking back up and 
smiling again. “Maybe you’re the one who’ll wash the blood and sins from our glorious 
name.”

And now she sat here, watching Requiem perform movements that seemed to deny 
gravity and physics, bulky body moving with startling speed and precision. She thought that 
his grace was unmatched even by her father, and she smiled as she watched him move from a 
high back-roundhouse kick into a graceful side kick with the other leg, then finish with a 
double hook kick that left him seeming to float for a moment in the air before he landed 
and flexed his body, one leg shifting outwards, bending slightly as he moved his other arm 
above his head and kept the other in front of him in a bent L. The ready position was 
something like her father used… and she saw a lot of the same technique of Zerrex in the 
movements of the Dragokkaren, except he was more fluid and faster. But Requiem did have 
one weakness that she had grasped almost the moment she’d started watching his body 
training… he wasn’t very good at improvisation, and she didn’t think he’d react very well to 
the unexpected, and that was where her father shined.

The giant’s movements also suffered from the rare downside of many, many years of 
practice… when she watched the attack pattern he was using to stretch out his muscles, she 
saw that the same attack always moved in the exact same pattern, landing in the exact same 
area. It was almost like… one of the video games her father had bought and then given up 
on in disgust with how difficult it had proven to be. When you moved the character, he 
always ran in the exact same way no matter the terrain or area… and when you attacked, the 
movement always struck in the same pattern, same area, same way. The female smiled 
slightly as this thought struck her; somehow, she didn’t think Requiem would take very well 
to being compared to a video game character.



“What are you smiling about? Did I make a mistake?” The Dragokkaren asked mildly, 
as he approached her from the field: Cindy’s eyes widened in surprise, then she laughed and 
quickly rose her hands, flapping her arms almost comically as the giant looked at her 
blankly.

“No, no! Just… thinking, that’s all! What a gorgeous, day, huh?” Cindy peered quickly 
around, laughing and now rubbing the back of her head as she waved her other arm at the 
huge reptile, who was now giving her a flat stare. She coughed, then settled her hands 
instead in her lap, smiling foolishly up at him and feeling a blush heating her cheeks as she 
cursed herself  for being an idiot.

“Sure.” Requiem said mildly, then he reached down and picked up one of the 
sandwiches, looking at it for a few moments before starting to eat as he walked away. The 
female let out a sigh of relief, then she adjusted her spiked bracelets and collar, picking up 
her own sandwich as she looked at his scarred back. Then the Dragokkaren paused, turned 
around, and plunked himself down in the grass, sitting cross-legged as he looked at her for 
a few moments and then glanced down at his sandwich. “When… when I was young, I 
taught myself to fight. Street fighting, rough, vicious and dirty… and my brother 
encouraged this.”

Cindy listened intently, leaning forwards a bit and forgetting about her sandwich, 
instead putting it down to rest on her knee as the giant paused for a moment to take a bite 
of his own sandwich and chew thoughtfully, gazing off into the distance. Then he looked 
back towards her and continued in the same gentle tone: “I was… well, in a street battle, 
just like in a dogfight, there are no rules. I picked things up from the older kids around me, 
and also figured out a few ways that I could use my strength to my advantage… but then, 
one day, I came across an exhibition in the square I usually… where I usually set up to beg 
for money.” Requiem stated the last baldly, glancing down shamefully, and the female felt a 
wave of sympathy for him; there was no reason that he should feel any disgrace for what 
he’d had to do to survive. “It was on martial arts… one of the ruling families of 
Hez’Ranna had set it up as a display of  their power. 

“In Hez’Ranna, there are… were… three ruling families. I don’t know how the system 
works anymore, but… well, the jungle was always a place of tradition, and it was always 
treated as sacred. The ruling families were composed of the strongest, largest, and most 
powerful Dragokkaren… and they were always very large families, and usually military-
based.” He laughed dryly. “Dragokkaren average height is… oh… between eight and ten 
feet, but the ruling families were all generally twelve feet and higher, with anyone too small 
being kicked out as a ‘runt,’ to uphold the sacred tradition. They prided themselves on their 
size and power, you see…

“The ruling families were composed of the oldest male, the king and his younger 
siblings – all of them generally named dukes and duchesses and barons and baronesses – a 
queen and her siblings, who were also all the same… and then the princes and princesses. 
The oldest child was the high prince, or high princess in the case of a female… this being 
the person who would inherit the power of the royal family. They often ended up marrying 



the strongest, biggest person of the opposite gender they could find… just to make sure all 
the children turned out well.” A pause and a slight smile as Requiem looked faintly 
entertained. “And many a time that means their own brother or sister. Incest is also a 
tradition of Hez’Ranna… mainly because it never seems to have any effect on the Drakkai 
species.”

The female blinked at this, tilting her head curiously. “What? But I thought that 
reproducing with like… your own family generally ended up causing problems for the 
kid… not just because, you know, your sister’s also your mother and most people don’t like 
that…”

But Requiem merely shook his head at this, laughing quietly. “That actually happens 
much rarer than people believe… and furthermore, Drakkai were once a rare species and 
our genetic codes developed so that we could propagate with our own close family without 
any negative effects. It’s the evolution that’s possibly one reason for our now much-more 
widespread existence…” A pause, and then a mild look as the female stared. “I used to read 
a lot of  science magazines, especially on anatomy and Dragokkaren development.”

“Oh. Uh. Yeah.” Cindy said slowly, then she coughed and rubbed the back of her head, 
blushing a bit before smiling faintly. “But hey. That actually makes me feel a lot better, just 
in case me and Daddy…” A pause and another cough as Requiem was now the one staring. 
“Uh, nevermind. Continue, please.”

“Right.” The Dragokkaren said mildly, then he shook his head a bit as if clearing it, 
wincing slightly before continuing to speak: “For Drakkai, it also seems that inbreeding has 
a positive effect instead of negative… it tends to ‘stack’ attributes and bring out certain 
recessive genes and abilities, allowing for the development of greater strength, fortitude, and 
the unnatural height of the ruling families. It seems strange, but the society is indeed a lot 
different than this one… the ruling familes controlling all of Hez’Ranna, and the jungle a 
sacred place still ruled by the wild tribes.

“So back to the point… needless to say, I was amazed by the fact that two of the 
goliath princes of one of the ruling families came forwards… treating a young, masculine 
but lithe armadillo as their equal. It was very strange, to say the least… after all, in 
Hez’Ranna, the ruling families were above everyone, but then almost all non-reptilian 
creatures were used as slaves or treated as lower-class citizens. It’s one of the reasons you 
don’t hear very often about Hez’Ranna… Drakkai are almost the sole species living there 
now, and otherwise it’s a nation that isn’t even recognized as a proper ‘civilized’ country by 
the International World Union Organization because of its refusal to sign all their fancy 
treaties and attend their meetings.

“In any case, the two princes introduced this small male… he was almost the same 
height as me at that time, in fact… as a master of the Sacred Chain martial arts system. 
And then they called forwards challengers to fight him, saying that the prize would be 
whatever the winner wished within the ruling family’s power. So of course, many of the 
Dragokkaren in the audience came forwards, and the largest and most powerful of that 
number was selected… someone who was even larger than the princes.”



He paused for a moment, then laughed quietly and looked down, finishing the rest of 
his sandwich in the silence and then looking back up to Cindy, who was once more 
listening closely. “The fight was short… the Sacred Chain technique is a type of defensive 
art that specializes in taking down enemies who have greater power and size than one’s self, 
after all. Little more than a straight punch from the giant, and he was humiliated by being 
flipped over the armadillo and slammed down onto his back in the center of  the square. 

“From then on, I decided to find out as much as I could about the martial arts… after 
all, I’d met enemies that I’d had trouble besting, since I was so young, and there were plenty 
of nasty people around who were all too happy to try and get what they could from a 
begging child. Every day I attend the exhibitions, and every night I would practice by 
mimicking the movements I’d seen in the day and memorizing them… eventually by saving 
up a spare pile of change to buy the martial arts magazines that they had just started to sell 
in the corner store. Back then, we only had black and white, plain style font with no fancy 
pictures…” He laughed a bit at this, shaking his head with a bit of a smile before glancing 
up at her and saying mildly: “And there’s a bug on your sandwich.” 

“Huh?” Cindy blinked, then looked down and shrieked, jumping up and throwing her 
sandwich away as she noticed the large centipede that had been wandering slowly towards 
her hand. Bread, meat, and bug flew away down the field as Requiem watched it with a 
bemused expression, then he glanced back towards her with his head tilted, watching as the 
female danced on the spot, wiping frantically at her hands and body. 

“You okay there, Cindy?” he asked in the same casual voice, looking at her flatly as she 
continued to shiver and brush herself off. He paused as she finally looked up at him with a 
disgusted expression of her muzzle, face contorted in a grimace as she rubbed at her arms 
in a nervous gesture.

Then she shook her head quickly before saying in an uneven voice: “Just… ugh. 
Creepy-ass bugs like… just eww.” She stomped her feet a few times against the grass, 
looking back and forth as she shivered again and wiped at her arms spasmodically, 
apparently not caring that Requiem was looking at her like she was crazy. Then she shook 
her head quickly before sighing and mumbling: “Just ick. Just totally icky. That’s like… so 
disgusting, seriously…”

The giant looked at her for a few moments, then he shook his head slowly before 
straightening and rubbing his hands idly over his broad chest, flexing a bit and then turning 
to return to his workout, trying to hide the faintest of smiles. She really could be so cute 
and childish sometimes without being annoying… but then his eyes turned cold as he 
glanced up and noticed a strange flicker in the distance atop some unnaturally-regular 
object, before calling casually over his shoulder: “Cindy. Get down in the grass and hide.”

Cindy immediately lost her childish demeanor, taking the Dragokkaren’s advice a step 
further: instead of simply dropping, she easily hopped over the cooler and then went into a 
roll once she hit the ground, sliding easily into the longer grasses past the tilled field 
Requiem was practicing in. It wasn’t too much improvement, but still far better than laying 
in the open… and the giant had to compliment her on her quick thinking as he stretched 



slowly, then went back into a light workout, keeping his gaze forwards but using his 
peripheral vision to try and determine exactly what the sparkle was: if it was from a scope, a 
mirror, or something else. In any case, it likely meant bad news… and then the 
Dragokkaren’s question was answered as he heard a shot ring out, and he felt the bullet pass 
by within a foot. A sniper, but likely someone unfamiliar with the weapon and mode of 
combat, as the giant heard the sound of a car engine revving. The sparkle in the distance 
drew closer as he now made out the truck that the wannabe assassin was apparently perched 
upon, and he could hear raucous yelling as another shot rang out… but the reptile snorted, 
unafraid as he cracked his knuckles and approached the road. Using a long-range rifle was 
hard enough as it was… firing and accurately blowing apart an enemy while leaning over 
the top of  a rusting blue truck was next to impossible.

The giant reached up and cracked his neck as another loud shot rang out, but Requiem 
saw the rifle kick skyward at the last moment before the shooter almost fell over with a 
curse almost as loud as the sound of the gun firing, and he snorted quietly. He flexed 
slowly as he set himself, letting his arms hang loose and keeping both hands down and 
outwards, his cold blue eyes quickly sizing up the enemy as he saw someone lean out the 
window with what looked like a submachine gun and open fire towards him. 

Bullets ripped into the ground near his feet, but the giant didn’t bother to move as the 
truck suddenly dipped, jouncing violently as it went off the road and onto the field, the 
driver apparently intent on flattening him as the other passengers – someone in shotgun, 
and someone else standing on the bed in the back with the rifle – both nearly fell out of 
the truck. The submachine gun fire ceased, at least, as the rat that had been using it 
screamed something at the driver and shoved himself  back inside from the window.

The truck tore towards him, and Requiem reached up to crack his neck, straightening a 
bit before refocusing his attention on the vehicle as he heard the engine whining, dirt and 
grass flying up from the heavy studded tires, leaving a tail of dust, debris and engine smoke 
behind it. Then, suddenly, the Dragokkaren lashed one arm down at the last moment and 
reached the other forwards to slam into the grill of the truck, the other seizing the bumper 
as Requiem bent low at the waist and let both his legs slip out from under him, falling 
backwards and pushed slightly back by the power of the truck… but then using his own 
enormous strength to heft it into the air and turning the momentum of the rusting vehicle 
against it, the three inside screaming as the hand placed against the grill became an axle and 
the one gripping the undercarriage the impetus.

The giant landed on his back, using his enormous strength and the sheer weight of the 
vehicle to easily toss it over his head as the truck flipped, and it sailed through the air 
upside down, the one lucking passenger in the back falling to the ground below and landing 
in a crumpled heap. Then the vehicle crashed on its top and slide several meters through the 
dirt, the carriage crunching in as the motor gave out, wheels lazily spinning and a strange 
silence filling the air. 

Requiem easily kicked up to his feet, idly wiping grease from his hands as he 
approached the survivor: he was slowly climbing up, his clothes torn and panting hard, a 



bloody gash on his head. The giant frowned a bit at the clothes he wore and the fact his face 
dyed white… the canine was dressed up like some kind of Goth kid wannabe, in all black, 
leather clothes and wearing a pair of ugly combat boots that were in serious need of a 
cleaning and repair. He tried to grin as he reached into his jacket, likely fumbling for a 
gun… but the giant easily reached out and seized his shoulder, then firmly twisted and 
jerked, popping his arm out of its socket and making the canine’s eyes bulge as he screamed, 
staggering backwards with a look of  utter horror on his face. 

Before he could do anything else, the reptile lashed his hand out and seized the throat 
of the canine. He paused, glancing over him as the dog whimpered and shook his head 
rapidly, eyes wide with terror… then the Dragokkaren simply squeezed and made a sudden 
twisting motion, snapping the dog’s neck before he tossed him to the ground. Then he 
frowned, looking up as he heard another car start and the engine fading quickly into the 
distance as it rumbled over the damaged bridge.

The occupant of this car was not pleased with what had just happened; mostly because 
it made him feel uncertain that they could win, even with the numbers they had. Tank 
snarled to himself, gripping the wheel tighter and shaking his head slowly, muttering 
quietly: “Fuck. That’s three of the original Godkillers, too… and he just… lifted the 
fucking truck… that can’t be possible. That just can’t be possible, what he did… fuck! We’ll 
have to swarm him, I guess…” 

He closed his eyes, then shook his head slowly, sighing as he drove back towards the 
headquarters: tonight he had to give another goddamn speech, after he’d spent hours out 
here, staking out this place in order to give himself time to plot and think things through, 
occasionally joined by some of the other members of the gang. After all, he didn’t plan to 
rule the city just… in chaos, like the Boss seemed to love. He wanted a city that was 
controlled, ordered and where everyone was treated equally, where the rich didn’t have an 
advantage over the poor. Of course, he’d be the ruler, since everyone in the gang already 
looked up to him as a leader… and so, as their leader, he would have to honor the memory 
of the fallen, too, and make sure that he told everyone they fought valiantly against 
Requiem… but at the last moment, Requiem put on a show of amazing strength and 
flipped their truck, after getting up from a severe beating the three Godkillers had put in on 
him in a noble ambush. Cindy, of course, hadn’t been recovered… and they’d sacrificed 
themselves so that he, Tank, could get safely away, since he too had been fighting, but they 
had all been firm that if things went bad, he – as leader – should run. He hadn’t wanted to, 
of course, and Jacob had been forced to drag him away from combat… which was why 
Requiem had killed him outside of  the car!

Tank grinned to himself; it was a suitable cover story. He could embellish this and that 
later on, too, work out the little details… but he’d discovered the angry mob he now ruled 
didn’t exactly need details, or care if there were a few mess-ups in timelines and shit like 
that. They just needed things to fuel their fury… so he could probably tell them Requiem 
had spent the entire day walking around killing puppies, babies, and kittens, and they’d 
believe him just because it made the bastard seem all the worse. 



The badger mused to himself as he patted a light rhythm on the wheel of his beaten-up 
car, then he shook his head slowly again. The show of strength disturbed him though… 
after all, he’d heard that the Boss was able to stop a car with his bare hands, but never a 
truck or anything like that. The Dragokkaren’s strength was definitely incredible… so it 
would be important to get the daughter first and not spare on the forces, just in case they 
had to lay an ambush to attack the giant if he came back from the fight alive. On the bright 
side, he’d been planning for a while and he thought that the windmill would be pretty easy 
to bring down, if worst came to worst… he’d just have to make sure he gave Felicity an 
extra-big shot of tranq that day to keep her the hell out while he sat out here and waited to 
give the signal to call out the troops.

He frowned a bit as he stopped at a red light, nervously glancing into his rearview 
mirror but not seeing either the goliath or the huge blue car he drove… and so he shook his 
head quickly before continuing onwards, figuring the best course of action was to head 
straight home. He paused, however, as he glanced out the window, frowning a bit as he 
passed the OPOS facility and then made a face of disgust at the fact he spotted a red 
sports car in the distance down the parking lot. “Fucking disgusting pervert pri-”

Then the badger gritted his teeth and was launched forwards, bashing his head off the 
steering wheel with a yelp of pain and then sprawling half-onto the dashboard as his head 
smacked into the safety glass and cracked it. While he wasn’t looking, a garbage truck had 
backed out into the street, and Tank had driven straight into it with a satisfying crunch 
from his car, which was now smoking and spluttering. The crappy, already-shitty vehicle 
now sported a broken bumper and much of the front end had been crunched like the 
cardboard metal it was, and the badger shoved himself back into his seat with an angry 
snarl, shaken slightly but mostly infuriated as he fumbled at his doorhandle, yelling angrily 
at the large bear that climbed out of the door of the truck: “You fucking motherfucking 
idiot! I’m gonna-”

Then a loud whine rose up from the front of the car, and the two beefy, pissed-off 
males blinked stupidly before the hood blew off and something shot into the air in a blast 
of smoke and fire. The bear dived for cover as Tank let out a girlish shriek and kicked his 
car door open before leaping outside and falling over, crawling away into the halted traffic 
as fast as he could as his car caught aflame: a few moments later, the flaming meteor that 
his engine had become fell from the sky and smashed into the roof of the car, crunching it 
in. Tank blinked slowly at this, then he let out a low groan and smashed a fist against the 
pavement, snarling angrily before he looked up at the sky and yelled: “FUCK!”

From inside the facility, Zerrex glanced idly up as he heard a loud curse, still contently 
sitting in his throne. A few of the others who had originally been there had shown up, but 
he’d quickly and curtly had them shown out by the Dragokkaren brothers for not bothering 
to stay the moment Lone came inside with the revolver. Not that he really blamed them… 
but he knew that their cowardice would bother him, as he would their need to please. 
Cherry apologized every time one of these slaves was shown out, but Zerrex shrugged it off 
each and every time.



He felt strangely tired, though… a bit tense, despite the fact that Tanya was slowly 
massaging his shoulders, Lone happily rubbing his feet – the lizard was starting to wonder 
if the wolf had a foot fetish – and Cherry and Mark were both feeding him bits of food – 
it ranged from grapes to garlic bread, olives to chips – as he sat with a bottle of whisky in 
one hand. The twins had gone back to wrestling, and Zerrex found himself vaguely amused 
that Dray won eight out of ten fights, pinning Terrance with remarkable ease and agility, 
much to the taller twin’s dismay. 

It was almost four in the afternoon now, by the reptile’s estimation… Lone, with his 
pocketwatch dangling around his neck, could have told him he was only ten minutes off. 
There had only been one more session of sex, where Zerrex had taken Tanya… a quickie, 
more to amuse himself than anything else, and the Dragokkaren had – as he’d guessed – 
been able to take him whole length in without screaming too loudly in pain. It had been 
enjoyable, to say the least… and admittedly, as he sat in his throne dressed in the crotchless 
chaps and bandolier, but sans shorts, he was wondering who would be more fun to 
gangbang with the huge twin Dragokkaren… Cherry or Tanya. He doubted he’d get around 
to that today, though… but they all seemed like they would want another lay with the 
Drakkaren in the future if they could manage it, and they all were clinging to him a bit 
more than really necessary, which made him wonder what they were thinking.

The reptile held up a hand, stopping both Cherry and Mark, then he glanced back at 
Tanya and patting one leg gently. “Come here. You too, Cherry, on my other side… Mark, 
I want you to give me a massage…” He looked around at them all, emerald eyes issuing the 
same commands with more power than his words, and the three nodded and smiled before 
switching their positions, the shorter Drakkaren wincing a bit as he carefully reached over 
the throne awkwardly, rubbing at the much-larger lizard’s shoulders slowly as the two 
females sat side-by-side in his lap.

Zerrex smiled from one to the other as they rested half on the arms of the throne and 
half on his leg, the huge reptile wrapping an arm gently around them both and squeezing 
them lightly around the waist as he kissed Cherry gently. Their muzzles worked together for 
a few moments, Cherry wrapping an arm around his shoulders and rubbing slowly over his 
powerfully-muscled chest, then it broke and she smiled, murring as Zerrex turned his head 
and did the same to Tanya; the tall Dragokkaren gladly met his mouth with her own, her 
tongue sliding forwards to wrestle gently with the Drakkaren’s as she moved one of her 
hands gently up and down his firm, chiseled abdominals.

For the next hour or so, Zerrex played idly with the two females as Lone watched with 
something like jealously: not of the reptile, but instead of the females, as he mumbled to 
himself and continued to gently massage the Drakkaren’s feet, then he smiled as Zerrex said 
to move on to his legs, feeling a burst of strange joy as he moved forwards and began to rub 
over the muscular limbs up to his thigh. It was wonderful, to touch the smooth scales, 
feeling the power rippling beneath them, feeling his fingers dragging slowly over the reptile’s 
strong form… it made him happier than he could have ever believed possible. That itself 
made the wolf nervous, too… but he did his best to instead stick with the good feelings 
rolling through his body, until finally blushing as Zerrex said idly for everyone to switch 



positions and called the twins up to rub his back and feet, Tanya and Cherry to wrestle… 
and Lone and Mark to come sit with him.

The wolf felt amazingly elated as he almost bounced into the reptile’s lap, and Zerrex 
looked down at him meditatively before shifting him over a bit to easily cradle against his 
body in one arm, as the wolf wrapped his arms tight around the thick neck of the reptile. 
Mark blushed as he sat in the reptile’s lap with much more grace and did his best to hide a 
throbbing erection, but Zerrex only grinned at this as he turned his attention from Lone to 
Mark. The Drakkaren was obviously amazed and excited to be given this chance, and Zerrex 
leaned his muzzle down to gently kiss him.

His eyes rolled shut in bliss as his hands moved over the powerful chest of the larger 
reptile, feeling one of his powerful arms easily holding him against his body and apparently 
not minding the large, stiff erection he had. Then the strong, dominating lizard pulled back 
and smiled into Mark’s eyes as he asked softly: “Inexperienced, are you?”

“I… yeah.” He admitted, blushing quietly and glancing down as he rubbed the back of 
his head. “A friend… dragged me out here today. This is my first time here and… I haven’t 
really done much with either sex, but especially not guys.”

Zerrex nodded thoughtfully, then he shifted him against his body as he looked down 
into Lone’s eyes next, and the wolf looked back up with adoration instead of anything 
else… and both smiled a bit, a strange awkwardness in the air before Zerrex finally said: 
“And I know you haven’t done much with guys, Lone. Although it looks like that might 
have been your secret fantasy all along.”

The wolf blushed quietly and nodded, not knowing how to answer or respond… and 
then Zerrex leaned down and gently kissed him. Lone squeezed the lizard tight around the 
neck, kissing him slowly in return as he pushed eagerly back up against his maw, their 
tongues working together slowly before the reptile drew back and the wolf was left panting, 
a bit of his own member poking free as he stared up submissively at the reptile, whispering 
quietly: “I guess… I guess it has been. Mostly about one male in particular…”

Zerrex gave them an hour before switching again, holding the brothers in his arms as 
Cherry rubbed his back and Tanya massaged his feet, and Lone found himself being 
constantly pinned by Mark… but he laughed as they rolled together, playing almost like 
children but for the fact they were both hard and erect. They shared affections and Lone 
enjoyed the muscles of the Drakkaren, enjoyed touching him and feeling their shafts rub 
together occasionally as the male shoved him down and pinned him playfully… but it 
wasn’t the same as Zerrex. It was enough, though, as the wolf felt amazed and enthralled by 
what he was doing, what had always been so damned forbidden as they cuddled as much as 
wrestled on the mattress… but the wolf ’s real smiles came every time he felt Zerrex’s eyes 
watching them and knowing that the Drakkaren was taking some entertainment and 
pleasure from what they were doing.

Finally, the reptile – looking strangely magnificent with the two massive Dragokkaren 
cradled easily against his smaller form like oversized children, both of them looking at the 
reptile with adoration – kissed both of the huge males on the cheek, then slid them off his 



body and said mildly for them to go get supper. They nodded respectfully, then both of the 
twins hurried off for the door as Zerrex stood and clapped his hands, easily getting the 
attention of the four others in the room as he said mildly: “I want everyone seated in front 
of me, in two lines; Lone, Mark, Cherry in front, Tanya and the twins in back, once they 
return.”

The others nodded and took up their positions, and about ten minutes later the two 
huge Dragokkaren reentered, pushing a small cart up and in front of the throne, then 
removing the sheet that covered to reveal a silver plate covered by a large dome on top, with 
a tall crystalline glass and silver utensils on the tabletop, as well as a large bottle of wine. 
Zerrex smiled slightly at this regal treatment, then he glanced at the twins and said mildly: 
“Serve yourselves and the others.”

They both nodded, then kneeled: the bottom racks of the tray all held plain meals on 
plain plates, and a bottle of water for each. Bread, mush that vaguely resembled potato 
salad, and some meat substance: Zerrex had to compliment the designers on how far they’d 
taken the master-slave scenario. He waited for everyone to be served – they all also had 
crappy plastic forks and knives, which amused the reptile greatly, until Cherry glared at him 
and he rolled his eyes innocently to the side, coughing and muttering something about 
staying in character – then lifted the silver dome to reveal his own supper: steak, mashed 
potatoes, a salad, several pieces of garlic bread, and a few pieces of shrimp. The reptile 
smiled slightly at this, then he poured himself a glass of wine and rose it, saying calmly: 
“Eat with praise to your Master.”

“Thank you, Master.” came the murmured reply, and then all six watched – well, five, 
until Cherry elbowed Lone hard in the gut as he was about to shove his bread into his 
mouth and jerked her muzzle at Zerrex – as the powerful Drakkaren picked up his fork and 
scooped up a bit of the mashed potato. He looked around at them all, smiling slightly, then 
he shoveled it into his mouth and the others immediately began to eat as well.

Dinner lasted a good twenty minutes, leaving the others staring at Zerrex as he slowly 
ate the last of his steak, leaving the plate mostly empty. Then he paused and smiled slightly, 
picking up the one piece of  shrimp left and asking idly: “Who here is the strongest?”

“Master Zerrex!” came the reply, but it was loudest – surprisingly – from Lone, who 
was looking at him with shining eyes. The reptile smiled slightly at this, then he held his 
hand down beside his throne and the wolf looked at the piece of shrimp in it before getting 
the idea and crawling forwards, nuzzling the reptile’s hand as he ate the bit of food from 
him like a feral animal being given a treat. Zerrex smiled slightly at this, then he glanced 
slowly around the group of five again before standing and pushing the table to the side, 
stretching slowly.

The other five stood as well, but before Lone could, Zerrex reached down and gently 
stroked his head, and instead the wolf was content to simply sit and smile like a feral 
animal. Then the tall lizard settled his eyes on Mark and Tanya, smiling softly and nodding 
to them, saying softly: “I have business to attend to with these others, about… a personal 
problem. The game is over for now, but I’ll remember each and every one of you…” He 



paused at the downcast look in Tanya’s eyes as Mark merely smiled faintly, then he added: 
“Both of you are welcome to stop in at my house any time you wish, though. I’m busy for 
the next few days, but anytime next week will be fine.”

“Thank you, sir!” Tanya said immediately, then she stood and bowed politely to him as 
Mark did as well. He blushed and mumbled his own thank you, looking deeply gratified, 
then left: the female Dragokkaren stood for a few moments however, staring at the tall male 
before her, before she smiled again and blushed suddenly. Then she followed the shorter 
male quickly out.

Zerrex watched the two leave with a quiet laugh, then he smiled a bit at the others 
before heading over to the mattress and sitting on it: the others automatically followed, 
Lone tilting his head curiously as they sat in a circle on the stained cloth. The Drakkaren 
glanced around at them all as he idly reached up to loosen his bandolier, then he finally 
shrugged it up over his head and threw it away with a mutter, rubbing at his scarred chest 
before glancing over at the twins and saying softly: “I believe I said I’d talk to you about 
something important. That I’d share something about myself with you, tell you what I 
could about the Narrius bloodline.” 

He paused for a moment, then rubbed the back of his head slowly before glancing at 
the twins and laughing quietly: “As you know, my name is Zerrex Ravenlight Narrius. What 
you aren’t aware of is that my uncle is Requiem Narrius… and my father is Ifret Ark 
Narrius.”

Both Dray and Terrance blinked, the older paling a bit as the younger stared and 
stuttered out: “That… that can’t be possible… it was… eighty years ago… that would 
mean…”

“I’m not exactly that young myself.” Zerrex responded with faint amusement, rubbing 
the back of his head quietly before he closed his eyes and quoted: “‘Strength, vitality and 
endurance are the hallmarks of the Narrius family.’ My uncle used to say that a lot… 
mainly because every Narrius has been blessed with amazing physical power, long-lasting 
youth, and incredible resistance to pretty much everything. I’m over forty, myself… I just 
look much younger.” The reptile laughed quietly, shrugging idly as he shifted uncomfortably 
at the stares of the twins and Lone. “I… I don’t know how old Narrius is, but Requiem 
himself is somewhere around a century old… but you know as well as I do that a lot of 
Dragokkaren live up to two hundred, although generally by a century they’re winding down. 
Requiem, on the other hand, hasn’t weakened at all. Age has had little effect on him… just 
like it seemed to have no effect on my… my father.”

The two nodded slowly, then Dray smiled and said quietly: “And I’m betting this is the 
Dragokkaren in the sawmill on the edge of town, right? The one who’s rumored to have 
taken your daughter from you?”

Zerrex paused at this, but he wasn’t exactly surprised: news about him always travelled 
fast, even if no one opened their mouth… somehow, someone always managed to find out 
what was happening in his life, which got very irritating very quickly. “Yeah. Requiem is 
here, because I killed my father, and he… it’s not so much that he wants revenge, but he 



does bear an odd grudge towards me, I suppose you could say. He has never forgotten what 
I’ve done… and in a way he wants me to clear my name. I don’t bear any hate for him, but I 
am going to kill him in order to get my daughter back and to… clear my name, like he 
wants me to.”

“I’m not going to pretend to understand that.” Dray said softly, but he was smiling 
faintly nonetheless as he exchanged a look with Terrance, then the two Dragokkaren rose 
their fists as he added bravely: “And both myself and my brother would be honored to fight 
by your side against him. Our family holds a vendetta against the Narrius family for what 
they’ve done to us in the past, and although we bear you no hate, we certainly wouldn’t 
mind taking a swing at your uncle.”

But Zerrex shook his head and laughed quietly, smiling faintly to the two in return. “I 
appreciate it… truly. But this is my fight, and… well… he’d likely kick your ass, anyway. I 
don’t want you two dead because of  me.”

Dray snorted, and Terrance looked sourly amused at Zerrex’s tactless statement before 
he tilted his head and asked mildly: “Oh really? Legends are legends, Zerrex. And I’m sure 
his age has affected him somewhat… I’m sure the stories about his past exploits against the 
family are all crap, anyway, so don’t let that scare you, if  that’s the problem.”

Cherry bristled immediately at this, glaring across at the two, but then the large reptile 
merely shrugged and smiled slightly, standing up and then bowing to the two, but his 
emerald eyes betrayed a deep irritation. “I’m weaker than Requiem is in almost every way… 
but why don’t you both try and take me down, then? All you have to do is either knock me 
off  this mattress or pin me… and I’ll let you fight with me against my uncle.”

The two Dragokkaren looked at each other nervously for a few moments… but then 
Dray grinned and nodded, although he still seemed hesitant as he climbed to his feet. 
Terrance rose as well, then they looked at each other before the taller of the two asked 
slowly: “You’re sure, Boss? Both of  us together?”

Zerrex motioned Lone and Cherry off the mattress, and the two sat quickly to one side, 
both exchanging a grin and a viciously-entertained look as Zerrex rolled his head on his 
neck, then he reached down and idly undid the chaps, kicking them off to make sure that 
they wouldn’t get damaged: now all three stood naked, which in the reptile’s opinion was an 
extremely irritating way to fight. He smiled slightly, however, raising one hand and 
beckoning as he said softly: “I’m sure. You’re both runts, after all, right?”

The two twitched, Dray snarling a bit and readying himself to charge, but then Terrance 
reached up a hand and squeezed his shoulder, instead shaking his head curtly, recognizing 
the provocation tactic and Zerrex’s easy stance. Instead, he leaned down and murmured 
something to his brother, and then the two spread out a bit, both of them readying 
themselves as they reached up one hand to knit their fingers together, the other arm held 
out. The muscular Drakkaren frowned a bit at this, recognizing the technique: the issue, 
however, was that he’d never fought anyone who used a Hez’Ranna style before, except for 
Requiem. And Requiem had never, ever performed pair-fighting: after all, Narrius certainly 
would never deign himself  needing a partner in order to fight most effectively.



Suddenly, Terrance yanked on Dray, and the other Dragokkaren launched himself to the 
side towards his brother before easily rolling over his back as their hands released: then he 
quickly fell to all fours in front of his larger brother, who kicked off his sibling’s back. He 
leapt high into the air, flying towards Zerrex with a grin as the younger launched himself in 
a long, diving roll, then he rose his hands as Terrance twisted his body suddenly downwards.

Their hands met, and then Dray snarled and dragged down as Terrance snapped his leg 
down at the same time: in effect, the older brother became a living weapon that struck at 
the same time as the younger snapped him towards Zerrex. The Drakkaren, however, easily 
jumped to the side… but then Terrance landed in a crouch and flexed as Dray leapt into the 
air, and the older brother threw him heavily over his head by the arms, Terrance half-
flipping to fly towards Zerrex like a javelin with his heel as spearhead, one leg fully 
outstretched, one arm out and the other raised defensively as he shot towards Zerrex with a 
slam kick.

The Drakkaren had to admit he was impressed… but, thinking as Requiem would, he 
didn’t bother playing anymore with the two brothers, immediately lashing out a hand and 
catching Dray’s leg: he caught the Dragokkaren’s eyes widening in shock as he caught this 
movement, but the taller reptile couldn’t react fast enough, only able to let out a cry of 
surprise as Zerrex spun in a circle and stepped forwards at the same time.

The younger twin was snapped around with the Drakkaren’s movements, then he 
slammed into his big brother, who had started his charge the moment after he’d thrown the 
smaller Dragokkaren. The two grunted in pain as Zerrex released the reptile’s leg, and they 
both flew to the side, Terrance falling heavily and rolling off the mattress as Dray flew 
through the air in the opposite direction before crashing to the ground and rolling heavily 
into one of the pillars with enough force to cause the large decoration to shudder and rock 
back and forth, but thankfully not toppling. He groaned in pain, reaching up to rub his 
head slowly as Terrance forced himself up from all fours, wiping at a bleeding muzzle 
before the two blushed deeply. They stood together, then the older rolled his shoulders, 
wincing – the force of the blow landed against him had popped his wings from where they 
usually rested, camouflaged against his back. Slowly, he spread the pair of large, almost 
draconic wings, then refurled them against his body and glanced over at his brother, who 
was patting at his head and looking disgusted with himself. “That was… humbling.”

“Good.” Zerrex said mildly, then he sat back on the mattress, trying to ignore the fact 
that Lone was cheering like a child and Cherry was snickering. He watched as the two 
Dragokkaren came forwards and sat down as well, then they both bowed their heads 
respectfully, looking a bit ashamed of themselves as the reptile continued in a voice that 
still had the traces of irritation in it: “I wasn’t insulting you or your ability. You have an 
interesting and powerful style, if you’re a bit brash with your straightforward attacks, and 
you both have good bodies and strength from what I saw. Requiem, however… is far 
stronger than you can imagine, and all the legends likely are true. I don’t want either of you 
to die… that’s why I was so blunt.”



The two nodded silently in return to this, and Zerrex glanced from one to the other 
before he took a deep breath and visibly relaxed somewhat, rolling his shoulders and losing 
some of his tenseness before he continued to speak quietly: “I told you what I did because I 
wanted you to know that by tomorrow, both Requiem and Narrius will be laying in their 
graves. I recognize you as exiles from your family… but I figure you probably wouldn’t 
mind knowing that your ancestors can rest in peace with their vendetta settled.” He paused 
and smiled a bit as the two brothers looked uncomfortably back and forth, rubbing at their 
arms. “I know how Hez’Ranna culture works, yeah. Getting kicked out of the royal family 
doesn’t mean exile, even if it does mean shame. But most people like to live with shame in a 
place where they still have power and privilege instead of  moving across the seas…”

“We… well… yeah.” Dray admitted, looking down and rubbing his head slowly. 
“Terrance and I…” He broke off, the large male apparently not knowing how to continue 
the story as he merely looked at the mattress quietly.

A few moments later, Terrance took up the reigns and continued the story, meeting 
Zerrex’s eyes. “It wasn’t the shame, or the fact we had been kicked out of the royal family 
once we were adults… I suppose you could say we were greedy. Being kicked out of the 
family was a two-edged sword… when we left the family, we were given a good bit of 
wealth, and we were also liberated from being tied to Hez’Ranna. Together, we decided to 
explore the world… and of course, since Hez’Ranna still uses the ancient gold-coin 
system… well… every cent of Hez’Ranna money was worth around a hundred dollars 
here.

“So… we live an easy life, off the wealth we were given from our family, and we chose 
this town because we followed the OPOS here… it’s the closest thing to a worship center 
we could find.” Terrance finished, laughing a bit as his eyes fell to stare at the mattress 
below. He frowned quietly and then smiled a bit, looking up at Zerrex again, but this time 
with more shame as he spoke in a lower voice: “I guess you could say that… this has been 
far more of  a vacation than an exile.”

The Drakkaren nodded slowly at this, then he quietly rose a hand and waved it slowly. 
“You two can leave now. Feel free to stop in at my place later in the week, however.”

“Thank you… sir.” Dray said quietly, as he and his brother stood, then they both 
bowed respectfully, before the two huge Dragokkaren turned and left. Zerrex watched them 
go, rubbing a hand slowly through his hair, then he turned to the two remaining and 
laughed faintly, straightening and looking idly over both Lone and Cherry, who were sitting 
at the edge of  the mattress still and smiling at the powerful Drakkaren.

He shrugged uncomfortably, then stood and walked towards the throne, Lone 
immediately jumping up and following him quickly with a dumb grin. He walked to the 
side of the throne as Zerrex walked around behind it, then he stood and rubbed at his head 
as he watched the reptile pulling on his boxers, shuffling from paw-to-paw as he said shyly: 
“That… that was really great Zerrex… really really great… back there, when you grabbed 
that guy and threw him into the other guy…”



“Uh. Thanks. Go get dressed.” The lizard said mildly, looking down at the lupine flatly. 
Lone grinned dumbly again, then nodded rapidly as he blushed and ran immediately back 
to where his clothes lay puddled near the mattress, sitting down and grunting as he 
struggled to get his boxers and pants on. Meanwhile, Zerrex walked around the other side 
of the throne, nodding to Cherry and saying mildly: “We’re all going to drive back home 
together, but then I want you to just drop me off and pick up some weapons and whatever 
else you need or want. Then go get Tinny and go home with Lone.”

“What the fuck?” Cherry glared up at the reptile, then opened her mouth to yell again 
as Lone’s ears perked up and he glanced curiously at them… but then she merely held up a 
hand and instead gave a slightly-strained, somewhat-bitter smile as she looked up at Zerrex 
resentfully. “I know. I know. Lone will need the protection, especially if the Godkillers or 
anyone else decide to try and pull some shit… and furthermore, you probably want to be 
all macho and don’t want us in danger if Requiem shows up at the house, or worse, an 
angry mob of some kind… especially since someone’s likely going to spread a few more 
rumors about shit being up between you and Lone with him charging in here with that gun 
like an asshole.”

“Hey!” Lone whined, but he blushed furiously nonetheless as he pulled on his shirt, 
standing up with the revolver-in-question stuck in the front of his pants: Zerrex winced at 
this as he strode towards them, then he snatched the gun out of the lupine’s waistband and 
held it up as the wolf  blinked stupidly at him.

“You should have the safety on, especially if it’s in the front of your pants, kid. And 
funny thing about most revolvers, especially oversized ones like this. They don’t have 
safeties.” The reptile stated flatly, and Lone blushed deeply and mumbled an apology, but 
looked strangely happy all the same. Zerrex only looked at him mildly for a few moments, 
then he shook his head before turning his attention to Cherry, who was now grinning 
slightly instead of  looking sour. “What the hell are you so happy about?”

“Nothing, nothing. But fine, I’ll do what you want, you jerk.” She paused, then stood up 
and walked over to Zerrex, embracing him firmly and pushing her head against his chest as 
she closed her eyes. The reptile blinked, his arms going out, then he quietly hugged her 
tightly in return, holding her firmly against his muscular body as she said softly: “I promise 
not to interfere… but you make me a promise, too. And that’s to come back alive.”

Zerrex looked down at her softly for a few moments as she rose her gaze to meet the 
reptile’s… then he nodded and said quietly: “I promise.”

~~~

It is the morning of the seventh day: it is the morning of a day that looks bright and 
cheerful, with clear skies above but a pleasant breeze in the air that rustles the grass. The 
entire town, however, seems on edge… too many people in Baskin’s Grove all too aware that 
the calm comes before the storm, and that nature has perhaps not blessed them with this 
beautiful day, but instead paid honor to the two warriors who are to do battle in her fields 
near the outskirts of town. Rain, after all, would have been awkward… if perhaps more 
fitting, since the day also promises despair even if the best of outcomes occurs. The false 



peace lasts until noon… and then the day darkens slightly, the air becoming cooler as 
clouds float slowly over the sun. But before the present of noon comes the beginning and 
past of  morning. 

Zerrex sits silently on the couch, with a plate stacked with foods that defy his usual 
habits. Instead of the simple, elegant breakfast he usually prefers, he has a bowl of ramen 
noodles, a platter of bacon, a double-patty cheeseburger… and a homemade vanilla 
milkshake in a gallon-size beer mug. Today he’s decided to treat himself… and although he 
isn’t that hungry, he looks down at the meal and smiles faintly, thinking of the two people 
in his life who were most affecting him right now: Cindy would be proud of him, and 
Requiem would be staring in utter horror.

The night before, the Drakkaren had gone to bed the moment he’d been dropped off 
by the others, after saying goodnight to Cherry and Lone and giving his wife a quiet, gentle 
kiss. He hadn’t been tired, and there had been anxiety running all through his body… but 
he was able to master his strange excitement and get what was a surprisingly-long sleep for 
him, until he’d woken up at five the next morning wide awake. Then he’d had a long, 
pleasant bath, checked out his wounds – amazingly, he was almost fully healed, except for a 
few thin lines along his body and what was now a red scar on his cheek – and then dressed 
in a pair of black pants that were made of a material that was thicker and more supple than 
cloth, but breathed just as easily. Some special fabric that the reptile no longer knew the 
name of… they had always used it in the Goth Legion.

Then he’d polished his combat boots before putting those down, and finally taken 
Blackheart down from where it had rested for quite a while now, only gathering dust as it 
sat on the plain wall mounts he’d installed a year or so ago in his bedroom in place of the 
old ones: these were made of some special metal Tinny had found, and were nearly invisible, 
making the sword seem to float. It was a massive, seven-foot sword with a double-edged 
blade six feet long and almost half a foot wide, the sheer weight alone giving it immense 
cutting power even without the razor-sharp edge it bore. It also had a hilt of purest 
obsidian, with a ruby pommel: hence the name the reptile had chosen for his unique sword.

For an hour or so, he had gone over every bit of the blade, carefully polishing it: in 
reality, all he really needed to do was wipe it down, and the metal alloy of the blade would 
shine and gleam as if he’d gone over it for days with polish, but the lizard enjoyed the 
simple task. After all, it helped to get his mind off things… just like cooking the ridiculous 
breakfast afterwards had. 

He thought idly of the others… wondered what they were doing in turn, and smiled at 
what he guessed Requiem would be doing at this point. The reptile would have been 
surprised, however, to find out that the Dragokkaren wasn’t at all doing his usual pre-battle 
workout routine.

Instead, the giant was pouring Cindy another cup of coffee, looking at her distastefully 
as she glared back: she’d insisted on cooking breakfast this morning, and thus cooked 
almost everything inside the Dragokkaren’s cooler that could be… well… cooked, then 
served whatever else she could dig out or make from scratch with that. Hence, the giant had 



a huge platter of foods varying from sausages to scrambled eggs to a filleted pike – the 
giant kept looking at this with wonder, since he couldn’t even fillet a fish that well – sitting 
on the metal table… but all he had bothered to take was a half of a grapefruit, which 
looked incredibly lonely on the small plate, separated from the veritable banquet Cindy had 
laid out. He had also refused anything to drink, instead only taking a bottle of  water.

“Dude! This is your last day on this world, you should like… fucking enjoy your last 
meal!” Cindy said furiously, waving the spatula she held threateningly. Requiem glared at 
her, then he winced and covered his face as she began to slap at him with the spatula, 
hitting his head and muzzle with it as bits of grease flew everywhere. “Eat! Eat! Eat, you 
bastard!” 

“Fine!” Requiem suddenly shouted, picking up the slice of grapefruit and throwing it at 
Cindy – who barely ducked in time to dodge the flung fruit – and then she stared in horror 
as the giant reached out and grabbed a slice of cooked fish, shoveling it into his mouth as 
he continued to yell at the same time: “I’m eating! Look! I’m eating!”

The usually-polite crimson-scaled behemoth continued to snag pieces of food, chewing 
viciously as he stuffed various items from around the table into his mouth, the female 
Drakkaren staring in horror as she sat down on the other side of the table and blinked 
slowly, wondering if he’d lost his sanity. Then the Dragokkaren stopped, bits of food 
splattered on the table before him – but amazingly, none on his body – and then he picked 
up a napkin and rubbed at his muzzle slowly, blushing faintly and looking embarrassed. 
“I… I apologize. I’m just a bit stressed with the upcoming battle and I overreacted. I know 
you’re just trying to help me feel better, and… and the food really is good.”

“Yeah… don’t worry about it…” Cindy said slowly, then she coughed and rubbed the 
back of her head slowly before glancing idly around. “Um. So… just enjoy yourself, okay? 
Some people say that food really can be stress relieving, you know.”

The Dragokkaren muttered something under his breath about eating disorders, but he 
did continue to eat, to the female Drakkaren’s pleasure. She smiled at him as he cut into one 
of the sausages, then she helped herself to a salad she had prepared as well and drizzled it 
with the low-fat dressing the giant had bought, figuring it was better than nothing… but 
finding most of her thoughts floating to her family, even as she watched the giant across 
from her eat. But then she smiled a bit as she realized that now thoughts of her family 
encompassed even the powerful creature before her without hesitation… whereas she had 
been so sure just a week ago that she would never come to think of this behemoth as 
anyone who could ever be related to her. But she supposed that at first, she’d been the same 
way with Cherry, too… 

That certain muscular female, of course, had found it extremely difficult at first to 
think of Cindy as her daughter… but now her thoughts were only on getting Cindy back, 
as she sat with Lone and Tinman in the wolf ’s gun room, carefully reassembling the bolt-
action sniper rifle. She had a grim, serious expression on her face that made Lone nervous, 
and that Tinny recognized as the same kind of look she’d always had on before a 
particularly hard mission.



Last night, she had driven Zerrex home silently as Lone sat in the back… then, after 
dropping the reptile off and sharing a last kiss with him – Gods, she hated that idea, last 
kiss – she had quickly driven and picked up Tinny, who had just been putting the finishing 
touches on some project in his workshop. She’d told him to grab his combat gear, and he’d 
nodded without argument at the look in Cherry’s eyes and the scary half-grin on her face. 
Ten minutes later, he’d emerged from his home and thrown a heavy duffel bag into the back 
with Lone, then climbed in shotgun and they’d rode in silence back to the wolf ’s mansion.

Then Cherry had gathered them in the den, setting down Tinny’s bag of stuff and then 
pushing both the badger and the wolf down on the chair before she sat on the table, facing 
them both, leaning forwards and with her hands clasped. She’d glanced back and forth 
mildly, then finally said plainly: “We’re going to rescue Cindy tomorrow.”

The two males blinked at this, Lone paling and looking terrified as Tinman merely 
stared at the female with something like horror, then Cherry had quickly held up her hands 
as they both opened their mouths to protest. “Shut up!” she’d barked, and their mouths had 
immediately snapped back shut, the muscular female looking back and forth threateningly 
before she said continued firmly: “Unless Requiem’s an idiot, he’s not going to bring Cindy 
with him to the battleground, where Zerrex is. Mainly because Zerrex or Cindy could get a 
bit frenzied and either the Boss’ll fight with a lot more viciousness than necessary and kick 
Requiem in the balls if he gets the chance, or Cindy will join in the fight… and she’s a lot 
deadlier than most people give her credit for.

“So therefore, Requiem will likely simply leave her in the windmill, probably restrained 
or tied up to something… and since the Sanderson Mill is also a sawmill, there’ll likely be 
quite a few things there he can tie her to or restrain her with, but probably some things that 
Tinman can use to his advantage, too, if it comes right down to that. I don’t expect to run 
into combat with Requiem… but if the douchebags that are trying to stir shit up for us 
have any brains at all, they’ll attempt to snag Cindy, as either a backup plan or to use as a 
ransom straight-off. So it’s important for us to beat them to that.

“We have two advantages: one is that we know the terrain and layout. The other is that 
we know the approximate time that Requiem will go to meet Zerrex for the duel… and 
these are important advantages because it lets us maximize our time for setup and choose an 
area where we can see but not be seen by the enemy.” She paused, looking mildly back and 
forth from Lone to Tinny, but both were listening intently now and showed no signs of 
interrupting, so she kept talking, her voice lowering a bit as she leaned forwards towards the 
two. “If they’re not idiots, I’m sure they’ll have some kind of plan and they’ll be somewhat 
familiar with the area… but I doubt they’ll be thinking on a wide scale, or think to cover 
anything more than simply the windmill or the road.

“There’s a hill, roughly half a kilometer away from the windmill, where we can set up 
and watch with binoculars: we’ll be able to see both of our enemies mobilizing and moving 
from there, but also be out of sight of possible opponents who are seeking to interrupt 
Requiem or make their own move for Cindy. The Godkillers are what I’m most worried 



about… especially since the last time we passed, they seemed to have a few guests at their 
place.”

Then there was silence for a few moments, and Lone had looked nervously back and 
forth before finally blushing silently and looking down, whispering: “I don’t… I don’t think 
I can do this… I’m not a soldier, and… I know that…” He closed his eyes tight and 
bowed his head shamefully. “I’m a coward…”

Then he’d felt a friendly arm around his shoulders, and opened eyes that had been 
filling with tears to look at Tinman, who was smiling at him quietly. Then the badger had 
said one of the nicest things Lone had ever heard in his life to him: “I think you’re braver 
than me, Mr. Lone. Bravery is about a lot more things than walking into a scary situation, 
you know… and we could use a lookout anyway, right, Cherry? Just in case something goes 
wrong… at the very worst, you might have to go and even tell Zerrex what’s happening, 
since I doubt he’d want to fight Requiem just to come to a slaughterhouse.”

Lone had brightened considerably… and the wolf smiled in the present at this memory, 
as he slowly cleaned a silver-plated .45 handgun: he planned to take this with him, along 
with the semi-automatic sniper rifle and a plain 15mm Cherry had allowed the gun-
obsessed lupine. He was already dressed in his idea of combat clothing – cargo pants, 
uncomfortable shoes, fingerless gloves and the flak jacket that had already saved his life 
once. His leather jacket also hung nearby, many of the pockets already stuffed with spare 
clips and boxes of  bullets.

Tinny, on the other hand, had on a bulletproof vest that was just a bit too big for him, 
and with his combat belt on around his waist: he also wore a pair of jeans and combat 
boots, but no shirt beneath the heavy vest that covered his upper body. He was helping to 
clean and reassemble the guns, doing so much quicker than the others as he used his powers 
to fill clips with spare bullets from various boxes and distributing the ammunition evenly. 

Cherry, finally, was dressed in her usual heavy motorcycle boots, a pair of heavy black 
pants, and a black exercise top that showed off her cleavage. She also wore a leather belt 
that had been modified so it could hold both of her whips – as well as her usual steel one, 
she also had a plainer leather whip, which had a heavy wooden handle that ended in a blunt 
knob, modified from the past model of a whip she’d used in the past but had been 
accidently broken during training with Zerrex. They hung on either side of her, and she’d 
taken the wolf ’s huge revolver and placed that in a back holster, next to a side pack filled 
with two boxes of revolver rounds. Finally, she had a harness on her back where she could 
place her sniper rifle, with another rawhide pouch attached to one of the straps going 
diagonally across her back and then dropping down to around waist level to lock into 
another belt, forming a reverse bandolier – another pouch containing bullets for the ancient 
sniper rifle hung from this above-the-waist belt as well.

The female thought they were all prepared as best they could… they still had an hour 
or so before they needed to leave to set up at around noon, and she’d decided they could 
use the tactical equipment that Tinny had thankfully thrown into his duffel bag with the 
rest of his junk, so that left one less job to do. For now, all she could do was check over her 



weaponry and then rile at the others for being idiots for various pointless reasons. And, of 
course, wonder just what the hell was in store for them, as she bounced the scope for the 
sniper rifle in one hand, then finally slid it back onto the enormous weapon and adjusted it 
idly, screwing it into place as she reached into her pocket with her other hand and produced 
a small, round blue stone, rubbing at it in a nervous gesture as she closed her eyes and 
focused her powers. Something was whispering to her that there was going to be hell to pay, 
and that they were going to end up in a situation far worse than she had them prepared 
for… and she couldn’t help but wonder exactly what the Godkillers had planned and were 
up to.

Little did she know, the Godkillers had really ceased to exist: instead, there was only 
Tank, and Tank’s unwitting puppets, who were almost entirely under the large badger’s 
control. Overnight, he had again fortified his position as leader of the army-cult that had 
formed, merely by giving his pretty, planned speech about the deaths of the three 
Godkillers who had tried to take down Requiem, detailing their struggle against the 
horrible, honorless, monstrous giant. This morning, he had ordered them all to rally outside 
the city, at an abandoned lot that the badger knew of, while he himself took the most 
dangerous job as vanguard. And of course, he’d forced one of his closest, oldest friends to 
keep him company.

The badger grins slightly to himself as he taps the barrel of his minigun gently against 
the driver’s seat: the large weapon was nicknamed Blackbarrel, and Tank had long convinced 
himself it was because the revolving barrels of the gun were all deep ebony, and that it 
wasn’t a take on Zerrex’s legendary weapon. It also had a shoulder strap and a modified 
handle and stock system, so it could be held steady and fired without requiring a bipod: it 
also bore shortened barrels and a modified loading system that let Tank snap in ammo belts 
from the enormous steel boxes strapped on both hips without getting into any technical 
locking and loading.

In the front seat of the humvee, Mika closed his eyes at the tapping, his clothes hanging 
off his scrawny, weak body as he trembled violently. Tank had shown up earlier at his 
apartment, then dismissed the bikers to join the rest of the gathering army in the grassy lot 
outside the town. He’d then proceeded to bully the coyote into getting dressed before finally 
forcing him out to the humvee to act as his private chauffeur. The badger was obviously 
intent on torturing him – and all the more so once he’d seen the coyote cough blood up 
onto himself, realizing that the more stressed the canid was, the weaker he could become. It 
made Mika feel sick from something other than the horrible pain wracking his body… but 
he was determined not to give the badger what he wanted, instead gritting his teeth and 
forcing himself to ignore the steady tapping against the back of his seat, thinking instead 
about Felicity and wondering how she was doing.

The vixen in question was currently sitting propped against a wall, naked, her arms tied 
behind her back and her legs tightly bound together as well, blood leaking from a fresh cut 
between her breasts. She was still deeply unconscious, locked in a dark closet on the second 
floor and surrounded by various bits of junk, drugged and trapped in a nightmare world… 
and then suddenly her eyes snapped open she let out a scream, arching her back and staring 



up into a dark void as she spasmed. Bits and pieces of junk fell on her, brooms and boxes 
and cleaning supplies, and then she screamed again and lashed out with the only thing she 
could: her mind.

The doors of the closet blew off, and the cleaning junk flew out with it, as if pulled 
into a vacuum: a moment later, Felicity fell heavily out of the closet on her side, coughing 
and then starting to sob, feeling horrible pain ripping through her body and her head 
pulsing with her nightmares: visions of her father, visions of being raped and beaten and 
hurt, visions of Tank crushing her, crushing Mika, crushing her idol, the Boss. She 
struggled weakly, then broke down entirely, tears leaking down her face as she screamed and 
rolled back and forth on the floor, leaving smears of blood on the floor and down her 
breasts, neck and stomach as the deep cut over her heart bled freely. She spent a good ten 
minutes simply crying and almost convulsing, rocking back and forth and hitting her head 
off  the wall and floor.

Finally, she slowed, sobbing hard still but gritting her teeth and straining at the ropes, 
before letting out a cry of fury and closing her eyes: without even realizing what she was 
doing, she saw an image of the scalpel her father had used so often on her in her mind, but 
this time wielded by her force… and then the ropes binding her legs and arms suddenly 
split into pieces as a blue glow surrounded them, and the fox opened her mouth with a gasp 
of surprise, crawling backwards and free from her destroyed bonds as she looked back and 
forth rapidly. Then she smiled uncertainly, before forcing herself up to her feet… but 
immediately falling back down to her knees with a groan of pain, clutching at the ache in 
her skull. The pain was amazing… she had no idea how long she’d been out for, or what 
she’d been injected with… but she did remember…

“Tank…” she mumbled in a guttural, rasping voice, then she forced herself up again, 
snarling and using the pain to drive her before finally realizing there was a deep cut on her 
chest. She looked down slowly as she touched her hand to the wound, then at the blood it 
left before growling quietly and trembling violently. So… so that fucker felt his own need 
to… to add his own scar to all the ones I already have… that fucking bastard…

Somehow, she knew that was the truth… but Felicity forced that thought aside as she 
staggered down the hall, trying to get her bearings and find her way to the medical 
cupboard in the storeroom. There was a certain medication there that was used to 
counteract migraines, depression and fatigue… even through her pain, she thought that 
would work best. It was the same stuff her father gave her if she had to go to school or 
some other social thing after he’d used a paralytic on her, since the side effects of those 
were the same as tranqs and the various other drugs that would cause all the nasty thing she 
was feeling right now. The problem, however, would be in reaching the cabinet… as it was, 
she was barely able to stumble down the hall, her entire body full of  agony.

At the same time, though, she still had enough sense to wonder what was going on, 
where everyone was… and if they had already left to make the attack against Requiem. She 
winced as she rubbed at her head slowly, then looked up and whispered raggedly: “Come on 



God, you owe me one. Let it not be too late… let the Boss and his daughter still be 
okay…”

She would have been happy to know that Cindy was doing alright… if somewhat upset, 
as she watched Requiem tying a red and gold-trimmed sash around his waist so that both 
ends hung down, ending just above one knee. He had also changed into a pair of plain 
white pants, and had switched out of his loafers to put on a pair of what looked almost like 
black leather moccasins made of some strange hide. Then he glanced up as he finished 
knotting his sash, looking at Cindy and tilting his head quietly as he asked in a gentle voice: 
“Is there anything I can do for you, then? It’s…” He paused, then checked the expensive 
watch that he’d taken off  and put on the metal table. “It’s about noon. I have to leave soon.”

“Yeah…” Cindy rolled her shoulder slowly, and suddenly felt like time – which had 
seemed so strange that morning, stilted, distorted, and moving in some weird-ass modern-
artsy way – had gone from being too slow to going too fast. She didn’t want the giant to 
leave, just as much as she didn’t want to sit here while he and Zerrex fought… and she 
ended up blurting out the first request that came to her mind: “Can you give me a hug?”

The giant looked surprised, then hesitant… then he finally gave a bit of a nervous smile 
before nodding and walking slowly forwards. He halted a few feet away from her, as Cindy 
gazed up at him quietly… then he opened his arms and the small Drakkaren all but threw 
herself at him, wrapping her arms tightly around his body and pushing her head against his 
bulky, thick-muscled chest, trembling violently as she whispered: “I’m so sorry…”

His arms encircled her, held her tight and close as he looked down at her, feeling her 
warmth and body against his: it caused a strange peace to fill his being, a serenity entering 
his body that he’d so rarely felt over all his years alive fighting, working and simply living. 
He gave a quiet smile at her words, deeply touched by the sentiment, then he reached a 
hand down and gently nudged her chin up, saying softly as their eyes locked: “Don’t be 
sorry. It’s a warrior’s life… live by the sword, die by the sword. Living to old age is a rarity 
for our kind, and I accepted that even when I was a child. Dying in battle will be an honor 
for me… although I apologize myself that I have to stand against your father and fight 
with all I have.”

“I know.” Cindy looked down silently, her arms still tight around the Dragokkaren, then 
she stepped back and smiled up at him, rubbing at her eyes with her wrist before saying 
softly: “Let’s go then, Requiem.”

“No.” The Dragokkaren replied gently, and the Drakkaren looked up at him with a 
frown as he continued in the same gentle but firm voice: “I go alone, and the winner of our 
duel will return here and pick you up. If you come with me, I don’t know what could 
happen, but I am aware it could lead to unnecessary problems.”

“Fuck you. I’m going with you.” Cindy responded angrily, then she turned towards the 
open door: Requiem, however, grabbed her shoulder and pulled her back, frowning, and the 
female snarled before turning and throwing a hard punch at his chest, determined to force 
the Dragokkaren to take her with him no matter what the cost.



The reptile, however, apparently realized exactly how deep the Drakkaren’s resolve was 
and what he’d have to do to stop her: so instead of simply letting her hit him, one of his 
hands moved up and caught the female’s smaller one in a fist, squeezing it and causing 
Cindy to release a surprised cry of pain, twisting and trying to jerk her arm away. It left her 
open for a moment, and the giant took the second it gave him to slam an elbow down into 
the junction of  shoulder and neck.

She gasped, eyes bulging… then they glazed over and rolled up in her head as her legs 
buckled, falling to her knees and hanging limply by her hand from the Dragokkaren’s 
clenched fist. He looked down at her, face expressionless, but his eyes betrayed a quiet 
sorrow as he gently slipped a hand under her instead of simply letting her fall, carrying her 
back over to the damaged central pillar and sitting her gently against it. In only a few 
minutes, he had her easily restrained against it using a good amount of the remaining small-
link chain from the wheel he’d bought, and carefully secured it using several small locks he 
kept in one pocket of his luggage to keep his bags closed during long flights. Useless for 
this kind of restraint, really… but it would do to at least keep the chains binding the 
female’s body up for at least a little while.

Once that was done, the giant left and headed to his car after making sure the door to 
the sawmill was closed and locked, climbing in and pulling his keys out of his pocket to 
slide them into the ignition. He paused, then started the car and smiled faintly, bowing his 
head forwards as he whispered softly to himself: “A warrior lives to die. And I feel that 
today is the day I fulfill my destiny.”

His smile stretched wider as he straightened, a strange relief rolling through his body as 
he rolled his shoulders, then he grasped the steering wheel of his car tight with one hand 
before carefully backing out onto the road and heading back towards the park where he’d 
first found his nephew.

On the other side of town, Zerrex was just finishing his own preparations, fastening the 
bandolier and shoulder armor that Tinny had made for him to his back and making sure 
that the straps were as tight as possible before attaching Blackheart to the heavy magnet that 
was resting on his back. He paused, hesitating a moment before he let go, then he blinked 
and smiled slightly to himself at the fact that the gigantic sword rested in an almost-perfect 
position, the weight distributing evenly and not interfering with either his movement or 
balance. He walked around for a few moments to test this, then walked outside, paused, 
then grunted and leapt into the air, flipping easily once before landing in a crouch, the 
sword tip just touching the grass but the huge blade shifting with his movements so it didn’t 
dig into the ground at all or screw up his athletics.

He grinned slightly at the craftsmanship that was obviously placed into the design of 
the magnet on his back… Tinman really wasn’t one to be underestimated when it came to 
creating metal wonders, after all. He straightened, then headed to the garage and lifted it 
open, then heading inside to grab his black-armored motorcycle and wheeling it outside, 
figuring he could spend the last half-hour polishing it up. After all, it wouldn’t hurt to show 
up with all his equipment in good condition… it would also prevent an embarrassing 



scolding from Requiem as well, should the giant see his bike or be waiting for him in the 
parking lot near the hills and picnic area where he had ambushed him a week ago. It would 
also help him get rid of the nagging feeling he had that Cherry was doing something 
stupid…

The female in question was watching Requiem pull over the bridge from a hilltop a 
good five hundred and some meters away from the windmill through a pair of 
computerized binoculars, tapping the zoom button on the top and ignoring the various 
measurements and automatic readings it was spitting up onto the glass screen she was 
looking through. They were always wrong, after all… and then she threw them to the side 
as she jumped up to a crouch and turned quickly around to the two, pointing at Tinny 
before making a fist and then beckoning with it. Then she looked at Lone, who was staring 
at her with confusion and worry in his eyes, before she rolled her eyes and instead said 
flatly: “Tinny and I are going in. Keep an eye on the area and keep us covered. If you see 
people or even sense some nasty danger, fire a banger into the air and cover your ears… it’s 
already loaded into the flare gun. In a worst-case scenario, though, run for the Boss… he’ll 
be at the park where Requiem first showed up.”

“Okay.” Lone said in a meek voice, trembling but looking resolved nonetheless as he 
clutched the enormous semi-auto sniper rifle in his hands, and then he nodded to the two 
as Tinny tossed him quick smile before both he and Cherry took off down the hill at a fast, 
low run. The wolf trembled a bit as they grew smaller and smaller in the distance, heading 
quickly towards the windmill as he dropped the sniper rifle and instead shakily picked up 
the binoculars, taking a quick look through them around the area before he dropped them 
and sat back, breathing hard and closing his eyes tightly, forcing himself to calm down as 
much as he could.

A few moments later, his periwinkle eyes opened as he turned around and quickly 
shuffled through the duffel bag full of junk that Cherry had insisted on bringing: 
everything from a flare gun that was already loaded with one of the weird-shaped flares the 
female had called ‘bangers,’ to flash grenades and various fancy military technologies. It 
calmed him, to shuffle through the variety of stuff that was available here… and so did the 
fact that there was a road only a hundred feet down the hill behind him, with his sports car 
parked on the dirt shoulder. Sure, the large ditch and short fence that blocked his path also 
posed a problem, since the lupine had taken quite some time to force his way over it – 
hating his flabby, fattened body as he’d done so – but the wolf was still quite sure that at 
worst, he could just barrel right through. And once he was in his car, he thought that he’d 
be able to run to safety…

“Running’s what I do best, after all…” he muttered, and for a moment he felt a brief 
pang of self-loathing before remembering what he was supposed to be doing and bringing 
his binoculars up to his eyes, sighing. He didn’t expect to see anything, however, so instead 
contented himself by playing with the auto-zoom function and watching as the binoculars 
automatically outlined Cherry and Tinman, then zoomed up to them so they were both in 
the frame as they ran towards the building. Then they were both heading around the side of 
the windmill, disappearing around one of the turning walls as the binoculars quickly 



zoomed back out. Lone sighed a bit, shifting and fidgeting on the spot as he lowered the 
fancy bit of technology from his face, then he checked the pocketwatch that dangled from  
the chain around his neck and winced a bit at the time before pausing and frowning as 
something caught his eye in the distance… not the distance towards the bridge, but instead 
the distance along the road…

The wolf rose the binoculars to his eyes… then he gasped and dropped them, 
immediately turning and diving for the duffel bag, fumbling out the flare gun as he whined 
through his teeth and tossed a terrified glance at the procession he saw coming down the 
road. Armed bikers, armed people in trucks and cars of all sorts, and all of them definitely 
heading for the windmill… and now he knew why Cherry had been so tense, what she’d 
meant by worst-case scenario, and Lone felt panic flooding his senses as he finally managed 
to get the gun out of the bag and pointed it skywards, pulling the trigger and realizing at 
the same time it was likely an act of idiocy that would give away his position, but wanting 
to live up to his duties all the same… at least, before the fear took over.

There was a puff of smoke from the gun and a dull ka-thunk as the strange, rounded 
flare launched from the gun, spiraling up into the air and leaving neither a trail of smoke or 
bright light behind it… and then the wolf was knocked flat with a loud yip of pain, 
covering his ears as the flare exploded, releasing what sounded like a sonic boom instead of 
a light or flash, scorched pieces of metal raining to the ground some hundred feet ahead. 
Then Lone spun around and simply ran, almost tripping over his own paws as he cursed his 
luck, somehow sure that the whole gang was coming as he charged towards the fence and 
tears fell from his eyes, his only thoughts on getting to the Boss before things turned too 
nasty… but before he could even make it down the hill, he tripped and fell heavily, 
smacking his head against a rock, and all the lights in the world went out.

Down the hill, however, Cherry and Tinman had managed not to panic: instead, the 
female Drakkaren merely cursed under her breath and looked quickly around before 
spotting a cloud of dust far down the road. She cursed under her breath, then jerked her 
head at Tinny to tell him that the immediate front was clear of enemies, then adding 
quickly: “Get that door open fast, Tinny… I think we’re about to have a whole hell of a lot 
of  company.”

“Right!” the badger’s voice was a bit higher and strained than normal, but his eyes were 
focused as he skirted around the female and ran to the door, Cherry covering him as she 
drew the massive revolver, one finger on the trigger and the palm of her other hand on the 
hammer as she looked back and forth quickly. Then Tinman let out a sigh of relief and 
snagged something from a nail hanging nearby, before the door clicked open and the badger 
ran inside, Cherry quickly backpedaling in afterwards and then kicking the heavy security 
door shut. 

She opened her mouth to shout another command, but before the Drakkaren could 
speak the badger had already used his powers to re-lock the door, before he slumped against 
a nearby wooden table and sighed. He glanced back and forth, then blinked and ran past 
the luggage piled tables as the muscular female stared, before turning herself and inhaling 



sharply as she saw Cindy, unconscious and chained tight to a huge log in the center of the 
room. “Cindy!”

The younger female stirred, giving a low moan of pain and jingling the chains around 
her, then Tinny quickly rose one finger and made a curt drawing motion down the metal 
bindings, and the metal links snapped as if he’d taken a mighty swing with a heavy axe, the 
chain falling. Cindy grunted as she fell forwards as well, arms flailing and eyes snapping 
open, but Cherry caught her by the shoulders and looked down at her with concern, asking 
quickly: “Are you okay, girl?”

“Cherry…” Cindy smiled faintly, then automatically reached up and hugged her tightly 
around the neck. The muscular female winced a bit at this, patting the younger Drakkaren’s 
shoulder a few times uncertainly before quickly pulling free, and Cindy blinked a few times 
as she looked back and forth at the two before asking slowly: “What’s wrong?”

“We have company. And I don’t think it’s going to be long before they start knocking 
on the door and we end up having to deal with one or five dozen too many guests at this 
party.” Cherry responded quickly, straightening and then glancing around, quickly sizing up 
the area as Tinny rubbed the back of his head, looking nervously at the metal door. Cindy 
winced at this, then she stood quickly as well, as the older female asked quickly: “Where’s 
the best area for you to hide? It’ll likely get very messy here, very fast.”

At this, the daughter of Zerrex couldn’t help but make a face, opening her mouth and 
snapping: “I can fight too, Cherry! I’m not a child, and I can defend myself perfectly fine… 
I just don’t like killing.”

“Well, there’s going to be lots of killing, and I don’t want you to dirty yourself.” Cherry 
snarled in return, her darker nature getting the better of her for a moment. For a few 
seconds, the two females glared at each other, then Tinman stepped quickly between them, 
looking back and forth at them both with his teeth grit.

They both blinked as he held up his hands, then he said in a strained, spelling-out-the-
obvious type of voice: “This is so not the time, girls. You can have your little stupid 
squabble later, but right now we really do have to act like a unit. Cindy, we know you can 
fight, but you don’t have a lot of actual battle experience, and that’s far different than just 
training. Cherry, don’t be a moron. Even with your precog and my abilities, we probably 
won’t stand a chance against even a dozen untrained gunmen in close quarters like this, 
especially if they get in a lucky shot or two. I say we get up to the second floor and resolve 
our differences later.”

The larger, muscular female opened her mouth to argue angrily… but then she paused 
as the sound of engines now became far clearer than it had earlier, and she realized there 
were at least ten different vehicles approaching… and she had no doubt each and every one 
of them was stuffed to the max. So instead of bothering to fight, she merely nodded and 
said in a voice that still managed to be sulky: “Agreed.”

Cindy nodded quickly herself, then she ran towards the skeleton-work of girders that 
she’d seen Requiem climb so many times and jumped quickly up it, as Cherry ran towards 
the broken section of railing and leapt up herself, catching the catwalk with one hand and 



jerking herself up, then twisting her body so she hit the floor with her shoulder and rolled 
quickly to her feet. Tinman followed last, wincing as he grabbed up two of the lengths of 
chain he had cut, using his powers to instantly forge them back together before snapping 
the chain upwards to catch the railing, then jumping off the ground as he forced the chain 
to reel quickly around the banister, pulling him up the second floor. He slid under the 
railing and onto the narrow walkway just as Cindy ran past, then trotted after them and 
stopped in the alcove where Requiem had been making his lodgings. The badger winced as 
he looked back and forth, not knowing if he should push to move to the third floor or 
agree with the fact that Cherry obviously wanted them to hold position here… then his 
eyes settled on a small iron bar, shaped almost like a handle and about eight inches long. It 
was laying on the floor as if waiting to be found, and the badger reached his hand out, 
causing it to float up to him as he idly beckoned with the fingers of his other hand and 
caused the chain that was still wrapped around the banister to slowly unravel, then slide 
over to him like a snake. The end of it slowly rose up, and Tinny closed one fist around it as 
the two Drakkaren watched, Cindy curious and Cherry frowning and wanting to scold the 
badger for playing his metalworks games while they had enemies all but knocking at the 
door.

Then there was a brief flash of light and electricity, before Tinny turned to Cindy and 
held out what had become a plain chain whip: the female blinked at this, then she smiled 
and took it, examining the sixteen-foot length of smooth-linking chain and the now-
slightly-contoured handle, as the badger said softly: “Like I said. We believe you can fight… 
and you’ll likely have to. You might as well be armed with something, right?”

“Thank you…” Cindy said softly, and Cherry made her a noncommittal grumble as she 
pulled out the bolt action rifle and leaned against the wall, closing her eyes and shouldering 
it, ignoring the faint smiles traded between the two. It made her feel incredibly out of place, 
how they were still acting so light and cheery even when they could all hear at least two 
dozen motors coming towards them, and only a few of those sounding like they belonged 
to motorcycles… and idly, she couldn’t help but wish for her husband. Zerrex, after all, 
would probably crack some lame line or some crap like that… but at least he’d never get her 
pissed off  right before some nasty confrontation with the enemy…

Admittedly, of course, situations like this made her feel nervous… when you could hear 
the enemy, but didn’t know what they were up to, and couldn’t see them either, for whatever 
reason. Worst of all? They were trapped like rats in this windmill… even if there was a 
window higher up, or a way to the rooftop, they would be too exposed trying to climb 
down the goddamn walls of the windmill for the risk to be worth taking. So instead all 
they could do was wait for the enemy to break in and hold them off… and she sighed 
before looking back and forth and asking in an irritated voice: “Does anyone here have a 
fucking watch? I want to know when the Boss’ll be back to break those shitheads outside up 
and we can all go home and fuck. I figure two, two-thirty at the latest, he’ll be done with 
Requiem… why the fuck are you looking at me like that, it’s a valid fucking theory!”

~~~



Zerrex slowly climbed on his motorcycle: shining, clean, and with many of the scratches 
buffed out or repaired with his handy little maintenance kit. Now, the reptile only had one 
thing to do before he faced off against Requiem, and he could do that on the road, as he 
drove to meet his uncle and put an end to everything that had happened over the course of 
the week. The reptile smiled faintly as he closed his eyes and revved the throttle once before 
taking off into the road, and then he let himself drive and guide the bike automatically as 
his mind descended into the past… and he prepared to face himself and what he had done: 
as he remembered and detailed to himself  the story of  how he had killed his father.

For a few moments, he is driving, the wind blowing his hair back and eyes on the 
road… and then suddenly, he is in the past. He knows where he really is… and what he is 
really doing even, which is good because he doesn’t want to become a green paste on the 
road before he even gets to Requiem… but all the same, he is also in the past and reliving 
that fateful night he had decided to kill his father.

That night, he had seen his one and only chance to get even for what Narrius had done 
to his mother… for the pain he had seen the cruel Dragokkaren cause to everyone around 
him: both those who crossed him, and those who only had the bad luck to meet him on one 
of his nastier days. Narrius, after all, had fallen strangely ill, many nights sitting at the 
dinner table pale and trembling, spitting threats at the servants and smashing food to the 
floor as he yelled for meat instead of soup, demanded to know why everyone was treating 
him like a fucking infirm old fool, and swore again and again that he wasn’t sick. But 
everyone knew he was, and Zerrex found himself taking a greater and crueler pleasure in his 
father’s growing weakness every day… and the fact that now he could grin and Narrius 
could do nothing but yell at him. Only a month or so ago, the Dragokkaren could have 
easily simply shoved the table forwards hard enough that his son would have been sent 
flying across the room, chair and all… but now the pale-faced reptile could barely make the 
old oak furnishing shudder as he pounded on it with what seemed to be all of  his strength.

Zerrex couldn’t – and furthermore, didn’t want to – deny that this made him happy 
beyond all measure… but at the same time, he also knew that he couldn’t afford to allow 
his father to get healthy again, because of the wrath that would fall on the entire household, 
from him to the paid servants to the broken slaves that Narrius kept for entertainment… 
and that lately Zerrex too had been playing with to amuse himself more and more. The 
issue, of course, would be in making sure he didn’t underestimate his father’s strength, even 
in his weakened condition… and that he made sure that he killed him outright. After all, 
Narrius wasn’t stupid… in his weakened condition, he’d likely have an alarm button ready 
in case of a worst case scenario, hooked up to some Requiem-sized guards… but never a 
dead man’s switch, of course. After all, the sickly Dragokkaren would recognize that he was 
vulnerable… but likely was still too arrogant to even give any sort of the heed to the idea 
that he could die.

It meant that as long as Zerrex kept calm after he killed Narrius – a task he thought 
would be easy enough – he could likely stroll out of this Estate forever without anyone the 
wiser. Not that he likely couldn’t do that at any time… but what made this day special was 
that Requiem was out of town on business for Narrius. The behemoth Dragokkaren, of 



course, was the main obstacle to Zerrex; he was strong enough to stop a tank, fast enough 
to outrun even the sleekest of sprinters, and smart enough to outthink any number of 
enemy generals. Not to mention his loyalty to his brother meant he was constantly at his 
side in his sickness… and the young-at-this-time Drakkaren thought it was likely that 
Narrius had kicked his younger sibling out just to get some time to himself. 

Zerrex smiles to himself as he sits in his almost cell-like room, plain-furnished but 
almost sterile even with the few tapings of décor it has: it’s entirely unlike the rest of the 
mansion, however, which is expensively-decorated, but rich without the usual ridiculousness 
afforded by the posh: instead, it only speaks of a form of power. The youth’s room, 
however, speaks only of emptiness and coldness, a strange impartiality to the goings-on of 
his own family… and it’s a distance that the reptile wishes to do more than simply 
maintaining, but increasing to the maximum if possible by cutting the bonds of father-and-
son physically. And after only a few short hours, the reptile will stand and walk silently over 
to his desk, ready to put his plan into action.

He reaches down and pulls open the drawer to take out a razor-sharp dagger with a 
rubber-wrapped handle: the rubber covering can be removed, and it’s the perfect weapon for 
assassination. After all, it even has the fingerprints of the private soldier Zerrex had taken it 
from on the actual handle, beneath the slip-on rubber grip… and with the double-edged, 
six-inch blade, Zerrex is fairly sure that he can move in fast enough to slit his father’s throat 
without him ever knowing what was happening.

The reptile pulls up his pants leg, then places the dagger into a hidden sheath strapped 
to his shin. Then he drops the cloth of his pants and shakes his leg a few times, grinning a 
bit wider at the fact it leaves nary a bulge… before rolling his shoulders and making his 
face expressionless, leaving his room to stride down the hall and ignoring the Dragokkaren 
soldiers that patrol the huge mansion, keeping the servants in line through cruel tactics and 
abuse. Zerrex himself has done this before under his father’s guidance and orders, but lately 
these lessons of sorts have come to a halt, with the once nearly-invincible monster so 
sickened and weak.

The reptile approaches the master bedroom where his father lays, attempting to sleep, 
and he merely snarls a bit at the two huge Dragokkaren guards that block his way: 
immediately, they part and bow respectfully, and Zerrex enters the double doors without a 
problem, then closes them silently behind himself and stands for a few moments, facing the 
enormous bed inside the gigantic, far oversized bedroom: it makes Zerrex feel tiny and 
almost insignificant, and he makes a face of disgust at the Narrius family crest mounted on 
the wall, made from gold and platinum: two animalistic Dragokkaren launching themselves 
at each other in front of  a heavy shield. 

He looks back and forth, then slowly approaches the figure shuddering on the bed 
before climbing slowly up onto the mattress, grinning violently as his eyes burn with hate 
and rage: there is indeed a call button, but Narrius has long since knocked it to the ground, 
and it sits uselessly on the floor as the Dragokkaren shudders and spasms, his breathing 
harsh gasps, the blankets curled up tight around his body as his eyes roll sightlessly in his 



head: they are open, but the giant isn’t here. Zerrex slowly moves to straddle his father’s 
thick waist on his knees as he rolls onto his back, and then Narrius’s hands suddenly reach 
up to claw into his hips, making the young Drakkaren snarl – not in pain, but surprise: his 
father, however, is too weak to even manage a grip as he looks up at Zerrex and then 
whispers: “Celestial? Is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me, Ifret.” Zerrex says softly, his instincts taking over immediately and guiding 
him as he reaches down to pull up his pants leg, then slowly drawing his dagger as Narrius 
looks up at him stupidly. The youth forces a smile as he settles one hand around the handle 
of the dagger, and then he feels Narrius’s hands move up to his shoulders, squeezing into 
them slowly as his crimson eyes look at him with a strange, broken delirium.

“I’ve missed you, Celestial. You were always my favorite.” Narrius confides in a whisper, 
then he bucks his hip against his son, who rides his father’s movement with a strange burst 
of ecstasy: he realizes how far in control he is, and that he can do anything… be anyone he 
wants… with the Dragokkaren as far gone as he is into the illness. And his movements are 
so weak and pathetic that Zerrex realizes Narrius will soon die even without his help… but 
the Drakkaren sees no reason to take even the smallest of chances, as Narrius grins slowly 
and rasps: “Always the best fuck I ever had, too… and the only one who ever turned out a 
child for me. Come here, kiss me and tell me you love me…”

He pulls down on Zerrex’s shoulders, and the Drakkaren lets himself descend, laying 
down atop his father’s body and letting one hand move over a chest that is losing its muscle 
and becoming weak and thin, then he wraps an arm firmly around his neck as Narrius’s 
hands move back down his sides, then loop tightly around his waist. He groans and 
breathes hotly onto his son’s face, then their mouths meet in a kiss, and Zerrex kisses his 
father with more passion than he has ever kissed any male or female in his life, pushing 
their jaws down and working their tongues together as he feels his father buck his hips hard 
up against him, grinding his body against his son’s… who is still so convinced in his mind 
is really his long-dead wife.

They continue to kiss as Narrius slides a hand down to grasp his buttock, and Zerrex 
can feel a thickness between his legs that’s growing… and it makes him excited as he slowly 
draws his knife free, then flips it easily in his hand, continuing to work his mouth against 
his father’s. They kiss, and then Zerrex brings the knife up and without thinking, bites hard 
into the kiss, tasting his father’s blood as he slides back on his chest and then stabs viciously 
down into his father’s throat.

The strike rips through his father’s jugular, and blood sprays up in a fine gush, 
splattering all over the Drakkaren’s widely-grinning face as drool leaks from his jaws, his 
hair floating around him like a living mist as Narrius chokes, his eyes staring blankly at the 
ceiling and mouth gaping open stupidly for a few moments, blood dripping from his jaws 
as he spasms, but Zerrex feels his father’s cock beneath him only continuing to harden and 
thicken even in death, hears it ripping through the bare pair of boxers his father wears 
beneath the blankets, and the young reptile rolls himself against the enormous bulge, feeling 
his own shaft stiff in his pants, threatening to tear through his own clothing. Blood drips 



down his chest, over his body, and he pants hungrily before tearing to the side and almost 
cutting his father’s head from his body, and he can taste Narrius’s blood in his maw… the 
blood of the head of the family, the blood of the one who was worshipped as a devil but 
was put out of  his misery like a sick feral animal.

After a few minutes, Zerrex slowly climbs off his dead father’s chest and examines the 
dagger. Then he shrugs and begins to laugh as he simply turns and leaves, splattered with 
blood, his maw dripping with the crimson fluid, his eyes full of darkness, power and death 
as his crotch still bulges with a powerhouse erection. His body is filled with energy and 
strength, power and malice, as he throws open the double doors… and the enormous, 
three-times-his-size bodyguards of Narrius both cower as he looks back and forth hungrily 
before simply walking out of the mansion, never to set foot inside again. He heads back to 
live forevermore with his ‘caretaker’ at the home of his mother… and no one ever questions 
him or comes to see him about what has occurred. Requiem, after all, is forced to take 
Narrius’s body back to Hez’Ranna for burial… and by the time he returns, Zerrex has left 
to join the military and then the Goth Legion.

But past the point where he leaves the building, everything becomes a swirl and time 
returns to normal… and then Zerrex is pulling slowly into the parking lot, feeling a strange 
shame run through him. He had behaved… like his father would have, and the thought 
disgusted him now, and especially the sense of malefic power he’d felt. No, it was… 
something different. After all, he’d felt dark power before, and bathed in it, but it had never 
felt like that again… although Zerrex did smile a bit to himself, thinking quietly that he 
missed a hell of a chance to manipulate Narrius for a whole lot of information and other 
fun stuffs and gone and killed him instead. 

The reptile glanced around, and found himself unsurprised to see that Requiem’s car 
was already here… and slowly, he climbed off his motorcycle as he turned it off, then he 
left the keys in the ignition as he walked carefully out of the parking lot and into the park, 
glancing slowly back and forth before his eyes settled on an enormous figure in the distance, 
dressed in ceremonial battle clothing and holding a simple bamboo spear. Zerrex smiled 
slightly at this as he approached, then he held his arms out and tilted his head quietly, 
calling: “Just because you’re old doesn’t mean you have to use ancient weaponry.”

“Go to hell.” Requiem retorted, but he smiled a bit nonetheless, glancing up and down 
Zerrex and then nodding slowly to him as he stopped ten feet away. The Drakkaren looked 
different than the Zerrex he had fought a week ago, and he was smiling, confident and 
perhaps even happy for what they were about to engage in… and then Requiem let his eyes 
carry over the reptile before saying softly: “You look like you’ve gone and picked up some 
obnoxious fantasy sword, yourself.”

“I suppose this applies to what I just said, too… but don’t judge before you see what it 
can do. It’s the carpenter, not the tools, after all.” Zerrex responded, and then the two 
smiled at each other before the Drakkaren reached over his shoulder and easily yanked the 
blade free from the magnet on his back, holding it in one hand before turning it and 
stabbing it point-down into the ground – something he wouldn’t usually do for fear of 



dulling the blade, but Blackheart was a sword that would never dull. “I’m ready, Requiem 
Narrius, to meet you and honor you with battle.”

The Dragokkaren nodded, becoming more solemn now as he spun his spear easily, then 
stabbed that down into the ground as well, leaving the two powerful combatants to regard 
each other over the tops of their weapons. “Then I shall honor you as well, Zerrex Narrius, 
and hold nothing back. We fight to the death, no mercy and no surrender. Do you accept 
the rules of  the challenge?”

“I do.” Zerrex said softly, then the faintest of grins bridged onto his muzzle as he began 
to walk away from his sword, parallel to Requiem as the Dragokkaren strode in the same 
direction. “Like you have to ask.”

The giant chose to ignore this last statement, then he stopped and the Drakkaren halted 
as well, turning to him once more. The two faced each other, then both stepped backwards 
once before taking up ready positions, Requiem in a cultured battle stance that kept both 
arms in front of him and one raised slightly above his head, Zerrex in a looser streetfighting 
pose. For a few moments, their eyes locked together, emerald and sapphire clashing but at 
the same time embracing and recognizing each other as an equal, respectful and even full of 
that odd happiness that came only with the most dangerous of thrills and deadliest of 
battles… before both uncle and nephew glanced up with confused looks to one another as 
they heard the sound of a sports car screeching to a stop, and then a loud scream of 
“Attack, attack, attack! Help, Boss! Help!”

“What the hell…” Zerrex muttered, then he glanced apologetically at Requiem, but the 
Dragokkaren was already frowning and had loosened his stance to look at Lone as the wolf 
pelted towards them, looking remarkably upset about something. Zerrex bowed his head a 
bit respectfully, then he turned as well as Requiem bowed back and gave a silent gesture that 
meant he would wait until the Drakkaren had dealt with whatever apparently-too-
important-to-wait issue that the lupine had brought with him. “Lone, I swear, if you 
interrupted us for anything less than-”

“Cherry… Cindy and Tinny… in trouble! Massive… army attacking the windmill!” 
Lone panted, and Zerrex gritted his teeth, his eyes flashing before he glanced over his 
shoulder as Requiem approached. The Dragokkaren reached up and squeezed his shoulder, 
then the giant looked down at the wolf as well, who was currently bouncing from paw-to-
paw and babbling the same message over and over again. Upon seeing Requiem, however, 
Lone’s eyes grew round and he fell over, tail curling up between his legs and ears flattening 
as he began to whimper loudly.

The Drakkaren turned to look up at his uncle, opening his muzzle… but Requiem 
immediately held up a hand and shook it, saying softly: “This is my fault. I left Cindy alone 
and vulnerable… I wasn’t thinking properly. Of course everyone in town knows who you 
are and why I’m here… and of course she’d be a target. But let’s not waste any time… I’ll 
go back with you to the windmill and offer the support I can. I don’t want her hurt 
anymore than you do.”



“Thank you.” Zerrex nodded, feeling amazingly relieved before he ran for Blackheart, as 
the Dragokkaren moved to collect his own spear: then the two were both sprinting for their 
vehicles, Zerrex easily vaulting onto his motorcycle and twisting the keys in the ignition 
before he twisted the throttle and made the bike roar, shooting forwards towards the park 
before he jerked the handlebars hard to the right and threw his foot out, spinning on the 
axle of his leg and then firing off towards the road, snarling as he jumped the curb and 
then roared down the road, soon after followed by Requiem in his oversized blue car. The 
issue being that the Sanderson Windmill is on the other side of town… even rushing like 
crazy, it’ll still be at least ten minutes before we can get there… I just hope they’re still 
secure in the mill.

Lone, however, had been knocked unconscious for a good twenty minutes before he’d 
managed to jump in his vehicle, and then it had been another dozen or so to get across 
town to warn Zerrex of what had happened: and the wolf was still wobbly, as he whined in 
his throat and forced himself to his paws before jogging towards his sports car, staggering 
back and forth a bit. His head ached like all hell, and his vision was a bit blurred from the 
force he’d hit his head… and worst of all, he couldn’t remember bits and pieces of his past. 
All he knew where some choice names and had the vaguest idea of their relationships… 
and that Zerrex was someone who he was supposed to be dedicated to and help out 
however he can. He also remembered there was a sniping point or something on the hill 
where he’d come from… and the wolf nodded to himself before setting his face grimly and 
starting off in the same direction as the others. After all, the least he could do for screwing 
up by taking a goddamn forced nap was to help out and give the two badasses he’d just run 
crying to some cover fire.

The lupine drove fast, almost catching up to Requiem before he turned off down a side 
road with a grunt, gritting his teeth as the sports car skidded a few feet before he winced as 
he went off the pavement and onto a dirt road with a hard bounce. The wolf continued to 
drive forwards at his insane speeds, however, a strange urgency filling his mind before he hit 
the brakes as he twisted the car towards the shoulder.

The handling on a dirt road was far different than on the concrete, however, and the 
wolf let out a short shriek as the sports car went into a long skid, the tires unable to grip 
the dirt effectively and the expensive, cherry-red vehicle smashing through the wooden fence 
that surrounded the area, causing the car to rock violently before it plunged into the deep 
ditch. The sports car smashed into the ground, one rear wheel spinning lazily as the front 
end crunched in, sitting awkwardly with the back end in the air. Lone lay against the wheel, 
his eyes closed, sprawled out forwards and bleeding slowly from his nose, mouth, and one 
ear, a large gash in his forehead and his clothes torn and bedraggled. 

Smoke slowly rose up from the wreck, spiraling towards the sky… and it would go 
completely unnoticed as Zerrex and Requiem both headed over the bridge, Zerrex snarling 
at the mass of cars and clenching his handlebars furiously, his emerald eyes cold as heads 
turned in shock from what looked almost like a gathered army of punks, vandals, scum and 
gangsters.



The other question that rose in the Drakkaren’s mind was how long had they been 
here… and he would have been shocked to find out that it had been over forty minutes 
since the pseudo-army had surrounded the windmill. Cherry, Tinman, and Cindy were all 
painfully aware of how long it had taken, however, since all three of them had been sitting 
silently and keeping track of  the time.

The muscular female had, of course, gotten quickly frustrated with this… but both 
Tinny and Cindy had shown far more patience, sitting quietly and checking over their 
weaponry. Cherry, too, sat with her sniper rifle across her lap and her hands clasped tightly 
together, head bowed forwards and eyes closed, her small stone between her hands as she 
tried to ignore the soft conversation of the others, as Cindy filled Tinman in on what she 
had been through.

It had been twenty minutes since the idiots had gathered outside… and Cherry could 
hear someone giving some speech. She would have been unsurprised to find out that Tank 
was pacing back and forth on top of the humvee, screaming his message to the ignorant 
masses before him and frothing, eyes maddened with victory so close in his sight. From the 
few words she could make out, of course, she, the other female and the badger had all been 
labeled monsters and enemies of society, and both she and Tinman were supposed to be 
exterminated while Cindy was taken hostage. It made the muscular female feel a twist of 
disgusted anger through her body… then she cracked open one eye and snarled at the other 
two: “Will you fucking shut up? I’m trying to fucking listen!”

Cindy looked at her with genuine hurt in her eyes, but Cherry simply snorted and 
closed her eyes again, listening hard to try and hear the ranting yelling through the walls… 
but now it had stopped, and there was only the shuffle of movement and growling of 
motors outside. Then there was a fumbling at the door as another vehicle pulled away 
loudly, and the female’s eyes snapped open as she cursed under her breath and took aim 
with her sniper rifle at the security door, popping one of the sidepacks on her bandolier 
open at the same time so she could have quick access to rounds for the rifle.

Both Tinny and Cindy also tensed, Tinman approaching the edge of the walkway and 
looking over his shoulder at the younger female with a bit of a smile, nodding to her and 
reaching out to pat her shoulder gently. “You stay back here for the first while, alright? Get 
used to the sounds and the sights of battle if you can, and be ready. We’ll do our best to 
protect you, but if there’s enough of them we’ll need all the help we can get to hold them 
off.”

“Fuck, Tinman…” Cherry muttered under her breath, leveling the rifle against her 
shoulder as she lay flat, letting the barrel rest gently against the bottom of the walkway. The 
badger winced slightly, but then he nodded encouragingly as Cindy slowly stepped 
backwards and sat down quietly a bit away from the others, more into the alcove where they 
had decided to hide. She felt strangely subdued and almost abandoned as Tinny turned 
away and drew nails out of his pouch between each finger… and also horribly useless, as 
her eyes moved quietly to look at her mother-figure’s back. In front of her were two 
amazingly-skilled, trained soldiers who both had strange abilities that couldn’t be easily 



explained by nature and science, both former subordinates of her father – and now friend 
and wife. She, on the other hand, had been a waitress before she’d moved in with Zerrex… 
a pacifistic, never-say-no girl who took more pleasure out of watering plants and talking 
about her day than in dominating through force or killing for sport.

She felt decidedly weak as she played silently with her whip… an on-the-spot 
construction that looked more like a toy than anything useful, and was a kiddy version of 
the massive, razor chain that Cherry carried on one hip. Before she could get into feeling 
too much self-loathing, however, there was a sound of grating steel as a car engine revved 
outside, and then the huge metal security door was ripped off its hinges and they heard a 
clear yell from outside… before something else smashed into the wall of the windmill and 
caused the entire building to shudder violently. Cherry cursed furiously as Cindy looked 
back and forth, throwing herself backwards and nearly panicking as she fell over, and then 
Cherry yelled angrily: “Bring it on, motherfuckers!”

Her shout was emphasized by three quick shots from the sniper rifle, her fingers moving 
with incredible dexterity as they shot the bolt, snapped in another round, and then locked 
the bolt again: in only a second, she had performed three reloads perfectly and felled the 
first three gun-toting scumbags who had tried to storm the windmill. The next two who 
forced their way in through the door were taken quickly out by Tinman, who had a cold 
expression on his usually kind face as he tossed first one handful of nails with a sound like 
a shotgun blast, then the other: both of the bikers who had formed the vanguard flew 
backwards with screams of agony, the dead bodies blocking the doorway and causing their 
once-anxious compatriots to try and force backwards against the flow of people attempting 
to enter the building, shrieking.

“Ricochet!” Cherry snapped, and Tinman nodded as he rose a hand, a sawblade 
popping immediately out of his pouch before he threw it with a simple flick of the wrist: it 
spun through the air, then suddenly halted and floated in the air, tilting back and forth 
until Cherry grunted a sound of affirmation, and the badger held the sawblade in the air 
with his powers, one hand extended as the other dug out another handful of nails, and he 
fired the volley into another wannabe soldier who was pushed into the room by the flood 
of  his friends.

The muscular Drakkaren, meanwhile, had lain nine bullets out in front of her and was 
breathing slowly through her grit teeth, eyes closed tightly as she grimace… then her 
expression suddenly twisted into a violent grin as she leveled the sniper rifle up somewhat 
and snarled: “Countdown!”

Tinman immediately raised both his hands, focusing on the sawblade and hardening it 
as he held it firmly in place with his powers, only a moment before Cherry opened fire, 
squeezing the trigger, working the bolt and reloading, and the repeating again and again. 
The first shot bounced off the sawblade and drilled through the skull of one of the 
enemies, causing his brains to blow out the back of his head and all over his friends, who 
both screamed in terror a moment before both of them were slammed backwards by the 
heavy rounds. The crowd that had once been so anxious to storm the windmill suddenly 



broke up from around the doorway as seven more rounds bounced off the gleaming, dented 
sawblade before the last shot knocked it flying, Tinny grunting and stumbling backwards a 
step as he released after the bullet impacted, the damaged piece of hardened steel flying 
across the room as the last shell ricocheted and then tore into the gut of one of the 
gangsters outside, sending him screaming to his knees before he simply fell forwards and 
began to twitch.

At this point, several of the once-devoted-military of Tank turned tail and fled, leaping 
into their cars even as the badger screamed for order from where he stood, safely back from 
all the others. He snarled, looking back and forth before spotting Mika panting and 
clutching his chest, leaning on the wheel of his armored and now dented military vehicle, 
then he pointed at the humvee and shouted furiously: “Ram it again, fuckhead!”

The coyote looked up, intense agony burning through his body, but then he grit his 
teeth and nodded, stomping on the gas and shooting down the laneway between the soldiers 
and smashing into the wall of the windmill again… except this time, the humvee tore 
through, sending brick and chunks of wood flying as Mika whacked his head off the 
steering wheel, and blood began to drip down his face as he groaned, reaching up to rub for 
a moment at the gouge on his forehead. Then he slowly forced himself to back up, tears 
rolling down his cheeks as he trembled violently at the cheers of the others, hating their 
sounds of triumph but at the same time not wanting to be hurt anymore… and the knife 
stuck in his thigh was testament to just how far the badger was willing to go in order to get 
his way, as the canid sobbed quietly and clutched the steering wheel. 

The three on the second floor felt the entire sawmill shudder violently, Cherry cursing 
angrily as part of the walkway blew out as the humvee smashed through. The entire level 
they were on seemed to tilt slightly, wooden girders groaning as the female saw an 
appreciable hole had been left in the hall from the huge, apparently-real military vehicle, 
then it slowly backed out over broken bits of lumber and masonry as the Drakkaren snarled 
at Tinman: “Can you quick-fix it?”

“Even the girders aren’t made of steel… I can’t even build a shield.” Tinman responded 
quickly, then he reached into one of his pockets and produced a set of caltrops, tossing 
them into what was now a large hole in the walkway, then wincing as he heard several angry 
curses and yells of pain below as the soldiers began to flood in, but many of them stepping 
on the small spikes. Cherry cursed quietly at this, then she reached up and snapped off her 
bandolier, throwing it to the ground and tossing the sniper rifle behind her, glancing over 
her shoulder and snarling at Cindy, who looked at her with shock in her eyes. “Use it if you 
can! Tinman and I are going down there to try and stop them at the gates if  we can.”

“I don’t know if that’s an option, Cherry!” the badger replied, wincing as enemies 
flooded in from both the broken doorway and the massive tear in the wall, many of them 
looking around in confusion but a smart few pointing at the pair crouched together on the 
second floor walkway. Then guns opened up on them, and both the muscular Drakkaren 
and the badger leapt backwards as bullets smashed through the railing and into the ceiling 
above, bits of  sawdust and wooden fragments hailing down.



“So much for going out in style…” the female muttered angrily, drawing out her 
revolver and then glancing back at Cindy: the female was slowly looking over the sniper rifle 
as if she’d never seen such a thing before. “What the fuck are you doing? Bullets are in the 
pouches, the gun is already loaded, and I taught you myself how to use a bolt-action! Come 
on, you wanted to fight, here’s your chance to fight!”

“Cherry, lay the fuck off her!” Tinman suddenly shouted furiously, the usually-quiet 
badger rounding on the muscular female and causing her to blink and cower back in 
surprise. “You’ve done nothing but yell at her this whole time! She is not a soldier, and 
she’d be holding up fucking fine if you weren’t constantly shitting on her! You want to play 
dominatrix, we can do that some other time, but right now it’s three of us against a hundred 
of  them and we’re trapped like rats… we have to work together.”

Cindy blushed silently, tears rolling down her cheeks as she shook her head, hugging the 
rifle tight against her body and whispering in a near-silent voice. “No, Mr. Pettigrew, it’s 
okay… I deserve it… please don’t yell at Cherry.”

The older female looked back and forth from the badger to her almost-daughter, then 
she bowed her head silently and closed her eyes, tapping the barrel of the revolver against 
her muzzle and feeling decidedly ashamed of herself and shaken at the fact that Tinman, of 
all people, had actually yelled at her. It felt like she’d just been punched in the face by 
Zerrex… but Cindy had still gone and defended her, and that made her feel even more 
shitty. In fact, it was worse than the fact there were bullets pattering all around them and an 
army of idiots parading around on the floor below, yelling and screaming. She opened her 
eyes, then sighed quietly even as her precog kicked in and she cocked the hammer of the 
revolver back, aiming across her body and glancing up as a grenade flew through the air 
towards them: she fired a single shot, and it scratched the very top of the explosive, leaving 
the smallest of dents in the metal where the pin had once sat and causing it to fly 
backwards through the air and into the screaming masses.

The explosion shook the entire windmill, dirt and bits of wood flying up as the second 
floor trembled violently and groaned as if in pain, and in the deafening blast the muscular 
female looked across at Cindy and mouthed a quiet apology. Cindy smiled a bit at this, 
then she wiped at her eyes and nodded silently before slowly looking back down at the 
sniper rifle and taking it quietly up to her shoulder as Tinny looked oddly relieved. Then 
there was silence for a few moments before crying and broken moans filled the air, along 
with a series of angry curses from someone outside, and a voice shouted furiously: “What 
the fuck are you idiots doing in there, playing catch with the fucking grenades? You guys, 
get your asses in there! Blow them apart! They have to be at least wounded by now!” 

“Check in three.” Cherry ordered, but the command wasn’t as harsh as it was before, as 
she rose a fist, then popped up one… two… three fingers. Immediately, both she and Tinny 
stood up, the badger with a cluster of nails in each hand and the muscular female with the 
huge revolver: they were greeted, however, not by a hail of gunfire but screams as the gang 
members broke up, a few shooting wildly over their heads.



Two of them were quickly taken out by Tinman’s nails, and seven more fell as Cherry 
fanned the hammer of the revolver, her eyes flashing as her precog kicked in and told her 
where to aim and when to shoot. The first three went down almost simultaneously in a 
spray of blood and brain matter, then Cherry blasted a fourth in the chest before grinning 
and taking aim at the oversized medallion hanging from around the horse’s neck: another 
shot, and the round ricocheted neatly off the solid metal and slammed into the temple of a 
fleeing raccoon, knocking him sprawling into his compatriots, eyes glazed over and body 
twitching. The last two bullets went to killing the bikers that were actually trying to aim, 
before both she and Tinny ducked as the demoralized and devastated first wave was joined 
by another platoon. 

“Go, go, go!” yelled the voice again, apparently the commander, as Cherry glanced at 
Tinman, then nodded to him as he held out a hand that already had several of the large 
sniper shells in it. She flicked the revolver open and emptied the empty cartridges into his 
hand, and the badger winced slightly before clenching his hand shut around the golden, 
gleaming metal, a thick wave of heat coming off his hand for a moment as the smell of 
singed fur floated up before he lobbed a golden ball of metal over the edge, mumbling 
numbers under his breath before clapping his hands firmly.

There was a small pop, then a sound like a tank cannon as dirt flew up and hailed down 
on the three, Cindy wincing back and letting out a short shriek as Cherry ignored the hail 
and sound, instead rapidly reloading the revolver before snapping it closed with a flick of 
the wrist and cocking the hammer. Tinny paused a moment to take a few deep breaths, then 
he carefully peered over the edge and into the screaming crowd below.

Once more, they were disoriented and disorganized, a few of the soldiers nearby 
grabbing at their legs with expressions of agony from being hit with the grenade Tinny had 
made through combining the gunpowder in the shells, residue left over in the cartridges, 
and the lightweight metals of the bullet casings. Cherry leaned over the edge as well, taking 
aim with her revolver into the panicking crowd and unloading eight more shots without 
reserve into the people she thought were acting as team leaders – generally also the people 
who held the biggest guns. Seven of them fell, but her last shot only blew off the shoulder 
of a wolf wearing a bulletproof vest and what looked like suit pants, and he stumbled 
before turning and drawing a modfified handgun with a snarl.

He opened fire at Cherry with a quick three-shot burst, but the female Drakkaren only 
grinned as Tinny rose a hand and caused the bullets to veer in all directions, one of them 
slamming down into the skull of another wannabe and sending up a good spray of gore as 
he fell. Then the two quickly withdrew before Cherry said mildly: “I know this is asking a 
lot of  you, Tinman, but can you detonate all their clips?”

The badger frowned a bit at this, then he shook his head slowly as Cindy watched from 
her place in the background, trembling a bit as she once more hugged the sniper rifle 
against her and feeling so inadequate compared to the two before her. “No… I thought of 
that already, but they’re coming in waves. It’ll use up a good amount of my energy to pull 
off a trick like that, even more than usual because I can’t see them, and I can’t do it over and 



over again… and the ceiling’s too high and made of wood, so I can’t magnetize that. In fact, 
there’s nothing big enough for me to magnetize and remove their weaponry… the most I 
can do is set up a barrier around us, but if they pump too many bullets into it, the shield 
will break. And really heavy weapons firing at us from all directions will do the same as 
well.”

Cherry nodded thoughtfully as a shotgun blast rang out and obliterated the railing near 
her head, but she seemed unfazed as Cindy gave a little shriek of terror. Tinman jumped, 
but it was the younger female he looked at instead of the broken railing, eyes full of 
concern. It made her blush… and then they all looked up as the voice of whoever was 
controlling these minions yelled furiously: “Hit it!”

“What the fuck-” Cherry started, and then there was an echoing explosion, several of 
the gangsters flying across the room with cries of pain as the wall across from where the 
three were hiding blew inwards, sending a rain of dirt, concrete fragments and broken wood 
hailing down. On the other side of the now-gaping hole there was a roar, however, and then 
another wave of would-be troops flooded into the crowded sawmill through the cloud of 
dust and smoke left behind.

The second floor buckled again, then Cherry let out a loud curse and wrapped one arm 
around Cindy and the other around Tinman before she leapt high and backwards a moment 
before the floor beneath them tore away from the wall and collapsed, girders and wooden 
supports collapsing under the strain of the damage to the building. Gang member howled 
in pain, many of them blasting wildly into the air as the heavy second floor walkway fell 
onto them, and then Cherry grunted as she felt her back collide with the wall, Tinny and 
Cindy both crying out in her arms before she kicked off the wall and dropped the two, 
going into a roll and holstering her revolver in the same liquid movement.

Immediately, her hands moved to snap out both her whips, snarling and then yelling 
angrily: “You think you can fuck with me?” She accented this by lashing out with both 
whips to her sides, the leather one wrapping around a shotgun and the chain around an 
unfortunate’s neck, before jerking both and ripping the gun out of one gangster’s hand and 
the other’s head clean off, sending it flying through the air as she revolved her whips quickly 
above her head to ward off approaching enemies. “You have no idea who you are fucking 
with!”

Tinman shakily climbed to his feet, shaking his head quickly, then he looked up just in 
time to see a large, grinning horse level a double-barrel shotgun at him, before opening up 
with both barrels. The badger was slammed backwards with a shriek of pain, but instead of 
blowing him off his feet and ripping him to shreds, he only stumbled, the pellets tearing 
through the Kevlar and imbedding into his body… before he snarled and glared back up at 
the horse, straightening as the equine stared in shock. He broke his gun to reload, the shells 
flying free, and Tinny pointed at him in the pantomime of a gun before his cocked thumb 
went down, and he grunted as he stumbled backwards again, a bit of blood spurting from 
his body as the pellets embedded in his chest shot free and pounded into the horse, ripping 
through him like paper as he flew backwards with a scream of  pain. 



Cindy groaned, rubbing at her head before she stood up: somehow, she’d dropped the 
sniper rifle but kept her hold on the whip. She blinked quietly as she looked around, then 
gasped and staggered backwards as a grinning wolf approached her with a revolver, saliva 
falling from his muzzle and the gang crest on his jacket shining in the light, four other 
canines with similar gang wear and colors approaching as he said hungrily: “Well, aren’t you 
a pretty bitch?”

She stumbled backwards again, and then the light-furred timber wolf turned into Lone, 
and suddenly she was the old weak Cindy, back behind the bar, a gun trained on her and the 
wolf ripping down his pants and grabbing at her, about to rape her: at the vision, tears 
filled her eyes, but a deep anger and resentment surfaced as well and reminded her of who 
she was… and then they were all laughing at her, as the boss spoke again and stepped over a 
broken piece of lumber, saying in a voice audible even over the battles the others were 
locked in: “I think we’ll take you to be pack property, if you get my drift… you got a nice 
set of everything. What the fuck, we kill you, your friends, then those other shitheads… 
and I’m sure that Tank will let the pack get their paid dues in flesh…”

Then he stepped forwards, grinning and swinging with the revolver at the same time, 
and Cindy felt her body automatically start moving to defend itself: the twitch was enough 
to break her fear’s control over her, and she consciously took over the movement, catching 
the gun in both hands, then spinning so her back was to the wolf and slamming an elbow 
into his muzzle.

He screamed in agony, head snapping back and blood spraying up, then Cindy turned 
to face him again, causing his arm to twist painfully before she swept his leg out from 
under him and yanked hard: his shoulder dislocated as he left the ground, still letting out a 
girlish cry of pain before he flipped onto his back and slammed heavily into the floor 
below, groaning in agony. Then the female looked up at the other four, who were all staring 
in shock, and she quickly snapped out with the whip that Tinman had made for her as the 
first went for the gun tucked in his pants.

He screamed, his hand shattering as she hit him with a hard, rising blow, then the 
female twirled on the spot with all the grace of a dancer, lashing the whip out in a hard 
crosswise strike that caught all four of them in the chest and sent them crashing down onto 
their backs, tearing apart their shirts and jackets and leaving a long, bloody gash on each of 
them. One of them curled up and began sobbing, hands over his face as the others merely 
lay flat, staring with horror before Cindy snapped her whip and shouted: “Get out!”

Immediately, the four scrabbled to their feet and fled past several other shocked 
gangsters, and Cindy snarled back and forth at the others, tensing her body as she cracked 
her whip, then she looked down and kicked the fallen wolf ’s revolver up to her hand, 
holding it out and ready. Her body was filled with conflicting emotions: fear, anger, hate, 
love, sorrow, and pain… but there was also a deep, unsettling joy that scared her, a vicious 
thrill as she turned the revolver back and forth and said in a low, dark voice: “I don’t want 
to kill. But there are plenty of non-vital points I can hit that won’t kill but leave you in a lot 
of  pain. Who wants to test me first?”



Cherry, meanwhile, was reaping through opponents like corn, twisting her body back 
and forth to avoid the occasional bullet: because of how crowded the windmill had become, 
however, most of the enemies had switched to close-quarters weaponry, and she couldn’t 
help but feel a vicious pleasure in the ease with which she tore through their ranks. She 
punished weaker opponents with her leather whip… and killed strong enemies outright 
with the sharpened chain.

Someone was screaming orders, and then she sensed more than heard someone behind 
her, and she quickly stepped backwards before drooping her shoulder, letting the chain 
whip fall to the ground as she revolved the leather whip in a quick helicopter spin above her 
head: she heard a scream of pain as it likely collided with the muzzle of the unlucky 
assailant, and then she spun with a roar, her powerful muscles flexing as she tore the chain 
whip in a hard outwards lash that ripped the wannabe soldier that had attacked her 
completely in half, sending out a fine spray of blood and innards as he fell in two pieces. 
Enemies all around her shrieked in fear, many of them turning tail and fleeing even as she 
snapped the leather whip out to catch the ankle of another enemy across from her, then 
jerking back hard to trip him and several others who tried to step over her whip as she 
snapped it upwards, catching a few others in the crotch and knocking them flat. Then she 
grinned viciously as she snapped her chain whip down on their backs, making them scream 
in agony as she laughed, snapping the razor-sharp whip down again and again and ripping 
apart their backs as she shouted with a psychotic grin: “Scream for me! Scream!”

Without even pausing, she suddenly snapped her leather whip backwards, and a bear 
who had been sneaking up behind her with a heavy axe grunted and grabbed at his stomach, 
dropping his weapon as the Drakkaren turned and then wrapped an arm tight around his 
throat, choking him before tearing hard to the side and snapping his neck with the ease of 
breaking a twig. She grinned viciously, then blinked as ghost images played in front of her 
eyes before turning with him instead of  dropping him.

A line of what looked like five ex-military opened up with fully-automatic fire from one 
of the holes in the breached windmill, wielding what looked like some kind of foreign 
automatic rifles: Cherry winced as one of the rounds scratched along her face, digging a 
shallow cut and making her snarl in pain as the other rounds pounded into the thick corpse 
of the ursine. Then she dropped him, relying on the continued, focused fire to keep him 
upright for a few moments before throwing herself to the side and performing a 
handspring, then shoving herself off her hands with a snarl and flipping once as she lashed 
both whips down in a vicious arc, ripping apart the squirrel who had been about to blast 
with her with a shotgun, before landing and rolling behind the heavy, damaged wooden 
support pillar where they had first found Cindy. She cursed under her breath as the 
automatic fire tracked her for a few more moments and the screams of others mowed down 
by the guns; it sounded like soon this unorganized attack was soon going to devolve into a 
free-for-all.

Tinman glanced up from where he had been blasting enemies with nails, then he took a 
quick look around at the mutilated corpses and the few panicking, fleeing enemies before 
dropping the handfuls of nails he held and pulling out a roll of steel wire. He quickly 



tossed this into the air, then concentrated, and the entire length unrolled before twisting 
itself into a new shape that stood at ten feet high and ten feet wide, and the badger smiled 
grimly before shoving both hands forwards and sending the square, checkerboard-style net 
shooting through the air and into the line of  soldiers.

Only the first managed to even turn in time to see the net coming towards them: he 
screamed, forgetting all his combat training for a moment that cost him his life: the net 
ripped halfway through his body, leaving him stuck on the steel wires like a piece of half-
filleted meat, blood flying from his body as he was carried backwards and into his friends: 
then they slammed into the wall, the net tightening as his four fellows struggled hopelessly, 
eyes bulging as blood ran through their fur and over the steel wire.

Tinny easily held the net on them, eyes cold as he lowered his other hand, focusing on 
the rifles that he was slowly cutting through with the pressure the wire was putting on the 
struggling soldiers, watching as another group of enemies began to enter… and then he 
snarled and clenched his hand into a fist, and the clips detonated inside the assault rifles, 
the guns exploding and killing the soldiers and the few standing nearby, corpses plowing 
into their living once-allies from the force of  the explosion and knocking them flat.

Cindy snarled, on the last bullet in the revolver, with a good group of ten or so still 
around her… but they were all looking nervously back and forth with the fact that five of 
their compatriots lay on the ground, several clutching at shattered kneecaps and one 
moaning and bleeding sluggishly as he held his stomach, coughing blood and whispering 
over and over that he needed a doctor as he looked around the area with blank eyes. Then 
one brave fox jumped forwards, and Cindy blew his foot off, causing him to fall flat on his 
face and scream as he clutched at his destroyed paw, rocking back and forth as one of the 
others yelled: “Get her!”

Cindy winced, then she threw the revolver hard at the face of the nearest, knocking the 
rat flat on his back as the gun bounced off his skull before she snapped her whip in front 
of her: the effect it had was startling, as the once-advancing group of soldiers instead all 
leapt back. They looked at each other nervously, then one of them cursed and blew out a 
handgun, and the female’s eyes widened before she let out a shriek as he fired a round into 
her leg, the bullet knocking her to all fours as she clenched her eyes shut with a moan, the 
leopard shouting angrily: “Doesn’t feel so good to be shot, does it, bitch! Grab her, grab 
her!”

The female Drakkaren’s body was ablaze with pain… but then, the moment she felt 
hands snag her wrists, she snarled and quickly revolved her hands before her own finger 
sealed in an iron grip around the arms of those who had tried to restrain her, making the 
two look at her stupidly for a moment before she jerked her arms across her body and 
slammed them together as hard as she could. Their heads knocked together and they both 
feel with grunts of pain, one of them moaning and clutching at his skull as the other lay 
flat and unconscious… but then there was a gun in the Drakkaren’s face, and the leopard 
that had shot her was glaring down at her furiously, yelling: “Move and I blow your brains 
out and say-”



Cindy’s hand shot up, then tore the slide back before she tilted her head away and tore 
down, and then the feline was left with only the handle, blinking as he looked down at it 
with something like mild surprise: when he looked back up, Cindy had shoved herself up to 
her feet and cocked an arm back, and he rose both hands in a stupid gesture of surrender, 
gun falling to the ground.

The female didn’t bother to heed this, instead stepping forwards on her bad leg and 
throwing a hard punch, letting out a scream of fury as she slammed a right hook across the 
leopard’s face with all her strength. She staggered forwards, bad leg almost giving out and 
causing her to half-topple before she righted herself, but the feline got it much worse: he 
flew backwards across the room, knocking over one gangster who was just trying to climb 
to his feet before bouncing on his back like a flat rock on water, then he went into a rapid 
roll and finally crashing to a halt next to Cherry, who paused long enough in her rampage 
with both whips to gape stupidly at Cindy. 

The young Drakkaren panted harder, snarling as she looked back and forth, then she 
rose her fist threateningly. “Who wants some, huh? Who…” A pause as she looked out the 
hole in the wall of the windmill, then a strange, twisted grin spread over her features as she 
whispered: “Oh, you guys are fucked now. I recommend running real fast. I promise not to 
tell on you.”

She gazed around at them all… and three of the would-be soldiers of Tank paled at the 
look in her eyes before taking her advice and fleeing. The others merely hesitated nervously, 
looking back and forth before readying themselves to attack again and try to force the 
female down with numbers as another group of  gangbangers flooded into the sawmill.

Outside, Zerrex was just crossing the bridge, snarling at the sight of the smoking 
sawmill… but he continued down the road for a few moments, not letting his anger get the 
better of him as he instead checked out the area, ignoring the pointing groups of soldiers 
and the fact there were vehicles parked all around him. Then he twisted the handlebars to 
the side as he saw Requiem simply stop on the bridge, then climb out of his car and slowly 
roll his shoulders before walking forwards, and the Drakkaren couldn’t help but grin at the 
visible shudders he saw as he headed towards one of the groups, near where a badger he 
recognized as one of the Godkillers was parading around on top of a humvee with a 
minigun and a bullhorn; he was currently pointing at him and screaming, likely something 
about killing him.

The powerful reptile grinned a bit, then he leaned hard to the side before bringing one 
leg up and turning his body, kicking hard off the bike as it overbalanced and fell heavily, 
spinning rapidly along the ground and crashing into the front ranks of the gathered group, 
causing them to scatter and a few unlucky individuals to be knocked flying or crushed 
beneath the massive armored motorcycle.

“You’re all fucking useless! I want my handpicked team out here!” Tank shouted at the 
top of his lungs, then he snarled and threw away the bullhorn to instead level the minigun 
at the Drakkaren as the reptile charged towards the group, trying to ignore the fear he felt as 
the reptile moved forwards and unable to help but wonder with something like terror if he’d 



already finished off the giant Dragokkaren. He pulled the top trigger of the minigun, 
causing the electric motor to whirr and the barrels to begin revolving as he glared furiously 
at the reptile, but he couldn’t shake the deep fear in his chest: after all, he was only down to 
about a third of the original number of soldiers… one last push was all they had, and if 
the reptiles and their bitch-badger friend somehow broke the final line of  Tank’s elite…

Zerrex didn’t bother to halt his charge as he reached the first in line, a tall bull who was 
wielding a metal pipe: instead, he simply swung an arm out and caught the pipe as he leapt 
into the air, slamming both feet heavily into the brawny male’s chest and causing him to 
topple backwards with a yell before the tall Drakkaren kicked off and ran forwards, 
slamming another foot down between the ears of some other unfortunate victim and 
cocking the steel pipe back before tossing it in an exaggerated overhand motion at the 
badger on top of  the humvee.

The pipe struck Tank squarely in the face and sent him down with a shriek of pain, 
head snapping to the side and blood bursting up before he crashed heavily, half-sprawled 
off the armored vehicle and twitching a bit before the entire machine rocked as Zerrex 
landed heavily on the roof. He grinned slightly as he bent and then hefted the minigun up 
in one hand, Tank’s body coming with it before the reptile ripped the shoulder strap loose 
and kicked the top off the ammunition box that was currently feeding the gun, letting the 
belt hang low as he depressed the trigger to cause the barrels to revolve. Then the 
Drakkaren grasped the stock, a few stray bullets hailing around him but most of the gang 
members running in terror as Zerrex looked up with a vicious grin, ignoring the madly-
firing guns as the minigun’s barrels spun faster and faster, then he pulled the lower trigger.

The whirr of the revolving barrels was drowned out by the high-pitched howl of the 
heavy automatic weapon opening fire, and the reptile slowly strafed it in a line, aimed low at 
the feet of his enemies and ripping apart their ranks like paper in a hurricane. Most of the 
two dozen or so gangsters fell screaming, many of them silenced moments later as Zerrex 
strafed the powerful gun back over the ranks of fallen soldiers before the Drakkaren 
released the firing trigger, jumping down onto the hood of the humvee and snapping a 
good length of ammo belt off out of the box, spinning around to see another of the 
Godkillers staring with something like relief at him. The barrels continued to rotate as 
Zerrex leveled the minigun again, ignoring the screams from all around him as he issued a 
visible challenge to the driver… but the coyote only rested back against the seat of the 
vehicle and closed his eyes, and Zerrex snorted at the lack of sport before he pulled the 
trigger and strafed it back and forth over the front of the humvee, the huge rounds tearing 
apart the hood of the vehicle and blowing out the windshield before the gun silenced as the 
huge weapon ran out of  rounds.

Zerrex tossed the empty gun to the ground, then he snorted quietly and glanced over 
his shoulder for a moment, catching sight of another of the Godkillers standing inside the 
windmill, her face pale and her hands over her muzzle… but then he saw Cherry heading 
towards her and instead turned his attention quickly to the remaining stragglers outside, 
snorting and wiping off his hands. There would be no mercy today for anyone, and the 



only choice he would give them would be to die on their knees or die fighting… but either 
way, they would die.

Requiem, meanwhile, had simply walked towards the group of not-soldiers that was 
currently flocked in front of a gaping hole in the wall, one of them – a trenchcoat-wearing 
lynx with goggles up over his eyes, and holding what looked like a block of plastic explosive 
in one hand and a detonator in the other – apparently acting as leader, as he yelled orders 
before laughing madly as he lobbed the explosive charge over the heads of the others and at 
the Dragokkaren. The giant merely made a face, however, then he quickly kicked a chunk of 
broken wood up to his hand before throwing the piece of debris in an easy underhand 
motion, striking the block solidly and sending it plummeting down into the ranks of the 
gangsters. Immediately, most of them screamed and ducked for cover, a few unlucky 
individuals trying to run past the giant as he continued to walk casually forwards.

One hand shot out and snatched up a fleeing canine like a toddler, before simply 
crushing in his throat, then Requiem threw down the body and slammed his elbow into the 
head of another unfortunate wannabe gangster as he also ran a bit too close to the 
Dragokkaren from fleeing the plastic bomb on the ground. He fell lifelessly, and then 
Requiem merely stood, pausing a moment as the trenchcoat-wearing mad bomber snarled 
and backpedaled into the windmill before hitting the button to detonate.

One of Requiem’s arms moved up to shield his eyes, the giant wincing a bit as the 
plastic explosive blew up in a great blast of smoke and fire, dirt and small pieces of debris 
pattering against his chest as most of the members of the would-be army went flying, a few 
of them falling into the nearby creek. He snorted quietly in distaste, barely rocking from 
the forceful push from the bomb, before starting forwards again and silently stepping 
through the haze of smoke, lashing one hand out without even needing to see and snagging 
the trenchcoat-wearing idiot bomber, causing the feline to shriek and grab at the giant’s 
wrist wildly. The Dragokkaren hefted him up to eye level, looking at him with disgust, then 
he glanced down as the coat flapped open and something caught his eye. Then the 
behemoth snorted quietly before reaching into the lynx’s ridiculously-oversized trench and 
pulling the pin on one of the grenades in his inner pocket, saying softly: “Live by the 
sword, die by the sword: like all explosive-wielding idiots, at least you get to go out with a 
bang.”

Then the giant turned, hauling the lynx back like a football before stepping forwards 
and throwing him with all his mighty strength, muscles bulging as Requiem snarled. He 
sent the cat spinning head-over-heels through the air, his goggles falling off as he screamed 
and clawed at his coat: then, just as he began to fall over the creek, still a good thirty feet 
up, he exploded in a massive fireburst, bits and pieces of ash, lynx and flaming trenchcoat 
floating down to settle on the grass and water below.

The Dragokkaren snorted quietly, looking at the ball of smoke in the air as it slowly 
was torn apart by the faint breeze, then he paused and turned around, frowning to himself 
as an aged dragon in a long, regal black robe approached, accompanied by an otter. The 
latter wore what looked like a ceremonial white silk gi, with a black sash tied tight around 



his waist and a pair of wooden traditional sandals on his feet, and in one hand he carried a 
simple katana in what looked like a lacquered wooden sheath. The giant had a faint sense of 
both amusement and complete out-of-placeness as he looked at the two, recognizing them 
as pupil and master of some martial arts clan almost immediately before asking dryly: “Isn’t 
this the wrong time and place for this crap?”

“Not at all.” said the wizened, gold-scaled dragon with a smile and nod, reaching up to 
place his hands inside the loose, open arms of his robe, as the lithe otter glared at Requiem 
arrogantly. “After all, we were looking for a proper challenge. We are of the Oda Clan, and 
were recruited as ‘specialists’ by the leader of the Godkillers, a Mr. Tank. My young 
apprentice, Caine, should be more than enough of a match for you, despite your impressive 
stature and strength-”

“I don’t have time to play games.” Requiem said dryly, glancing back and forth at the 
scattering soldiers, then he rose a hand and beckoned idly as the dragon frowned and the 
otter snarled angrily. “Either get to the point or leave. I suggest leaving, myself.”

“Show proper respect to my master!” The otter, Caine, snapped sharply, then he 
suddenly stepped forwards, one hand on the hilt of the katana and the other the sheath, 
slamming the hardwood towards the giant’s stomach. Requiem, however, moved faster than 
the otter could match, one of his hands reaching down and catching the end of the 
sheathed weapon before shoving it backwards, slamming the hilt into the stomach of the 
otter.

Caine’s eyes bulged, and he stumbled backwards, clutching at his gut with one hand and 
holding the sword tight in the other, before snarling and drawing the katana, then pausing 
as his master said something sharply in another language that Requiem didn’t recognize. A 
moment later, however, the otter slowly sheathed the katana, then threw it to the ground 
before taking up a traditional battle stance that the reptile was far more familiar with. He 
smiled slightly, then Caine let out a yell, hands striking the air in front of him in almost a 
windmilling motion before he charged.

Requiem swung a fist in, and, as expected, Caine caught the simple thrust punch and 
turned to throw him over his shoulder: before the otter had the chance, however, Requiem’s 
arm suddenly wrapped around his throat, hauling him into the air and back against his 
powerful body as the other grabbed his head. Caine struggled, letting out a screech, then he 
was silent as Requiem pulled both arms hard to the side, twisting the otter’s head almost 
entirely around and snapping his neck. Then he snorted quietly, dropping the body and 
looking at the aged dragon, saying softly: “You sicken me. Cheap and tawdry fools who 
would play at being masters of the martial arts, simply because you know a few neat kicks 
and have some pathetic physical power. The saying goes that a monk does not sell himself 
for a handful of rice, but it looks like you’ve given up your soul for only the promise of a 
few grains.”

The dragon’s face twitched, then he growled before kicking up the katana to his hands 
and drawing the sword in a liquid motion, revolving both the blade and sheath around 
himself in a rapid spin as he stepped quickly towards the Dragokkaren, cursing at him in 



his own tongue. Then he suddenly stabbed forwards, flat of the blade parallel to the ground 
as he bent slightly forwards, one hand behind his back and still holding the sheath as he 
took up what was nearly a fencing position… and Requiem almost absently kicked the 
dragon’s hands with the toe of one loafer, causing the sword to fly up into the air, spinning 
slowly. The dragon stumbled backwards, his eyes wide with terror instead of fury now, but 
before he could do anything else, the sword above began to fall and the huge Dragokkaren 
revolved one arm with the palm out in a huge pinwheeling motion, his palm striking the 
pommel of  the katana and shoving it down through the dragon’s throat.

The wizened reptile stumbled, choking and clutching at the sword buried through his 
neck, blood spurting up before he collapsed forwards, and Requiem snorted quietly, wiping 
his hands together as if he’d touched something dirty. Then he turned towards the 
windmill, heading slowly for the gap in the wall and the few remaining gangsters fell over 
themselves to get out of his way, many of them crying and screaming in horror at the sight 
of  the giant striding through their broken ranks.

Inside, as the roar of Zerrex’s motorcycle had filled the air, Cherry had looked up and 
grinned viciously as she spotted Cindy surrounded… but with an expression on her face 
that let the muscular female know that the cavalry had just arrived. Immediately, the 
powerfully-built Drakkaren turned and lashed both her whips out, wrapping them tight 
around the support pillar and then roaring, muscles bulging as she’d stomped hard 
backwards and pulled as hard as she could, causing the weakened pillar to crack along the 
bottom, then slide free with a groan of wooden timbers and fall, heavy girders and logs 
collapsing from the ceiling above as Cherry released her whips and jumped backwards, 
swaying her body to the side as she looked up to narrowly avoid a heavy wooden crossbar as 
parts of the third floor rained down, rotten wood, still-healthy timbers and heavier chunks 
of oak and maple hailed down, sending most of the remaining gangsters fleeing. Many of 
them, however, were crushed under the weight of the chunks of third floor, and one 
unlucky individual was squashed as the huge central support pillar struck the wall, then the 
end slid backwards until it too smashed into the other side of the windmill, crushing a 
rabbit between the base of  the wooden support and the sawmill’s wall.

Tinman stared in horror as he saw what Cherry was doing, then he abandoned his own 
current fight, simply using his powers to cause the bits of chain on the floor nearby to leap 
up and wrap tightly around the three gangsters in front of him, dragging them down to the 
ground and choking them as the badger ran quickly in the other direction. He 
paused ,however, as he spotted a trapdoor with a heavy metal lock on it, then he quickly 
made a twisting motion that popped the hatch in the floor open and simply jumped inside, 
catching the short wooden ladder on his fall into the pit and then falling heavily with a 
grunt into a cobwebbed storage space, blinking foolishly around the area as he landed 
heavily on his rear. A few moments later, Cindy too literally dived inside after shoulder her 
way through the enemies in front of her, then she landed on her hands before pushing off 
the ground and landing in a crouch with a wince, rubbing at her arms slowly as Tinman 
stared: the movement had been worthy of her father, with the fall of at least fifteen feet. 
“Holy hell, but is she trying to collapse the entire windmill?”



“That’s Cherry. She’s a bit theatrical…” Tinman paused as Cindy sat on the floor, the 
two wincing as several Godkillers fell in through the open entrance and both moving back a 
bit as their bodies hit the floor heavily, followed by a large block of wood that landed 
across the back of one of them. He didn’t react, however, and only one of them groaned 
and twitched at all, opening his eyes… but he only gazed at them stupidly as Tinny his full 
attention to the female. “You’re hurt… looks like a bullet wound. Did it go through?”

“No… hurts like hell, though.” Cindy managed a bit of a smile as she rubbed at her 
leg, trying to cover the hole and blushing quietly as she said softly: “You look a lot worse 
than me.” 

Tinman had long since abandoned his shredded Kevlar vest, and he laughed faintly as 
he rubbed at his bloody stomach and chest, shaking his head slowly. “I… I’ll be fine. But 
let me get the bullet out, it’ll hurt for a moment but it’ll be less uncomfortable for you 
afterwards…” he said softly, then, before she could protest, the badger made a quick 
beckoning motion with one finger, and Cindy cursed loudly as the bullet and several broken 
fragments came out of the wound with a small spurt of blood, Tinman wincing. “Oh, 
damn. Hollow points. Sorry… um… how do you feel?”

“Fine.” Cindy responded icily, teeth grit as she glared at the badger, then she blinked as 
he clapped his hands tightly together over the broken shards, before smiling meekly and 
holding out a fully formed bullet that was bare of its casing. The Drakkaren female took it, 
then glanced up at him curiously.

“It’s an old tradition…” the badger blushed quietly, rubbing the back of his head, then 
both of them winced and looked up as the entire windmill above shuddered before their 
gazes returned to meet each other’s again. “You keep the first bullet you were ever shot 
with… sorta like a charm, you know? Some people would tell you that if you have it on 
you the next time you’re shot, that bullet won’t kill you, no matter where it hits.” His face 
turned a bit more crimson as he looked at Cindy embarrassedly. “And some people just like 
to keep it to prove that they were actually shot.”

“I like the first idea… thanks Tinny.” Cindy said softly, then she glanced up and 
frowned as the two heard another loud yell. “What the hell is Cherry doing up there? I’m 
going to check.”

Cherry, however, was cheerfully taking care of the rest of the Godkillers private army 
amidst the falling pieces of lumber and wood that composed most of the windmill, at the 
same time dancing around the broken bits of timber hailing down around her. Most of the 
not-exactly-military had fled, however, leaving only the ‘specialist’ forces that Tank had 
chosen to form a quasi-elite team: people who looked different than the usual gangster and 
could handle themselves a bit better, in other words.

One of them was a massive Doberman with bulging muscles, grinning stupidly as he 
approached the female, then swung hard: the female dodged back easily from the swing, 
however, then ducked before reaching up and easily swinging her hands out in a sweeping 
motion, no longer armed with her whips but feeling that her hands would be more than 
enough to deal with this oaf. He laughed as her hands only scratched over his chest, then he 



thrusted his powerful form out towards her, challenging in a deep voice: “Go on! Hit me as 
hard as you can!”

The movement, however, caused the only piece of clothing that the Doberman was 
currently wearing to fall down, however: after all, Cherry’s initial chop hadn’t been aimed at 
him, but instead at snapping the clasps that held up his suspenders, leaving him standing 
naked. He blinked, staring down at himself as the Drakkaren looked down musingly at a 
pair of very-shrunken testicles, then she shrugged and smiled patronizingly as he looked 
back up at her with a ridiculous blush. “Steroid use. Damn. Bet this’ll still hurt, though.”

Then she stepped forwards and swung her foot viciously up into his crotch, reducing 
his balls to jelly and causing his eyes to bulge as his black-furred face turned pale white, his 
jaw clenching and unclenching as a bit of drool fell from his muzzle and his enormous 
hands grabbed at his now bloody-crotch, the spikes from Cherry’s motorcycle boots ripping 
into his groin even after she had pulverized his private parts. Slowly, the thickly-muscled, 
gargantuan behemoth canine fell to his knees, then his eyes rolled up in his head and he fell 
forwards as Cherry easily walked around him, patting him condescendingly on the shoulder 
as he fell past her.

Three of the other remaining soldiers snarled at this… then one of them was crushed 
by a falling log, which caused his friend to scream and flee the windmill without a look 
back over his shoulder. Then the entire windmill shuddered as Cherry laughed, grinning 
and shaking her head as she looked up at the ceiling, a bit of dust hailing down before 
looking at the last soldier who had any fight left in him, an equine in a rumpled tuxedo 
with a  drum-loading machine gun. He looked straight out of a nineteen-twenties gangster 
flick, except for the curving sunglasses perched on his head, and then he snarled as he hit a 
switch on the side with an exaggerated motion before raising the gun to his shoulder and 
shouting: “Stupid bitch, I’ll fucking kill you! Eat this!”

Cherry’s eyes flashed as she focused her precog, then she grinned and swayed to the 
side, tilting her head as the horse fired a short burst of bullets at her: they soared by, inches 
from her face, then she straightened and slowly waggled a finger, saying softly: “Don’t go 
calling names now, or making promises you can’t keep.”

The stallion only looked more infuriated at this, then he adjusted his aim and fired 
again, but Cherry easily spun to the side and threw her arms up as she bowed slightly, the 
bullets causing the fabric of her exercise top to whisper before she dropped to a kneel. 
Another burst went over her head, then the equine let out a snarl of fury before switching 
to full automatic and opening fire as he strafed back and forth.

The female Drakkaren grinned as she jumped forwards and shoved herself up to 
balance precariously on one hand, then she shoved off the ground and arched her back, 
feeling bullets whizz under her as she flicked her tail upwards, before forcefully flipping her 
body at the last moment and bowing her head forwards slightly to allow another storm of 
bullets to shoot over her head. Then she simply straightened and walked forwards as the 
equine finished another strafe, before he rose the gun to head level and pulled the trigger.



The gun clicked, dry-firing, and the stallion had enough time to look down stupidly at 
the weapon before Cherry suddenly lunged forwards, grabbing the large barrel of the 
machine gun and using that to slam the weapon upwards and into the face of the horse, 
causing him to stumble before she spun her body to the side, wrapping her other arm 
firmly around the stock and grasping the handle of the weapon, then slamming the butt of 
the gun into the horse’s ribs and knocking him flat on his ass. Then she turned and easily 
shoved the barrel against the horse’s head, grinning viciously down at him as he trembled 
violently, then barked a harsh laugh: “It’s empty, bitch!”

“I said not to call me names. And whoever said I was going to shoot you?” Cherry asked 
pleasantly, and the horse had enough time to blink before the female stepped forwards and 
smashed two hard toe-kicks into his chest, causing him to shriek and topple backwards with 
a set of crushed ribs and blood spraying from his mouth. He spasmed a few times on the 
ground as Cherry snorted, throwing the machine gun to the side and then glancing around 
the ruins of the windmill before pausing as her eyes settled on one last intruder, then she 
snorted and ran quickly forwards, figuring she could at least make this quick.

It was simply bad timing on Felicity’s part… she had taken a back way to the windmill, 
deciding it would be safest to come down from the hills, since she was fairly sure Tank 
would attack from the road and that the badger would want to stay safely back from the 
main fighting. The vixen had been shocked to come across Lone sitting in the ruins of the 
sports car, bloody and bruised, perhaps even dead… but when she’d gently nudged him, 
he’d groaned and then fallen out of the open door of the car. She’d winced, but then 
decided to leave him alone before running quickly up the hill and finding the wolf ’s gear 
and sniping point before finding herself staring stupidly at what looked like a war zone 
below.

She’d charged quickly down the hill, stumbling and sprinting as hard as she could, the 
vixen determined to find Tank and put a halt to the violence inside if she could… and then 
she’d managed to sneak past a trenchcoat-wearing psychopath who was yelling orders at a 
group of gangsters, none of whom saw her in the tunnel vision they all had from the 
ongoing battle. Once inside, she’d almost been knocked out by a falling chunk of wood, 
finding herself horrified at the destruction that had been wrought… before a feeling of 
infinite amazement filled her being as she saw a familiar figure leap down from the hood of 
Mika’s humvee. All she could do was stand and stare as Zerrex straightened, his body 
gleaming like it was forged of emerald metal and dark blue stone instead of made of flesh 
and scale, and the fact he already held Tank’s minigun suggested that he had already dealt 
with the badger… something that filled her with a surge of  pride.

But then her hero turned… the minigun whirring, and he took aim at the humvee. And 
now the vixen could see Mika sitting inside, blood dripping from his muzzle, but a strange 
smile on his face as he closed his eyes… before she screamed, her idol betraying all her 
dreams and desires as the huge automatic weapon opened fire and ripped apart the humvee 
and killed her coyote brother, her closest friend, the only male she had ever truly loved. She 
felt her dreams falling to pieces around her, trying to rationalize what Zerrex – her hero! – 
had just done, and feeling hate and sadness and anger welling up inside of her as she 



shrieked again… but all he did was toss a cold look over his shoulder before he simply 
walked outside, and another scream broke from her lungs before a hand grabbed her 
shoulder like a vise.

She turned, tears streaming down her face… and the last thing she saw before the lights 
went out Cherry’s grin and the female’s vicious glare before a fist smashed into her muzzle 
and sent her down in a broken heap. And for a little while, there was only darkness, as she 
spasmed on the ground and her thoughts rocketed wildly in her head… then she slowly 
opened her eyes and watched as her once-hero walked slowly back in, glancing over to the 
other hole in the wall and speaking to someone he couldn’t see in a mild voice: “Did you 
get the rest of  them?”

“Yes. They’re all dead.” replied a calm, strangely-gentle voice, and she turned her head, 
then she felt her heart drop as she saw the feared giant standing nearby, Requiem. He stood 
by a trapdoor, his arms crossed, and Cherry… Cherry was helping Cindy and the badger 
that everyone called Tinman up from the cellar… they were all standing together, and she 
could hear Zerrex walking over to join them, and she felt a strange feeling hit her.

It had all been a lie… they had all been deceived. Everything Tank had said about 
Zerrex… it was all true… it was all true. And the vixen felt… a strange, dark power 
growing inside of her as she snarled, a few last tears leaking down her face as her eyes 
burned with anger, with the need to lash out, and something deep and hateful woke up 
inside of her… something that wanted to get even with the world for all the pain it had 
caused.

Zerrex stopped, then he snarled as he felt a presence fill the room, different from the 
stupid gangsters and almost anything else he had felt in the past. No… this was like the 
forces he had felt when he’d been in the Goth Legion, around supersoldiers and those like 
Tinny, who could change things as they willed with their mind or bore special powers. 
Except unlike the Tinman, this presence was broken and furious… and the reptile snapped 
his head to the side as he rose in a ready position, snarling as he saw the body of one of the 
Godkillers… the leader of the Godkillers, in fact, Felicity… rising slowly up, her arms 
hanging limply and legs giving only the slightest support as a blue, strange aura glowed 
around her, shining out of  her eyes… and in those eyes, he saw true anger and pain.

“You… you liar!” she yelled, then paused before turning her head suddenly to the side 
and shouting: “Don’t interfere!” as Requiem and Cherry both moved to go forwards. Then 
she suddenly made a hard shoving motion, and the enormous central pillar that had once 
stood in the center of the room dislodged before slamming down between them, forming a 
wall… before the vixen rose both hands and made a falling motion as she shrieked in anger, 
and the entire third floor collapsed amidst yells from the others and the few surviving 
soldiers still inside the windmill.

Zerrex felt a strange pain burning in his chest as he watched the pile of logs and lumber 
collapse until his loved ones, the last thing he saw being Requiem’s face curling in disgust as 
he shielded the others with his huge body… and then they were gone, a few heavy concrete 
blocks from the ceiling falling as well before the Drakkaren slowly turned his own cold gaze 



to the vixen, as the strange blue aura around her seemed to pull inwards into her body, her 
hands flexing slowly. Their eyes met, and the tension in the air was almost electric before 
she whispered: “You killed Mika… you killed my best friend… you’re a monster…”

“And you and your gang are nothing but weak cowards… attacking this windmill, my 
family, while I’m out fighting Requiem…” Zerrex responded coldly, his hands raised 
defensively, and for a moment he thought he saw a look of confusion on her face before he 
snorted and tilted his head to the side. “But yeah. I’m a monster. I get that a lot… but I’d 
rather be a monster than a maggot.”

“You don’t know anything about me!” Felicity shrieked furiously in return, as tears 
leaked down her face, then she slammed a hand violently forwards, and Zerrex’s eyes bulged 
as he felt some invisible force with the strength of a transport truck slam into his body and 
throw him backwards in the wall, rattling the entire windmill as he felt his limbs pinned out 
to the side. The vixen panted hard, looking at him with nothing but hate and anger, and 
then she screamed: “You bastard! I loved you, I looked up to you! I just wanted to help!”

Then she clenched her hands together, and Zerrex’s limbs snapped against his sides 
before he felt a crushing force digging into his body. The reptile grunted, his eyes clenching 
shut in pain as he struggled, then forced his eyes open to watch her movements, pushing all 
his strength into his arms and forcefully trying to lift them out to his sides. Felicity 
shuddered, and her hands opened slightly as she looked shocked, then Zerrex grinned 
before ripping his arms outwards as hard as he could, and a faint blue glow surrounded the 
vixen again as she shrieked and stumbled backwards, her own arms flailing outwards as the 
reptile snapped her psychic bind with his own incredible force of will and immense physical 
power.

Then he was charging forwards, but the fox recovered before lashing her hand upwards, 
and the Drakkaren was thrown high into the air before another force caught him and 
slammed him straight down into the ground, blood spraying from his mouth as he sent up 
a cloud of dirt and sawdust with his collision. A moment later, the vixen shrieked and made 
a quick spinning motion, and the reptile grunted as he was dragged in a circle through the 
hard earth, leaving a rooster tail of debris behind himself as he smashed through an 
overturned metal table before she threw him hard against the wall again.

Slowly, Zerrex slumped, then fell to his knees, blood dripping from his face and several 
cuts over his chest as he panted hard, his hands hanging loosely. Felicity was snarling at him, 
tears still running down her face as she too panted, the aura once more growing around 
her… and he could feel her power increasing in leaps and bounds, could feel her hate… 
and the pain beneath that was driving her. He could sympathize… he too knew those 
emotions, and he couldn’t help but smile faintly as she straightened and then shoved a hand 
out before making the other a fist and drawing that arm back. I can see myself in you… he 
thought quietly. And I can’t beat you. 

Then she made a slight shoving motion with the outstretched palm, and the Drakkaren 
grunted as he flew ten feet into the air before slamming against the wall, pinned like a bug 
on a needle to it, his limbs hanging loosely before she slammed her fist forwards. The 



Drakkaren coughed blood, his body spasming as he felt the wall behind him crack, then her 
mental fist slugged him again, this time smashing in his face as the vixen let out another 
wordless cry of hate and mental agony, striking at him wildly… but instead of weak flails, 
every psychic blow against him was like a sledgehammer. The reptile could almost see it in 
his mind… and then, as the force slammed into his kidney and made him twitch, his eyes 
flashed as he felt one last desperate idea come to his mind.

Then he was thrown hard down itno the ground, and Felicity was panting roughly, 
snarling and then screaming: “How does it feel? How does it feel to be weak and defenseless 
and picked on… how does it feel, you motherfucker! I bet you’ve never felt this before, have 
you? I bet you never knew what it was like to get walked all over, huh? You shit, I thought 
you cared, I thought you were a good person!”

“I’m not a good person.” Zerrex said softly, but his voice carried as he slowly forced 
himself to his feet, closing his eyes… and then smiling again as blood dripped from his 
mouth, startling the fox and causing her to hesitate as he slowly rose both hands on front of 
himself in a stopping gesture, taking a slow breath as he focused his body’s energy and 
continued to speak in a gentle voice: she’d earned it, he felt. After all, it was so rare that 
someone managed to kick his ass, that he thought they should get some kind of reward… 
and words were all he could offer. “But yeah. I do know what it’s like… and maybe I did 
come to care. But… family, friends, and the people I truly… who mean something to me 
have to come first. Please stop… Felicity, that’s your name, right? Please stop, Felicity. I 
don’t want to hurt you.”

“I cared about you…” she whispered… then she shook her head quickly, letting the 
hate flow into her again instead, building her power on anger as she trembled, then shouted 
angrily in a voice that was now almost unsure: “And… and we’ll see who hurts who, you 
bastard! Don’t threaten me!”

Before the Drakkaren could speak again, however, she shoved her hand forwards, 
meaning to slam him into the wall again… and Zerrex snarled as he closed his eyes, feeling 
her psychic blast rushing towards him before pushing back against it, harnessing his own 
willpower and physical energy, remembering a lesson he’d been taught long ago as a child 
and the reaction of the vixen when he’d broken her initial attack, how she seemed connected 
to her powers just as Tinny was to his. And then, suddenly, her powers slammed into not his 
body, but his hands… and he shoved forwards back against it, snarling as his muscles 
strained and he forced slowly forwards, and the vixen let out a grunt and then put her other 
hand forwards as well.

Their abilities battled, and the energy in the air almost became visible… a strange, 
shining blue glow in front of the Drakkaren’s hands, forming a dome in front of him that 
covered his body and warded off the dark, raw force of the vixen’s anger as she poured all 
her strength forwards, the weird blue glow growing around her body. Between them, bolts of 
energy that looked like blue streaks of electricity crackled into sudden life, then vanished as 
quickly as they came, perhaps simply illusions or visualizations created by both their 
minds… and then Zerrex smiled again before whispering: “I’m sorry.”



Then, suddenly, he spun to the side and threw one arm out as the other crossed over his 
body, as if bowing the vixen through a door, and their connection severed as the vixen’s 
focused psychic blast somehow overshot the Drakkaren and smashed into the wall, her 
mind unable to snag the reptile and instead slamming into the inanimate wall of the 
windmill, cracking it as the blue glow vanished. She staggered forwards, the aura fading 
from around her body as she coughed blood, her arms pinwheeling and feeling shocked as 
her telekinetic powers had… had somehow been redirected, misguided… and then Zerrex 
was running forwards, and she knew she would be unable to save herself the moment before 
the huge reptile slammed his fist into her stomach and sent her crashing backwards, 
slamming into the remains of a wooden table and half-flipping over it before she landed 
heavily, groaning quietly before her eyes slipped closed as blood dripped from her maw, 
entire body on fire with agony… not passing out, but her will to fight broken as she felt her 
powers fading from her body… and a strange, new respect for the Drakkaren in place as she 
whispered in her mind: I’m sorry, Mika… looks like the Boss… really is invincible…

Zerrex winced as he straightened, panting quietly… then he glanced up as he heard the 
sound of a fist solidly connecting with the heavy wooden log. A moment later, the support 
pillar cracked in half and the smaller end rolled slowly forwards as Requiem stepped 
forwards, wincing and rubbing at several large gashes across his body. Then he snorted 
quietly and glanced over at the vixen before smiling a bit, saying softly: “Impressive. You 
countered her powers with raw strength, did you?”

“No… I thought about the old story you told me as a kid. The child and the 
sorcerer…” The Drakkaren smiled at the giant at this, glancing over him before watching as 
Cherry, Tinman, and his daughter slowly climbed out the hole in the ground. “The only 
reason evil magic affects us is because we act like a receiver… do not receive, but be like 
mirror, and only reflect the power back to its source. Seeing as it wasn’t some evil curse 
from an ancient sorcerer, I couldn’t like, reflect it, but I think I did an okay job of knocking 
it to-”

Before he could finish, however, Cindy charged forwards and then tackled him, 
knocking the Drakkaren over as he winced and grunted, the young Drakkaren yelling 
tearfully: “Daddy!” Then she buried her head against his chest, curling up tight against him 
as she hugged him firmly around the neck, curling tight to his masculine form as Zerrex 
hugged her back with a wince.

“Cindy, your spikes are digging into me…” the reptile said flatly, but Cindy simply 
ignored him as Cherry walked forwards with a strange expression on her face… something 
that was almost jealousy and resentment as Zerrex closed his eyes and simply rocked his 
daughter slowly in his arms. A moment later, Requiem also slowly approached, and Tinman 
staggered over, wincing and rubbing at his head. Although Requiem had blocked most of 
the falling debris with his own body and allowed the others to escape through the trapdoor 
into the safety of the storage area, a good sized piece of log had still rapped him firmly on 
the back of the head… but more worrisome was the fact that he was still bleeding rather 
badly from his stomach, and he was starting to feel… extremely tired.



Then there was a strange, dry chuckle, and a voice rasped: “Beautiful… like a fucking 
shooting gallery.”

Tank grinned viciously as he pulled the first trigger of the minigun, causing the barrels 
to revolve as he stood slightly-slumped, panting hard and a bit of blood running down his 
face as he looked hungrily over the group of reptiles in front of him, enjoying the look of 
horror on their faces: the whole fucking family, right there, ready for the reaping, and even 
the stupid badger-bitch. The muscular male had a particular hate for this weakling… a little 
queer who looked a bit too much like him. But he’d be reaped with the others, who all 
seemed to realize he had the upper hand as he trained the minigun on Zerrex and his 
daughter, the two of them the most vulnerable from their incestuous position on the 
floor… and he snorted before licking his muzzle slowly and saying harshly: “Now, before I 
kill all of you, I’m gonna at least say congrats for taking out the entire fucking army I 
raised… and thanks for that. It means I don’t have to share the city… and although I’m 
kinda pissed that you killed Felicity too, I guess that’s best as well… stupid, scarred bitch 
only got in the way until the last moment, but at least then she saw the fucking light and 
how much of a monster you were…” A slow grin spread over his features as he laughed 
dryly. “Too bad she ain’t never gonna know that I’m the one who forced Mika and his fancy 
little military vehicle into helping me crash this party. And too bad I don’t get to have her 
as my pretty wife, like I’d always wanted… but every king’s gotta make sacrifices, right? I’m 
glad she broke out of where I was keeping her now… you two messed each other up good 
and proper, saved me a lot of  work.”

Zerrex felt a strange sinking sensation in his chest… no wonder that the coyote in the 
humvee hadn’t bothered to fight… no wonder Felicity’s voice had been laced with pain as 
much as hatred. Slowly, he snarled… but then Tank snorted and shook his head quickly, 
aiming the minigun at Cindy as she moved slightly. “I don’t think so, babe! Move, and I 
drill you full of  lead so your daddy can weep covered in your blood ‘fore I blast him.”

Felicity was still awake… and now she slowly forced herself up, but she continued to go 
unnoticed as she panted hard, her eyes filling with tears again as she realized that she’d made 
a serious mistake… that Tank had manipulated them all perfectly into fighting each other. 
Sure, it had been an accident itself as well… but it had still been a brilliant stroke on the 
badger’s part, and it didn’t matter if it was genius or luck. She was tired and unable to 
summon any of her telekinetic abilities, though, feeling blood dripping from her mouth, 
unable to even speak… and then she stared as the smaller, bloodied and shirtless badger 
slowly stepped forwards.

“If you want them, you go through me…” Tinman said quietly, and his voice or gaze 
didn’t shake as he stood firm in front of the group. At this, Tank slowly snarled, barrels of 
the minigun whirring, and then Tinny slowly rose a hand towards him, wincing, as Tank 
aimed the heavy automatic weapon directly at him, setting himself at the same time as his 
hands clenched on the stock and handle.

“I can live with that, you little queer bitch of the ex-Boss’s…” Tank growled, then he 
grinned viciously before depressing the second trigger and unleashing a torrent of bullets 



towards the group, as Cindy shrieked and rose a hand towards the small, scrawny male, and 
even Cherry’s face contorted with an expression of  fear for her comrade and friend.

Tinman’s muscles bulged, teeth grit as one hand clutched his bloody abdomen and the 
other stayed extended, using his powers to deflect the rain of bullets being fed into the 
minigun from the huge ammo pack strapped to the badger’s hips. Tank was roaring as he 
fought to keep the gun aimed straight at the smaller badger, his own muscles bulging as he 
glared furiously at Tinny… but not a single bullet touched the scrawny male, no matter 
where he aimed. Instead, they smashed into some invisible barrier just in front of his hand 
and ricocheted into the air, to the side, even inches past the muscular, furious male wielding 
the heavy automatic weapon.

Then suddenly only the whirring of the spinning barrels and the yelling of the badger 
filled the air, the sound of gunfire vanishing as the bulky male ran out of ammunition, his 
gun settling from its upwards tilt. Tank ended his roar with a stupid grunt, staring at the 
scrawny male before him, who was now grinning… before Tinman fell to his knees and 
vomited blood, his hands wrapping tightly around his stomach as Tank snarled, dropping to 
his own crouch and quickly slapping open the other box of ammunition strapped to his 
waist and snagging the end of the belt, slapping that into the minigun before slamming it 
down and picking the heavy weapon back up, depressing both triggers again as both Zerrex 
and Cindy slowly stood up from the ground. But there was only a dry click, the revolving 
barrels smoking slightly, and the badger looked down at it before Tinman whispered with a 
faint smile: “I broke the motor and jammed the gun… it’s useless now…”

Tank looked back and forth, breathing hard, his face twitching… then he threw down 
the minigun and grabbed a plain, simple 9mm handgun he’d jammed in his belt. He took 
aim the scrawy, bloody badger’s forehead… then fired a single round, and Tinman rocked 
backwards with a look of faint surprise, but that weak smile still on his features as the 
bullet tore through his skull, sending out a splash of brain matter at Zerrex’s feet as the 
others stared in horror, watching as Tinny rocked slowly backwards as time nearly halted… 
then he hit the ground, eyes glazing over and body resting, looking almost peaceful as that 
small smile still played over his muzzle, the last act of the former soldier not to simply 
destroy, but to destroy a weapon that could only be used for slaughter.

Cindy screamed, and Cherry stared down at the corpse with a tremble, the usually-cold 
female suddenly looking vulnerable and almost terrified as Tank snorted, laughed, gave 
some one-liner… but it was all nonsense to Zerrex as he slowly looked up, barely able to 
comprehend what had happened, not hearing the things going on around him as his 
daughter fell to her knees and collapsed with her head against Tinny’s chest, fingers digging 
into his fur. Then the Drakkaren slowly looked up, not wanting to believe that another 
friend had been stolen from him, that again he’d lost someone he’d cared about to a pathetic 
maggot with a gun… and he whispered something he knew was impossible, that he knew 
could never happen, but couldn’t stop himself from wishing so childishly: “Give him 
back…”



Tank looked at the Drakkaren strangely, tilting his head… and then Zerrex snarled 
furiously before he began to stride forwards, responding now in the only way he knew how. 
The muscular badger staggered backwards under the hellish darkness he saw in the reptile’s 
eyes, his own going wide with terror as he rose the handgun again and fired a single 
round… and Zerrex stopped before glancing down at the small hole in his breast.

The reptile paused a moment, then he reached a claw down and shoved it into the 
wound, not even wincing: the pain he felt now was far more than something physical. A 
moment later, he pulled the bloody bullet free from his muscular chest, then he looked 
down at it before clenching it tightly in his hand and dropping the round and returning his 
gaze to Tank.

The badger had enough time to scream and fall backwards, but he never hit the ground: 
a moment later, Zerrex charged forwards and bent before slamming a fist upwards, knocking 
Tank into the air like a toy before he caught one of his legs, roaring and slamming him hard 
down into the ground. Tank’s body crunched as the badger shrieked again, and then Zerrex 
yanked hard on his ankle as he flipped him into the air again: he revolved slowly, and then 
the reptile’s leg caught him in a vicious turning kick, sending him flying through the air to 
crash into the broken hood of  the humvee.

The badger slumped and fell to the ground, and Zerrex advanced again with a snarl on 
his features as Tank struggled slowly to try and force himself to stand: before he could 
manage it, however, the reptile grabbed his throat and then slammed him backwards against 
the broken hood of the military vehicle: once, twice, thrice. Tank screamed again and again 
in pain, but it wasn’t enough, and the Drakkaren felt darkness welling up in his mind and 
from his soul as he turned and threw Tank as hard as he could, sending him crashing into 
another wall before he dropped and slumped silently, his body twitching mindlessly, spittle 
and drool and blood dripping from his maw as his eyes rolled blindly in his head, gurgling 
and spasming. Again, Zerrex started forwards… but then Cindy stepped in front of him 
and put her hands against his heaving chest.

The Drakkaren panted quietly, looking down at his daughter as she stared up at him 
with tear-streaked cheeks and overbright eyes… but then she slowly shook her head, 
whispering: “Killing him… won’t bring Mr. Pettigrew back. Hurting him anymore won’t 
take away your own pain…”

“But… he killed my friend…” Zerrex replied in a strange, broken voice… but then 
Cindy reached up and gently took his face in his hands, and Zerrex’s legs buckled before he 
fell to his knees, swallowing hard as he reached up to grasp her wrists gently, whispering: 
“He has to suffer…”

“It’s pointless, Daddy… I want him to hurt, too, I do… but… it won’t solve 
anything…” Cindy replied quietly, then she closed her eyes and pushed their foreheads 
together gently, as Zerrex clenched his own shut and moved his hands to squeeze her 
shoulders painfully. She rubbed her hands slowly into his ivory locks, then whispered to 
him: “You taught me yourself… life is crueler than death. Take away his power… take away 
his freedoms… but don’t kill him. Make it so he can’t hurt anyone… but don’t kill him.”



“I’ll do it.” Requiem spoke up quietly, and Zerrex opened his eyes to look up at his 
uncle: Cherry stood silently nearby, with Tinny cradled in her arms, rocking him slowly 
back and forth as she looked at Zerrex and Cindy with a foreign, strange emotion in her 
eyes. Then the Boss returned his look to the Dragokkaren as the giant continued gently: 
“You’re too emotional to do it right now, Zerrex… right now, you’d rip him in half trying 
to tie his hands behind his back. Cindy, please take my nephew out of here… you go as 
well, Miss.”

Requiem gently patted Cherry on the shoulder, and she looked up at him blankly for a 
moment before nodding quietly and heading out through the hole in the wall where the 
door had been, walking towards the road: a few moments later she was followed by Zerrex, 
rubbing at his eyes with back of his wrist as he leaned against his daughter, one arm around 
her shoulders as she gently supported him against her. The Dragokkaren watched them go, 
then he turned his gaze to Tank before saying quietly: “I wasn’t talking to my nephew’s wife. 
I was referring to you, the psychic who gave Zerrex such a hard time.”

Felicity twitched from her hiding spot behind the ruins of the table, then she swallowed 
and nodded silently, quickly walking out the gaping hole in the windmill where the humvee 
had crashed through and approaching this. Then she stopped silently and looked in at 
Mika’s body: cut apart by glass, ripped apart by bullets… but still looking strangely 
peaceful, and she fell to her knees before descending into hard sobs at everything that had 
happened. It was all her fault, after all… she had been foolish enough to try and interfere in 
whatever battle that the giant and he still-hero were to do, and she had been the one to 
suggest bringing the army… and now Mika was dead, Tank would live even if punished, 
and her Boss had lost a friend, the metal-maker who all the children in Comfort Town 
adored…

Back inside, the giant glanced at Felicity with soft compassion, then he turned his 
attention back to the muscular badger, who seemed to be slowly regaining his senses. He 
looked up at the Dragokkaren stupidly, and Requiem looked back down without a trace of 
the emotion he had shown just moments ago, reaching down and grabbing his throat before 
throwing him down on his stomach and shoving his heel down into his lower spine, causing 
Tank to scream in agony. “Scum like you deserves to be skinned alive and boiled for a few 
hours before finally being fed to yourself in pieces. But as Cindy wishes, I’ll give you a 
mercy you don’t deserve… you’re only fortunate that she was here today, or I’d have killed 
you myself to make sure you don’t dishonor and darken the presence of my son and 
everyone else in this town ever again. Let this serve as your punishment.”

Then Requiem twisted his heel as he ground his foot down, and Tank’s mind lit up with 
white agony before the Dragokkaren drew his heel hard up his back and finally shoved 
down, snapping every vertebrae from tailbone to the middle of the badger’s spine. Tank’s 
hands twitched as he screamed and looked at the ceiling… but he could no longer feel 
anything else from the waist down, and he screamed again before spasming wildly on the 
spot, tilting his head back and forth as tears streamed down his face, yelling: “No! No! No, 
no, no! What did you do to me? What did you do?”



He continued to shriek and spasm as Requiem turned and left him there, heading out 
to the small cluster of people standing in the field next to the road, Tinman’s corpse laying 
silently on the ground with his hands crossed over his chest… then the three Drakkaren 
looked up as the giant approached and nodded respectfully, bowing his head for a moment 
before looking up and meeting his nephew’s gaze. “We can postpone the battle if you 
want…”

“No.” Zerrex said quietly, but his voice was firm and he’d visibly regained control of 
himself, as he reached up and gently squeezed Cindy’s shoulder. “But we’ll fight somewhere 
different… Cindy, Cherry, I’d like you two to take Tinman… Cory… back into town 
and… clean him up. We’ll… all bury him tomorrow.”

The two nodded silently, then Requiem motioned towards the windmill with his thumb 
over his shoulder. “The… bastard is in there. I’ve made sure he’ll never be able to walk 
again, which should take some of the fight out of him… you can choose to finish the job 
however you like if that isn’t enough. The vixen with the odd powers is also out near the 
humvee with her dead friend…”

“You two should probably check to see if she wants to bury her friend as well, then… 
invite her back and… apologize for me.” Zerrex said softly, and Cindy nodded again as 
Cherry looked away with a visible frown, but at least she didn’t say anything. Then the 
powerful male turned his attention back to Requiem, looking up at him and laughing 
quietly. “I don’t feel like digging my bike out of the wreckage. Let’s just take your car to the 
little spot I know. I’ll give you directions.”

“Alright.” Requiem nodded mildly, then he turned and headed towards his car, leaving 
Zerrex with his wife and child for a moment. The reptile looked back and forth at the two 
females, then he hugged them both tightly against him for a moment, Cindy and Cherry 
hugging him firmly back before he gazed softly from one to the other.

“I’ll be back as soon as I can.” He promised, then he gently kissed Cindy’s forehead 
before sharing a gentle kiss with Cherry, working their muzzles together for a quiet moment 
before he pulled back. They gazed into each other’s eyes, and the Drakkaren knew that at 
that moment, they both felt a horribly awkward, out of place arousal flow through their 
bodies, their gazes locking and electricity almost jumped between them. They both shifted, 
Cherry hugging herself and Zerrex looking down as he tried to ignore the fact he was 
almost growing hard at all the sudden thoughts of what he wanted to do, right here and 
now, amidst all these dead bodies and even by the corpse of his friend… before he quickly 
nodded and turned, walking away as Cherry bit her lip and stared at his back, one hand 
silently rubbing at her own crotch as Cindy looked at her with something like shock and 
revulsion.

Zerrex paused, then he shrugged as he walked around to the back seat and climbed 
inside, feeling the sword twisting on his back and then digging gently into the seat. The 
Drakkaren winced, then he pulled the sword off his back and carefully slid it under his 
body before putting it into the footwell and closing the door of the car tightly. He looked 
down, crossing his arms and putting one foot on the flat of the blade, keeping it secure 



against the ground and thankful that at least it was large enough for that, then he closed his 
eyes as Requiem started up the car, speaking softly: “Just drive straight, then there’s a 
highway that circles the town… drive all the way around to where you probably came in 
from, and then I’ll give you directions to… a certain little plot I know…”

~~~

Requiem watched quietly as Zerrex kneeled in front of a grave with a crude headstone 
the reptile had obviously made himself, and the Drakkaren murmured a few soft words 
under his breath before he straightened and turned, nodding to the giant. “We can do this 
now. I’ve paid my respects… this is also where I plan to have Tinman and Mika buried, if 
Felicity doesn’t mind. I own this entire property… and if I am going to die at your 
hands…” he smiled a bit. “I’d like it to be here. It’s… peaceful, quiet, and the resting place 
for a girl named Mary… someone who died because of me, and who proved a lot of things 
to me with that.”

The Dragokkaren nodded quietly, then he bowed his head respectfully and asked gently: 
“May I pay my respects, then, as well?”

Zerrex tilted his head, but then he nodded and stepped back, crossing his arms, and his 
uncle nodded before walking forwards and kneeling as well, then slipping both knees 
beneath him as he laced his fingers together and bowed his head, closing his eyes and 
looking as if in deep thought. After a minute or so, he nodded, then straightened and rose, 
smiling slightly at the Drakkaren as he said softly: “I don’t honor the dead…”

“I honor the memory of those who have earned my respect.” Zerrex finished, then he 
nodded back before the two reptiles turned and walked side-by-side down the hand-laid 
stone path, to the wide clearing just in front of the road, surrounded on all sides by tall 
pines. On either side of the field full of tall, swaying grasses, stood the weapons of the two 
combatants, points of  sword and spear buried in the soft soil.

The two split up from the center, then both turned a few feet in front of their weapons, 
backs to each other and each taking up a ready stance. They stood silently for a few 
moments, merely looking at each other, both already bloody and cut, before Requiem 
smiled a bit and asked quietly: “I shouldn’t… but I need to know. How did you kill your 
father?”

“I walked in… I stabbed him in the throat, then cut it… then I simply walked out.” 
Zerrex replied softly, then he paused a moment before smiling a bit and adding gently, 
glancing down: “Dishonorably, because he was sick and delirious… and in a cowardly way, 
because I manipulated him when he thought I was my dead mother and since I waited until 
you, his most loyal bodyguard, was away.”

Requiem nodded at this, looking strangely proud of his nephew before he smiled a bit 
and glanced down himself, saying quietly: “Thank you. But I watched the security tapes… I 
know you did more than that, but for maybe the first time in your life, you sought to not 
rub your father through even more filth than he was already covered in. I know that you…” 
he stopped uncomfortably at this, then glanced up at Zerrex, who looked surprised but 
steadfast. “I know, Zerrex, that he was not a good person. But he was my brother… and I 



have that loyalty. I know also, however, that this is no… no excuse. That my blindness was 
willful… that I deceived myself many times to make him out to be someone he wasn’t. 
Narrius… my brother… I know that in some ways, he was perhaps an embodiment of evil. 
He killed, raped, murdered… and worst of all, tried to turn you into a pathetic puppet-
apprentice, another version of himself, just to carry on the goddamn name… the fucking 
pathetic bloodline…

“And I stood by and watched… even helped as much as I could.” Requiem smiled 
grimly at this, as Zerrex looked at him with an expression of compassion and sympathy 
that was strange on the Drakkaren’s hard features. “I’m sorry, Zerrex. I too, have dishonored 
myself, in far worse ways than you, and for nothing but a name that I’ve come to hate and 
realize is awash with useless violence and blood. Perhaps all of us are beyond redemption… 
but I’d like to try and see if I can help you perform at least one act of atonement, to prove 
that you are better than your father, and better than me.”

He stopped, and then Zerrex slowly bowed to his uncle silently, lowering his head as 
well and taking his gaze from the Dragokkaren as he made himself purposefully vulnerable, 
showing total trust… and when he straightened, Requiem looked strangely touched. Then 
the giant returned the bow before smiling and nodding. “But you’re right. Enough talk… 
today there’s been enough of that from maggots and cowards, and too much meaningless 
death. Let there be one more death, and let there be meaning… and whether you or I live 
determines the fate of our family, even though there is a successor who is as pure-hearted as 
an angel already to cleanse our name. But we might as well try to take those sins off her 
shoulders as well, huh?”

“Sure. We have our own personal score to settle… and something beyond honor.” 
Zerrex said softly, nodding. Then he slowly straightened, settling himself and clenching his 
hands into fists as he crossed his forearms, before moving both upper limbs in a slow circle, 
flexing and tensing every muscle in his body before his arms settled at his sides and then 
relaxed, entire form loosening as he tilted his head and grinned a bit. “If you win, promise 
me you’ll protect her… and if I win, I promise to give you a grave here as well and to work 
as hard as I can to wash off  all the blood I’ve stained my hands with.”

“Agreed.” Requiem said softly, then he rose both of his hands in a ready stance, not 
tightening them into fists but keeping them loose, fingers hooked slightly forwards as his 
features became stony and his eyes cold, but with a spark of excitement still burning deep 
within. “Now prepare yourself, Zerrex! Show me everything you’ve learned!”

“Only if you take me seriously this time around, Requiem.” Zerrex responded, sliding 
one leg out and raising one arm in front of himself defensively, the other going up and out 
to the side with his fingers half-clenched and palm facing towards his opponent. His 
emerald eyes blazed, but the grin didn’t disappear from his features as he tensed his body, 
feeling the winds suddenly pick up and blowing his hair from his eyes: where Requiem 
fought with calculated tactics and experience’s teachings backing him, the reptile fought 
using what the moment called for and the raw power of his instinctive feelings and 
emotions.



Almost a minute passed, then Zerrex’s foot suddenly dug in the soil and Requiem 
leaned forwards, before they both lunged towards each other, Zerrex throwing a solid punch 
at the giant’s stomach as the Dragokkaren slammed a solid hammer fist down towards 
Zerrex’s shoulder. Immediately, both of them reacted to the strikes, catching each other’s 
fists in their free hand and both forcing forwards, muscles bulging as they glared at each 
other, then Requiem slowly began to force Zerrex’s hands backwards, his face twitching and 
a vein bulging in his neck as he used all his power to try and force his nephew back.

Then the smaller reptile slammed one of his feet onto Requiem’s set leg, but the 
Dragokkaren snorted before straightening his leg and causing the Drakkaren’s foot to slip; 
but then Zerrex grinned, suddenly rotating his knee and hooking the back of the giant’s leg 
with the toe of his combat boot before jerking forwards, causing the larger male to grunt 
and his eyes to widen as he stumbled forwards, his leg forming a step again… and this time, 
Zerrex managed to get his foot onto it before letting the huge reptile shove his arms back. 
At the same time, he swung his other leg upwards, as he arched his back, performing an easy 
flip that also broke his hands free of Requiem’s grip as his foot slammed under his chin and 
caused the huge Dragokkaren to stumble backwards. 

Immediately, however, he counterattacked with a hard side kick as Zerrex half-flipped… 
but the Drakkaren quickly brought his arm up, blocking the hard strike with his forearm 
and wincing at the power of impact as he slammed his other hand into the ground, before 
shoving off the earth and landing easily on his feet several meters away from the giant, 
hands raised defensively. Slowly, Requiem rubbed at his face, his eyes locking with his 
nephew’s… then he smiled slightly as he said softly: “Impressive. I underestimated you… 
you’ve obviously learned a lot.”

“And this is just the start.” Zerrex replied with his own smile in return, rolling his 
shoulders slowly and taking up an easy boxing stance as the Dragokkaren set himself in his 
own streetfighting pose, the two reptiles continuing to look at each other with both 
excitement and the growing thrill of  battle.

After a few moments, Requiem charged forwards, and the smaller reptile set himself 
with a snarl before leaping backwards as the huge Dragokkaren swung in with a hard, high 
left hook. Then the giant’s other hand shot out under his arm as it crossed in front of him, 
and Zerrex barely managed to get his arms up in time, forearms forming an X that the huge 
lizard’s palm smashed into them. The force was enough to send Zerrex stumbling 
backwards, but then, as Requiem began to move forwards again, he swung out both hands 
and grabbed the goliath’s wrists as Requiem automatically brought his arms up to block.

The giant snarled, looking surprised, then quickly snapping and reversing the grip with 
a quick rotation of his hands that left him gripping Zerrex’s… and then his nephew 
jumped off the ground and pounded both feet hard into his chest, causing him to grunt 
and stumble backwards with a wince of pain. Before Zerrex could land, however, the giant 
turned and threw the reptile hard by one wrist, and the Drakkaren flew through the air 
before crashing to the ground and rolling quickly up to a crouch, throwing his arm down to 
form an axle and spinning around…



And right into Requiem’s foot: the Dragokkaren had sprinted after him with amazing 
speed, then gone into a slide and now the sole of his shoe slammed into Zerrex’s face and 
sent him down on his back, before the giant threw his weight forwards and dropped a 
crushing knee on Zerrex’s chest, one hand descending to snare his throat. Zerrex grunted, 
hands automatically grabbing the giant’s wrist, then he snarled as he felt the enormous 
fingers crushing in his throat before bringing a knee up hard into Requiem’s hip, causing 
him to grunt and then fall forwards with surprise.

Immediately, Zerrex released the Dragokkaren’s wrist and slammed both hands up into 
the giant’s chest, knocking Requiem off his body and onto his back: instead of continuing 
the attack, however, the Drakkaren quickly rolled backwards and set himself on his feet, 
breathing harshly as Requiem slowly climbed up to his own. The two looked at each other, 
then the giant straightened and beckoned.

The Drakkaren charged immediately, and Requiem threw a straight palm out at his face 
before slamming his knee upwards as Zerrex ducked the initial attack… then the giant let 
out a surprised grunt and pinwheeled his arms for balance as Zerrex suddenly dropped 
onto his back and kicked both feet straight up to slam into the bottom of Requiem’s raised 
foot, causing him to stagger backwards. The moment Requiem lowered his leg, however, 
Zerrex shot both his own out and trapped it, then rolled to the side and brought the 
behemoth crashing down on his own like a fallen skyscraper.

Requiem caught himself with one hand, however, immediately kicking his other foot 
viciously forwards and into Zerrex’s kidney, causing him to let out a sharp, breathy groan 
and to spasm, giving the Dragokkaren enough time to withdraw his foot before he spun 
onto his back and shoved both feet down into his nephew’s chest, sending the Drakkaren 
rolling away: as the reptile rolled, however, he managed to get his hands under him and 
shove off the ground, spinning rapidly through the air before he landed on his feet and 
swayed a bit, panting hard. His uncle narrowed his ice-blue eyes, then he kicked up to his 
own feet.

They faced each other for several moments, then once more both suddenly snarled and 
charged forwards at the same time, muscles flexing, bodies tensing before Requiem leapt 
towards the smaller reptile, body twisting as both legs snapped out in a vicious double hook 
kick. Immediately, Zerrex dropped to a low crouch, then he suddenly leapt upwards, arching 
his back and slamming one hand upwards in a rising palm and throwing the other out in a 
vicious, brutal punch.

The reptile’s timing was perfect: he flew upwards through Dragokkaren’s legs the 
moment after the first passed over him, interrupting Requiem’s attack and causing him to 
grunt and clench his eyes shut in agony as his nephew’s palm slammed into the underside of 
his muzzle and his fist smashed into his stomach and twisted viciously, smashing through 
the armor of his chiseled abdominals. The giant’s head whiplashed backwards as he fell 
heavily onto his back, bouncing once against the ground and sliding back a few inches in 
the long grasses as Zerrex landed, panting quietly.



Requiem lay still for a  moment, fingers clenching into the grass, then he brought both 
knees up to his chest as his nephew looked down at him before slamming both legs in a 
hard outwards kick as he shoved off the soft soil with his hands, his feet colliding with 
Zerrex’s chest and sending him flying backwards to skid across the field on his back with a 
snarl of pain. Requiem landed neatly in a crouch from his powerful kick, his blue eyes 
intense and focused as Zerrex finally halted with a wince on the other side of the field, 
leaving a long trench in the tall grasses before the beryl-scaled reptile climbed slowly up to 
his feet, brushing his ivory hair from his eyes as he winced a bit and rubbed at his chest idly, 
rolling his shoulders slowly and then snorting quietly. “I let down my guard. Stupid 
mistake.”

“You’re still doing far better than last time we fought… I’m impressed.” Requiem 
commented softly, then he lowered his stance before reaching up and squeezing a shoulder 
lightly, tilting his muzzle downwards as he gave the barest hint of a smile, blue eyes 
flickering. “I think you’ve earned the right to make this combat serious. You’ve proven your 
skill to me… and I’m sure you’re more than capable with your ridiculous-looking sword.”

“I like my sword, thank you very much.” Zerrex said mildly, then he paused as he 
glanced over his shoulder to see he was next to Requiem’s spear instead of his own weapon. 
Then he relaxed slightly as he walked forwards, and the Dragokkaren did the same: the two 
already-bruised and battered warriors passed easily side-by-side, within inches of each other 
as they approached their own weapons, then both pulled the free from the soft soil. Zerrex 
shook his sword a bit, carefully examining the gleaming blade… but then he turned with 
the sword in both hands, handle above his head and blade gleaming as he kept it on an angle 
across the front of his body, tip almost touching the ground as the tall Drakkaren grinned 
slightly. “We’ll see which of  us has the ridiculous weapon in a moment.”

“I suppose so.” Requiem said softly, as he stood with the butt of the spear resting 
against the ground, then he nodded and lowered his head slightly, meeting his nephew’s eyes 
as he spoke a single word: “Come.”

Zerrex shifted position, one foot digging over the top of the soil, then he charged 
forwards with the massive sword swinging down from the ready position to be held easily at 
his side, blade whispering through the tall grass before he swayed to the side, grinning and 
tilting his head away as Requiem took his spear into both hands and stabbed viciously 
forwards at his face. The metal spearhead whispered through his hair, then the reptile 
winced as Requiem firmly slapped the side of his head with the bamboo pole, but then the 
Dragokkaren winced and looked surprised as Zerrex ignored the attack and slammed his 
sword around in a hard waist-level cleave, the Dragokkaren immediately leaping backwards 
to attempt to back out of range of the huge weapon, but forced to bring his pole to the 
side, grunting and then stumbling as the bamboo pole shifted in his hands. This time it was 
Zerrex who looked surprised as Blackheart failed to cut through the spear’s body, and then 
both reptiles leapt backwards, Requiem standing at the edge of  the forest.

“I forgot.” He said mildly, and Zerrex paused for a moment as he readied himself, sword 
held firmly in both hands, handle at waist level and massive weapon parallel to the earth. 



“Hitting you in the head was always pointless. Never seemed to rattle you because you don’t 
think with your brain.”

“Not that one, at least.” The Drakkaren felt a faint smile twitch at his muzzle, watching 
as Requiem made a slight face. “You seem to be enjoying yourself, at least.” Another pause, 
then a quiet laugh as he met the Dragokkaren’s eyes with his own burning emerald. “But 
don’t think I’ll keel over in shock just because you made a joke.”

The giant snorted softly, then he glanced up before tensing and leaping into one of the 
trees above, reaching one hand up and jackknifing cleanly onto one limb. He balanced easily 
above the reptile, spinning the spear easily between the fingers of one hand and then tossing 
it to catch it so the point faced down, his eyes challenging the reptile again. Zerrex felt his 
own features tense as he stood ready: having the Dragokkaren above him and armed with a 
spear was not a situation that was good in any manner… no matter how he attacked, 
Requiem would be able to drop on top of him or outmaneuver him. Nor did he possess 
enough balance and grace to risk climbing up a tree himself… so that left one possible path 
of attack as he grinned, then cocked the sword back as Requiem stared at him with sudden 
disbelief.

Then the Drakkaren let out a snarl as his muscles flexed and he swung hard, chopping 
through the heavy trunk of the tree in a single solid blow and causing the tree to shudder 
and then topple backwards, and Requiem snarled before he quickly leapt towards another 
perch: Zerrex however, followed quickly behind him, charging forwards and then spinning as 
he slashed his sword viciously outwards, cleaving cleanly through another old tree and 
forcing Requiem to leap into a pine with a wince, green needles hailing down before the 
Dragokkaren kicked off this tree and then dropped like a stone, pointing his spear straight 
down with one hand gripping the body and the other on the butt of  the weapon.

Zerrex barely managed to roll out of the way, then he slashed his massive sword 
outwards with one hand as Requiem tried to charge in, and the Dragokkaren leapt high 
before performing the same dropping stab tactic: this time, however, Zerrex twisted his 
body to the side as he grabbed the handle of his sword in both hands, slamming it in a 
vicious upwards arc.

The Dragokkaren snarled, then he suddenly switched his grip on the pole as he flipped 
his body downwards, the pole of the spear meeting the rising sword with enough force to 
cause Zerrex’s muscles to strain painfully, halting the upwards rise of the enormous blade 
but managing to cut halfway through the surprisingly-durable bamboo pole as Requiem 
balanced on the pole of his own weapon with his hands on either side of where Blackheart 
had collided with the body of  the spear.

Then the giant brought his legs swinging down, landing neatly on the pole and 
balancing across it as Zerrex stared, his muscles bulging for a moment before the sword 
began to fall, and then Requiem lashed one of his feet out as he twisted his body to the 
side while remaining balanced across their crossed weapons, and Zerrex stumbled backwards 
with a snarl, reaching one hand up to cover his bloodied muzzle as his head snapped back, 
his sword automatically falling to strike the ground at the same time as his arm relaxed. The 



Dragokkaren immediately began to slide down the heavy blade, which was now partially-
buried in the ground, then he flipped his body backwards and free from the sword as he 
used momentum to fly through the air in a short arc and pull the pole of the spear with 
him, landing easily on his feet and spinning the bamboo and metal weapon around his body 
before halting with it raised offensively, readied in a stab next to his head, gripped tight in 
both hands.

Zerrex lowered his hand, then he easily tore Blackheart free from where it had bitten 
into the earth, raising it to rest gently against his shoulder as the eyes of the two reptile’s 
met, small unevolved animals chittering at them from the trees, a few birds singing as they 
flew by above, uncaring about the battle going on below them. Bugs hummed, and crickets 
sang, and the trees whispered as a breeze ruffled through pine leaves and the few leaves of 
oak and birch.

Then Requiem stepped forwards and lashed out with the spear, stabbing it towards 
Zerrex, but the Drakkaren’s hand shot out and snagged the neck of the spear, just past the 
head. The Dragokkaren’s eyes widened, then he stumbled forwards as Zerrex stabbed his 
massive blade forwards in a hard but basic thrust.

Immediately, the Dragokkaren brought a knee up and twisted his body to the side, and 
the blade passed harmlessly by his chest before the Dragokkaren spun around to the other 
side of his spear, one hand still gripping it firmly near the base as the other reached up to 
snag the body only a few inches away from Zerrex’s, his back to his own weapon before he 
twisted it and spun it free from the reptile’s grip, turning and holding it over his shoulders 
as he dropped his hand to form a flat, almost as if about to take a ridiculously-fancy shot 
with a pool cue before slamming the butt of the weapon into Zerrex’s chest. The Drakkaren 
grunted in pain, but before Requiem could add another attack in, the reptile countered by 
stepping hard forwards and slamming the toe of one combat boot into the back of 
Requiem’s leg. 

The Dragokkaren fell heavily on one knee, then he snarled and bent the spear over his 
shoulders as far as he could before letting go of one end and slashing it down, viciously 
lashing the Drakkaren with it. The hard whipping blow caught Zerrex in the shoulder and 
sent him down as well, both hands going out, but then he grinned and Requiem’s eyes 
widened as the reptile suddenly flipped forwards low to the ground as he shoved himself 
off with all four limbs, Blackheart ripping a deep groove through the earth before sending 
up a spray of soil as Requiem threw himself to the side in a diving roll, barely avoiding 
being sliced in half as the huge blade slammed into the ground where he had been only 
moments ago.

He quickly leapt to his feet, then dodged back as Zerrex charged forwards from a kneel, 
slamming the sword in an awkward, unskilled, but ridiculously-effective cut at neck level 
that made Requiem stagger, unprepared for the vicious attack as he reared his head back. 
The blade narrowly missed and instead sank deep a tree as the Dragokkaren pinwheeled his 
arms, attempting to regain balance, but then Zerrex used the handle to heft himself up into 
the air as he jumped forwards and slammed both feet into the giant’s unprotected chest, 



sending him crashing backwards and into the trunk of a pine tree with a grunt and a wince 
of  pain.

He fell heavily on his ass, legs sprawled out and back against the tree, then Zerrex easily 
tore Blackheart free from where it was buried with a spray of sap and bits of bark, 
advancing quickly as he rose the massive sword above his head, before chopping down hard. 
Immediately, Requiem winced and rolled to the side and up to his feet, the blade cutting a 
deep wound in the tree before Zerrex drew it back and turned, slashing viciously outwards 
crosswise and chopping down a small tree as his attack missed Requiem, keeping the 
Dragokkaren on the retreat before the behemoth risked a glance over his shoulder as he felt 
the wind more clearly. Then he turned and sprinted quickly between the trees, Zerrex giving 
chase and gaining before Requiem suddenly skidded to a halt and turned, kicking a heavy, 
bowling-ball sized stone free from the ground and sending it rocketing at the Drakkaren.

Zerrex immediately brought up Blackheart, twisting the oversized blade in his hand, and 
then he rocked backwards with a grunt as it struck the wide flat of the weapon and 
shattered into fragments of stone. Then he lowered the weapon and once more gave chase 
before sliding to a stop as he saw Requiem with his back to a tall cliff, one hand raised with 
the palm facing outwards, spear held at the halfway point in the other and the point 
towards the ground as Zerrex stood with his back to the trees, raising Blackheart in a ready 
position. The Drakkaren took a moment to look around this smaller field, covered in 
shorter grass and with a massive stone near the cliff edge, vaguely oval in shape… forest on 
one side, cliffs surrounding the rest.

The skies were clouding over now, as the two stood facing each other, the wind kicking 
up and blowing dust off the steep ledge and into the deep ravine below, more than a 
hundred feet down and a lethal fall even for the two embattled warriors. They stood, both 
of them panting a bit, titanic Dragokkaren and smaller but far-fiercer Drakkaren standing 
and facing each other… a Colossus that knew no match, but also a mythical, country-
destroying Dragon that had also torn apart every opponent to ever oppose him. Uncle and 
nephew faced each other… then the older of the two suddenly stepped forwards, stabbing 
the spear rapidly at vital points of  the Drakkaren’s body and attempting to force him back.

Zerrex dodged the first strike, then deflected the next two off to the side with 
Blackheart, before slashing hard upwards as Requiem aimed a stab at his heart: the rising arc 
slammed Requiem’s weapon out of his hands, but, as the Dragokkaren stumbled backwards, 
he threw himself into a reverse handspring and slammed one of his feet into the smaller 
Drakkaren’s hands, knocking Blackheart flying as well. The spear landed near the edge of 
the cliffs as the sword spun rapidly through the air, then landed point-down next to the 
massive stone on the ledge.

Then Requiem launched himself forwards, and Zerrex immediately leapt into the air, 
twisting his body to the side as he aimed a hard kick at the Dragokkaren’s face: the giant 
easily caught the attempted attack, but then Zerrex suddenly spun his body, breaking the 
hold as he seemed to almost float in the air for a moment before slamming the heel of his 



other combat boot straight down in a hard axe, smashing the end of Requiem’s muzzle and 
causing his head to whiplash downwards as Zerrex fell through the air. 

Again, the Dragokkaren managed to counterattack, however, slamming a foot upwards 
and connecting solidly with the middle of his nephew’s back, causing Zerrex to let out a 
hiss of agony as he half-flipped backwards, then crashed onto his stomach in a heap. Slowly, 
the reptile forced his arms under himself, but then Requiem reached down and grabbed his 
head, jerking him upwards as his fingers tangled in the reptile’s hair, and the giant slammed 
his fist into the reptile’s stomach.

Zerrex let out a groan, then a sharp cry of pain as the giant struck him with a vicious 
hook, one of the smaller reptile’s hands clawing at his wrist and the other attempting to 
ward off strike after strike, as blood and drool flew from Zerrex’s muzzle as hard punch 
after punch collided with his face. He was unable to defend from the brutal blows of the 
huge reptile at this range, unable to even see with the blood flowing in his eyes, the hand in 
his hair crushing his skull in before he reacted without thinking, focusing his strength, his 
energy into his arm and then shoving viciously outwards with a flat palm strike that 
collided firmly with the chest of  the giant.

Requiem let out a choked gasp as his hands spasmed and released the reptile; at the 
same time, he fought for balance as the powerful blow sent him skidding backwards to the 
edge of the cliff, his eyes bulging as his arms swung out for balance, body forcefully 
bending forwards, and then his back suddenly arching as he let out a roar of agony. His 
arms spasmed, his muscles refused to respond, and his huge, powerful form stood 
vulnerable from the blow that had literally knocked his mind loose from his body.

Zerrex panted hard as he forced the pain in his body away for a moment, then he 
looked up and saw his chance – perhaps what would be his only chance to defeat Requiem, 
and he let out a loud, senseless shout and stumbled to his feet, breaking into a charge and 
then leaping forwards as Requiem’s eyes filled with incoherent disbelief. Their eyes locked 
for a moment, as Zerrex flew towards the Dragokkaren, and suddenly his uncle knew what 
was coming as he fought to regain control of his stunned body. But even as he felt his 
fingers twitch and his body sluggishly begin to respond, he knew it was far too late.

Zerrex’s feet slammed into his chest, crushing in already cracked ribs: one strike, then 
the other foot made two as the Drakkaren used the added momentum to almost climb his 
body like a staircase before his leg slammed into the side of Requiem’s neck, his arms 
flailing outwards as he grit his teeth in agony. Then the reptile revolved his body in midair, 
slamming his other leg into place and locking his lower limbs around the giant’s neck as his 
body continued to spin in midair.

Then the spin carried down his legs and forcefully snapped the Dragokkaren’s neck, 
causing his head to twist to one side as he let out a strangled grunt, head jerking upwards 
before Zerrex’s legs released his neck and he fell, landing easily in a crouch with one arm 
out to the side for balance, his eyes closed as Requiem slowly fell backwards and then 
crashed heavily on his back. He panted quietly, then slowly stood and shook his head, 



closing his eyes and standing with his back to his uncle’s fallen body… but something 
didn’t feel right.

A moment later, the Drakkaren’s eyes snapped open and he leapt forwards, turning 
around in midair at the same time as the Dragokkaren twitched, then slowly forced himself 
upwards, breathing raggedly as he rubbed at a neck that was awkwardly bent, almost 
dislocated… and the strange, nervous twitching of his body told Zerrex that he’d likely 
cracked the vertebrae in the reptile’s neck but he hadn’t snapped it entirely. Requiem snarled, 
in obvious pain… but then he forced a grin instead, his blue eyes blazing as he rasped: “I 
never taught you that move… that’s… a modified version of your father’s old killing 
attack…”

“It’s my signature move now… the Ravenlight Special.” Zerrex responded softly, raising 
his hands and feeling a strange joy at the fact that the battle wasn’t over… that he had met 
an opponent who was actually powerful enough to withstand even his lethal finishing move. 
He smiled slightly in return, his emerald eyes flashing as he added softly: “You’re the only 
person who’s ever survived it… and to be honest, I’m glad. Although it must hurt like hell.”

“It does… so let’s make this quick.” The Dragokkaren responded grimly, then he 
suddenly lunged forwards and swept out a fist hard towards the side of Zerrex’s head. The 
reptile quickly stepped forwards into the attack, blocking the hard hooking punch with his 
forearm, but then Requiem slammed a fist into his solar plexus and knocked the wind from 
him, causing him to gasp painfully before the giant’s hand settled around his throat, and 
Zerrex felt himself thrown hard backwards into the tall rock, his back slamming against it 
painfully as he let out a grunt and finally managed to breathe again, snarling as he pushed 
his back off  the rock to start towards the giant again.

Requiem, however, had easily kicked his spear up to his hands, and he threw it straight 
forwards with all his mighty strength just as Zerrex straightened, and the Drakkaren felt 
agony tear through his body as the spear ripped through his chest, near his shoulder and 
causing him to stumble backwards: a moment later, he was pinned to the rock as Requiem 
lunged forwards and slammed the butt of the spear with one hand, shoving it firmly into 
the stone face behind the reptile as he rose an elbow and slammed it down hard into 
Zerrex’s other shoulder, shattering it and causing the reptile to let out a shriek of agony. 
Then the Dragokkaren’s hand settled on Zerrex’s throat, locking around it as they both 
panted roughly, Requiem’s body twitching again and Zerrex bleeding heavily as one of his 
arms hung limply, every movement only causing pain to burn through his being as he stared 
up at the huge reptile with both respect and a cynical, dark entertainment at the pain 
roiling through his being. “Talented… bastard…”

“I’ll give you a warrior’s death instead of snapping your neck… at least take peace in 
that much.” Requiem responded softly, then he stepped back before reaching a hand out 
and yanking Blackheart out of the ground, then he lifted the gleaming sword high above his 
head as he met his nephew’s eyes emerald eyes, adding in his damaged voice: “I promise to 
take care of  Cindy.”



The sound of his daughter’s name awoke something in Zerrex that defied everything 
that was happening… and then, as the gleaming, enormous blade swung down, the reptile 
lunged forwards and twisted, letting out a snarl of agony as the bamboo shaft ripped the 
rest of the way through his body as he narrowly avoided being struck by the massive sword, 
Requiem looking shocked as he dug only into hard rock instead, then Zerrex slammed a 
foot hard into the Dragokkaren’s waist, sending him stumbling backwards and releasing the 
blade.

Immediately, Zerrex grabbed the handle in place of the giant, then he simply put all his 
strength into a hard, desperate swing that tore the blade free from the rock, then smashed 
the flat into Requiem’s stomach and arms as he slowly began to straighten, the smaller 
reptile letting out an incoherent yell of both agony and determination as his shattered 
shoulder sent up a flare of agony, the sizeable hole in his chest spurting blood as Requiem 
was sent flying backwards, the tip of the sword ripping a deep gouge in his stomach. The 
giant’s body smashed against the ground, then he rolled bonelessly backwards to the tree 
line before laying still a moment, his body heaving.

Zerrex fell to one knee, his body burning with agony and coughing, blood spraying 
from his muzzle and leaking out of his mouth… then he looked up as Requiem slowly 
forced himself to all fours. The Dragokkaren didn’t look up for a moment, however, then 
he vomited blood before wiping at his muzzle and finally standing, once white pants now 
tattered and dirty, sash ragged as it blew in the light wind: the clothing reflected the 
damaged giant, who managed a faint grin as he staggered forwards, unable to even walk 
straight as he clutched at his stomach.

Slowly, Zerrex dropped his sword, then he too stood and stumbled forwards, the two 
standing with only a short space of ten feet between them as their eyes locked for the last 
time. The two stared at one another, then Requiem whispered finally: “We’re both likely 
mortally wounded… I think I clipped your lung and the amount of blood you’ve lost is 
quite amazing, but you’ve definitely ruptured quite a few of my internal organs. But I think 
we both have the strength for… for one final attack, to prove the better…”

“But it’s not whether we win or lose… it’s what we take from the battle, right?” Zerrex 
managed to say in return, and Requiem gave him a full, proud smile that made Zerrex feel 
strangely… happy. They looked at each other, then set themselves, one of Zerrex’s arms 
hanging loosely and Requiem barely able to raise his fists, before they both staggered 
forwards with one last, loud warcry, then Requiem slammed one of his fists forwards and 
slammed it hard into the Drakkaren’s face.

Then the giant fell forwards, collapsing onto his stomach as Zerrex staggered 
backwards, the Drakkaren slowly beginning to topple… before he put one foot out behind 
himself and steadied his body, straightening and panting hard as he slumped and looked 
down at the fallen titan. Requiem looked up at him with a cough that sent out a thick spray 
of  dark blood, and then he managed a final question: “Why… didn’t you…”

He was halted as he coughed hard again, blood leaking from his muzzle: his pants too, 
were stained with blood now, his life fluid flowing from every orifice out of his broken 



body, and Zerrex looked at him quietly for a few moments with true sorrow, and then a tear 
silently spilled down his cheek as he spoke in a broken but clear voice: “Just like you taught 
me… sometimes you don’t need to fight to win. I didn’t bother wasting my energy with a 
last attack… I just prepared myself  to take yours, since I knew…”

He broke off, reaching up a hand to wipe at his face and smearing blood over his cheeks 
and into his hair, and then he looked down at the giant as Requiem smiled again and 
nodded slowly. Then he reached a hand up and managed to say in a firm, happy voice: 
“You’re truly… the best student I’ve ever had… I’m proud of… you…”

Before Zerrex could catch his uncle’s hand, it fell to the ground, and Requiem’s head 
dropped as his eyes slipped closed, a smile still on his features as he ceased to breathe, 
leaving the Drakkaren to stare down at his dead uncle with something like misery and no 
sense of triumph… from this victory he took sadness, but also a million solemn lessons… 
and a promise he would do everything in his power to fulfill.

For a few moments, he stared down at Requiem, as he felt his own life essence fading… 
but then he heard a whisper, a strange calling in his mind as he slowly turned and picked up 
Blackheart. Instead of putting it safely on his back, however, he simply dragged the huge 
sword behind him as he walked slowly back into the forest. As he walked, he looked back 
and forth… and all around him, he could see ghosts, playing hide-and-seek amongst the 
trees as the Drakkaren looked quietly back and forth, the agony fading into a wonder and 
horrible longing.

He saw Mary… she was wearing her maid’s dress, which she’d always acted like she 
hated but was so happy to wear around the house, smiling at him as she peered out from 
behind the trunk of a pine tree, formed of mist and white smoke… and there was Tinman, 
laughing and smiling too, looking happy as he walked nearby… vanishing behind a tree 
only to appear on the other side of another tree further away, and once or twice almost 
right next to the Drakkaren. He even saw other fallen members of the Legion, some of 
them waving, some of them looking at him with distaste but respect… even Vampire, who 
had caused so much trouble those three years ago for him and he’d had to kill… he stood 
against a tree, looking sulky, but he rose a hand in a salute before glancing to the side and 
watching as Tinman approached, then flicking his sunglasses down over his eyes to try and 
hide whatever emotion he felt at seeing his old friend again before they both disintegrated 
into wisps of  white smoke.

Then there was that Godkiller, Mika, walking along nearby, his hands in his pockets, 
and he nodded respectfully to the reptile before vanishing, and Zerrex knew instantly that 
something had been seriously wrong with the coyote… but that he’d at least died peacefully. 
And then he looked up, and standing near the clearing, he could see Requiem, dressed in 
one of his eloquent but casual suits, a hand raised to him… and next to him, only a few 
feet away, stood Celestial. Zerrex smiled faintly at this vision, as his mother looked at him 
with that old soft love… and then they too – along with the parade of other spirits still 
following in his steps – vanished as a strong wind ruffled the trees, the white effervescence 
that made up their bodies dissolving, and leaving Zerrex to walk into the field alone.



He swayed slowly, shaking his head and then falling to one knee, weak from the loss of 
blood… then he glanced up as he heard a motor before laughing faintly, somehow knowing 
what it was. Then he forced himself to stand and shoved Blackheart point-down into the 
ground before sitting and leaning back against the blade, body slumping as he whispered: 
“Damn. I was supposed to come to you… not… the other way around.”

Twenty minutes later, Cindy walked silently into the field, accompanied by Lone and 
Cherry… the former barely able to remember his own name from the concussion and 
massive head trauma he’d suffered. Then Cindy stopped and simply stood, tears rolling 
down her face as she saw her father’s damaged and weakened body: a few birds were sitting 
on his shoulders and arms, and some small, unevolved animals sat near the muscular 
reptile’s form, a family of squirrels perched on his legs and even a small deer standing 
nearby, staring at Cindy. The female smiled faintly as both Lone and Cherry looked on with 
awe at Zerrex, his eyes closed and his hair falling over his face… then Cindy quietly clapped 
once, and the animals and birds scattered in all directions as she walked forwards and 
kneeled down silently, reaching out to stroke her father’s face as tears leaked down her own, 
whispering: “I’ll never let you live this down, Daddy…”

~~~

Five days later, Zerrex woke up in a hospital bed, most of his body bandaged and, upon 
realizing where he was, becoming incredibly grouchy and irritable. He fidgeted back and 
forth in bed, then winced as he realized he had electrodes hooked up to his head and the 
few bare parts of his body before he tore these off and then ripped out the IV in his arm, 
taking off all the wires he could find and causing a flock of nurses to storm into his room 
as he accidently triggered a code blue. 

They managed to get him settled in bed, the reptile only relenting because he could 
barely move with how stiff and sore his body was… then he shook his head slowly as he 
glanced around the sparse room and up at the television, which was currently playing some 
weird series of cartoons. He muttered under his breath, then answered the questions a nurse 
asked him as he shuffled back and forth uncomfortably, then finally blinked and looked 
down, checking under the sheets before asking loudly where the hell his clothes were.

The nurse blushed, told him they had no hospital gowns in stock that would fit him… 
and Zerrex had muttered before wrapping the sheet around himself and climbing out of 
bed, bad-naturedly pushing her aside as he walked out of the private care room and into 
what looked like the intensive care unit. The reptile muttered again at this as several doctors 
assailed him, but he ignored them as he walked out of the room and down the hall towards 
the nurse’s station, easily plowing down the raccoon and horse who thought they could stop 
him by stepping into his path and then tilting his head back as he asked loudly: “Why the 
hell was I in intensive care, anyway?”

“You’re kidding, right?” asked a familiar voice, and Zerrex paused, then turned and 
cocked his head as he saw Cherry, smiling faintly and holding a bouquet of flowers, dressed 
in a motorcycle jacket, leather pants and her usual heavy boots as she wandered slowly 
forwards. The taller male smiled slightly as she gazed up at him with affection and 



something that seemed a bit off, then she reached up and gently flicked him under the chin. 
“You got a spear through you, for one thing. For another, you got the shit kicked out of 
you.” A pause, then another smile. “I suppose you want to get out of here, huh? Cindy will 
be happy to see you… it took until yesterday to drag her out of  your room.”

The Drakkaren smiled at this and nodded, then he glanced down at himself and 
gestured at the sheet he was still holding up with one hand. “Well, first I need my 
clothes…”

“You heard him! Get him his clothes!” Cherry barked, sending the hospital staff 
scattering as several other visitors stared, then the female blushed a bit as she returned her 
attention to Zerrex and held out the flowers, saying lamely: “I uh. Got these for your room, 
but I guess I’ll just give them to you.”

“Thank you, Cherry.” Zerrex said softly, taking the bouquet with his free hand and 
gazing down at it for a few moments: from the few weeds he saw amidst the flowers, he 
knew that she’d picked it herself. It only made him smile softly, though, then he returned 
his gaze to hers and bent down, quietly kissing her as she gently wrapped her arms around 
his neck and leaned up, their mouths working slowly together for a few delicious moments 
before the female pulled back and coughed, rubbing at her face and looking down with a 
deep flush as she turned away.

Zerrex only looked at her with soft silence, knowing how hard it was for the femme 
fatale to deal with her feelings and emotions – especially in these situations – and instead 
simply letting her be… then finally getting his tattered pants back in a plain cardboard box 
that one of the nurses gave him over the counter. He took them, looked down, then 
shrugged and dropped the sheet, causing Cherry to laugh and grin as she turned back to 
him, watching with amusement as the rest of the hospital staff stared at the naked 
Drakkaren before he quickly climbed into his boxers and pants, coughing a bit. “What?”

“You’re awesome, that’s what.” The female replied with a grin, then jerked her head 
towards the elevator down the hall. “Come on. I’ve been riding your motorcycle everywhere, 
it’s parked outside.”

Zerrex nodded, then followed: he expected Cherry to want to do something nasty in the 
elevator, but for once the female seemed content to just have a normal elevator ride… it was 
odd, but the Drakkaren shrugged it off as they walked through the lobby of the hospital 
and out the door. Cherry waved him onto the bike first, then she settled herself 
comfortably in his lap before grinning up at him. “Drive on home, Boss. And don’t wiggle 
too much or you’ll get me all excited. I promised Cherry I wouldn’t drive you into any crazy 
sexual situations until you were more healed up.”

“Like you can keep that promise.” Zerrex snorted amusedly, then he started the 
motorcycle and headed home, feeling a deep anxiety building in his chest as they drove out 
of the Apple Villa district and over Camelot Bridge, back into Comfort Town. He weaved 
in and out of traffic as people stared, watching the legendary Boss once more at the reigns 
of his massive motorcycle and driving through their ranks as if he’d never left, injured and 
aching but obviously the victor of whatever secret war he’d participated in. Then, slowly, he 



pulled into his driveway and alongside a familiar blue car, feeling a quiet pang as he looked 
at it silently for a few moments.

Cherry glanced up at him, then slid off the bike and quietly patted the huge vehicle. 
“Requiem left it to us, along with some account numbers and a bunch of property in an 
official will that I found in the car… some of it’s even in Hez’Ranna, although I doubt you 
want to actually go there.” A pause, then a smile as she leaned against the car, Zerrex 
nodding quietly and climbing off his motorcycle as he turned the bike off and pocketed 
the keys. “But hey… enough of that. Go and see your daughter, Boss… I’ll… I’ll give you 
two some time alone.”

“Thanks…” The Drakkaren laughed quietly, looking at Cherry with deep gratitude 
before heading to the door and pausing a moment, feeling strangely nervous; then he 
opened the door and walked inside, letting it swing shut behind him. Slowly, he took off 
his combat boots, then approached the archway and reached up to gently lean against it as 
he gave a faint smile, heart thudding in his chest as his emerald eyes settled on his daughter.

Cindy was dressed in a black exercise top and an almost-too-short miniskirt that was 
cut at her upper thigh. Her spiked collar and bracelets glimmered as if they’d been recently 
polished, and she wore what looked almost like a chain leash around her waist, with thick 
steel links and an oversized clip. For a moment, she only stared back at her father, then she 
suddenly ran forwards and grabbed his shoulders, pushing her muzzle hard up against his as 
Zerrex immediately wrapped his arms around her waist, squeezing her firmly against his 
chest and not caring about how much it hurt him, their jaws working together passionately 
and powerfully.

Their tongues danced as Cindy pushed her body hard against her father’s, moaning 
quietly into his muzzle, then she drew back and moved her hands slowly over his bandaged 
chest, staring up at him, her eyes meeting his, questioning, begging… and he reached his 
own hands up to squeeze her shoulders and gently push her backwards, the female letting 
out a surprised grunt as she collided with the table and sat on it heavily. Then Zerrex 
pushed her down, knocking the plate and scattering of junk on it to the floor as he ground 
his body down against hers, Cindy automatically bucking up against him and spreading her 
legs as he pushed her against the table.

One of his hands moved down to squeeze a breast through the fabric of her top, and 
Cindy moaned at the touch, feeling herself growing hot, her needs growing strong as she 
bucked up against him hungrily. She moved her hands down his chest, feeling her father’s 
breath hot against her face as she reached down to fumble at the waist of his pants before 
staring up at him in surprise as Zerrex simply slid his hand into the open V of her top and 
snagged both it and her bra before twisting once, then ripping off both pieces of clothing 
and tossing them aside, leaving her breasts exposed as she blushed deeply and trembled 
beneath him, then moaned again, loving the sensations that the powerful male was causing 
as he leaned down to lap at her neck slowly, his hands gently squeezing her firm bust, 
rolling the swells slowly against his palms as Cindy finally popped open the fly of the 
Drakkaren’s pants.



Zerrex murred hungrily as he felt himself beginning to stiffen inside of his boxers, then 
he stood as he drew his hands down over his daughter’s firm abs and to her legs, tracing 
over her hips before pushing her a bit further along the table, then reaching up to quickly 
push down his boxers and step free of his pants, heat and need surging through his body. 
He could feel a bit of blood leaking out of several of the deep wounds on his body that 
had been stitched up, but at this point the reptile didn’t care: his hungers needed to be fed, 
and all the pain only added to the erotic tension in the room as Cindy quickly undid the 
belt around her waist and threw her miniskirt aside, then quickly kicking off her panties 
below before her father dropped back onto her, bringing one leg up to rest on the table as 
he kissed her hungrily again.

She felt his huge, girthy cock growing as it lay on her stomach, stiffening as it was 
sandwiched between their bodies, the reptile laying on her with one leg out beside the table, 
his hands rubbing up and down her sides as she pushed her breasts up against him, feeling a 
bit of his blood leaking down onto her body but that only making her feel more aroused as 
their mouths worked hungrily, tongues dancing as they worked towards each other’s throats. 
He pushed down against her, causing the table to groan as Cindy squeezed his waist with 
her hips, then the Drakkaren drew back as he felt his massive cock reach its full thirty-two 
inch size, throbbing with heat as the Drakkaren broke the kiss and drew back to grasp 
himself with one hand, positioning himself at her entrance as Cindy gazed up at him 
hungrily, letting him reposition her as he pulled one of her legs up to rest on his shoulder, 
rolling onto her side and murring quietly as he moved his other hand up to rub at her 
taunt, strong abdominals… and then she arched her back and released a loud cry of bliss as 
Zerrex thrusted forwards, stretching her wide as he tore into her passage, a short burst of 
blood spilling out down her thigh as she arched her back and shrieked in pleasure again as 
the powerful male grunted and slammed forwards once more, burying to the hilt into her, 
large testicles smacking against her thigh and splattering her spilled blood and the bit of 
her juices that had already flowed down from her growing erotic bliss.

The tall Drakkaren drew slowly back, looking down at his daughter with both love and 
lust burning in his eyes, squeezing her leg tight against his body as he reached down his 
other hand to grasp a breast roughly, leaning forwards a bit as he began to thrust in and out 
of her tight, stretched vagina. Cindy worked herself back against his movements as best she 
could, moaning and rocking her head from side to side in ecstasy at the feeling of her father 
shoving his enormous length into her over and over again, waves of pleasure and erotic pain 
rolling through her as she grit her teeth and clenched her eyes shut. One of her hands 
squeezed the breast not currently worked by her father’s strong fingers, the other grabbing 
the side of the table and holding tightly onto it as her vagina clenched against the giant 
cock that was already thrusting in and out of  her at a good pace.

Heat and bliss rose through her body as she felt an orgasm already rising in her form, 
the pleasure amazing, overcome with her own raw emotion as she worked herself hard back 
against her father, feeling his testicles slapping her inner thigh like wrecking balls as she 
tilted her head back and began to let out a short, excited cry with every deep penetration 
into her body. Her body rocked on the table as the tower of obsidian flesh buried deep into 



her again and again, Zerrex grunting hungrily, sweat and a bit of blood rolling down his 
from as his fingers squeezed one of her nipples teasingly, other hand rubbing up and down 
her upper leg as he rocked his body with his thrusts, bending his daughter a bit more with 
every shove forwards, the pleasure tremendous: for both of them, this was more than simply 
an act of forbidden love, however; it was a physical outpouring, a temporary reprieve from 
everything they’d been through.

The two rocked their bodies together, moved in harmony as Cindy’s cries grew rougher 
and louder, her vagina clenching harder against the black-fleshed shaft that was ripping 
deep into her passage over and over with growing power. She moaned lustily, then bowed 
her head forwards before arching her back as she felt the heat in her loins intensify to a 
burning fire, an inferno, and her vagina squeezed her father’s thick shaft tightly before 
beginning to contract over and over against him as her juices flowed down, squirting out 
alongside the massive shaft that was ramming in and out of her with even greater firmness 
as she gave another cry of pleasure, lubricating the way for her father’s enormous member 
and coating both his crotch and her thighs in her juices, mixing with the blood as that too 
flowed out of  her torn sex.

Zerrex groaned hungrily, arching his back a bit as he began to thrust even faster in and 
out of his daughter’s tight passage, rocking forwards against her again and again as he 
growled hungrily in his throat, his fingers digging into her breast and leg as he began to 
shove his thick meat harder and harder into his daughter’s body. His navy-blue orbs slapped 
painfully against her thigh as he pistoned his enormous length in and out, his muscles 
flexing powerfully as he used both weight and strength to his advantage, his slick penis 
easily working in and out of  the female as he felt his own orgasm beginning to rise now.

Cindy was still crying out loudly and blissfully with every hard shove of the male’s shaft 
into her, her body rocking with every movement as she bucked her hips back against the 
reptile’s thick member as hard as she could, feeling her breasts being squeezed almost 
painfully by both her own hand and one of her father’s, her other hand cracking the wood 
of the table as she squeezed the edge tightly. She could feel his huge member starting to 
stiffen inside of her, exciting her all the more as she began to call her father’s name over and 
over, arching her back as she felt him thrusting rapidly in and out of her and bucking her 
hips back as fast as she could in return, trying to keep up to his fast and powerful pace. 
“Daddy! Daddy! Zerrex! Daddy!”

“Oh… Cindy!” Zerrex groaned, arching his back as he felt himself stiffening up, then 
he roared, his claws digging into the female’s leg as Cindy cried out in utter ecstasy, her 
father pummeling her with his girthy penis as he slammed into her again and again, 
squelching in and out of her tight vagina as he threw his head back and released blast after 
blast of his thick load into her vagina, filling her with his load as the female rocked hard 
back against him, no longer trying to keep time as he thrusted into her again and again, 
large testicles smacking wetly against her thigh as they poured their thick payload into her 
body. Then, finally, the reptile began to slow, murring hungrily as he released his daughter’s 
leg and let it slide down his body, leaning down over her as he moved his hands to press on 
either side of the table and continuing to easily, almost idly thrust in and out of her tight 



vagina, black, white-streaked cock sinking into her bruised vagina again and again as his 
seed leaked out onto the table.

He slowly began to pull back, then the Cindy reached up and grabbed his shoulders, 
meeting his eyes, and she whispered in a needy, lust-filled voice as her eyes locked 
passionately with his: “Again.”

And her father felt his own desires rise at that look… and so he shoved her down 
against the table, pinning her beneath him this time and ramming her over and over, 
cracking the table beneath them as she screamed and clawed at him, tearing some of his 
bandages, causing his blood to drip down onto her… and it continued again and again, the 
two eventually moving to the couch as the table broke and then working their bodies 
together there, until finally both of their crotches were coated with blood, Zerrex’s chest 
smeared with the stuff as well and some of it dripping from Cindy’s breasts… the rough 
groping of the male had eventually turned almost violent at some points, but the female 
only looked in the deepest of ecstasies, panting hard as they rested together, her on top, his 
huge tower of flesh buried up inside of her as blood leaked over their bodies, both of them 
staring at each other hungrily. They’d gone again and again, trying all the positions they 
could think of, Cindy’s body trembling and aching from the countless orgasms she’d had 
and Zerrex with his teeth grit and eyes squinting in pain… by his count, he’d just finished 
his tenth climax as Cindy rocked her hips slowly up and down, both of them in a burning, 
sore pain but the daughter of Zerrex finally putting her hands on his chest and looking 
down at him passionately, saying softly: “Just… one more…”

“Cindy, I don’t know it I can…” Zerrex replied with the faintest of grins, but he 
groaned quietly, his sensitive, aching penis twitching inside of the female as she dropped her 
weight against him, and he automatically bucked up against her, his body trembling, his 
form aching, but he could feel that final orgasm Cindy lusted for just waiting to be coaxed 
out… and with how sensitive their bodies were, it wouldn’t take much coaxing.

So instead of correcting himself, the reptile grasped his daughter’s waist, then he shoved 
up into her and gyrated his hips, revolving his huge member inside of her: Cindy’s stretched 
passage and all that lay beyond had been scraped raw by the movements of the reptile, and 
it caused her incredible pain as she arched her back and screamed… but there was also an 
intense pleasure there as well, and she grunted before reaching up and beginning to slowly 
play with her sore breasts, teasing them and massaging the swells in her hands: that too, 
ached… but it caused her father to look up at her hungrily, and so she continued as he 
began to thrust up into her again and again, the couch soaked in their blood and other 
fluids as his aching, burning testicles bounced slowly up and down on the cushions of the 
couch.

They worked together powerfully, Cindy sliding up and down the reptile’s friction-
burned shaft that was also bleeding in places, steel-stiff still but aching horribly… the two 
Drakkaren moved their bodies together, the agony intense but amazing, the sexual pleasure 
and power they held over each other filling them both with a deep erotic joy as they 



moaned and rocked together, Zerrex rotating his hips with every shove up into his daughter, 
tears of  pain and happiness leaking down the female’s face.

She already felt almost bloated with the load he’d pumped into her, and they were both 
splattered with the reptile’s thick seed… but she still wanted more, felt she had to have 
more… and she moaned hungrily as she rocked up and down the huge cock. Then, 
suddenly, the pain was gone for them both and there was only deep pleasure as they worked 
together in harmony, groaning and staring into each other’s eyes as Cindy continued to play 
with her breasts slowly, squeezing her nipples as Zerrex moved a hand to rub her stomach 
slowly and rub gently at her clit, pushing against the nub of flesh with every shove into her, 
stroking down and around it as she moaned hotly and felt her orgasm rising.

Zerrex felt his own growing, as he pistoned into his daughter again and again, sitting up 
slightly against the arm of the couch and grunting, heart pounding in his chest as he rocked 
his huge member into her again and again… and then he felt himself beginning to stiffen 
as Cindy fell forwards against him, gripping his shoulders, their muzzles side by side as he 
grasped her waist tightly, his thick cock slamming up into her over and over as she bucked 
back against him, and then they both arched their backs as her passage clenched down at the 
same moment as his huge penis stiffened, both releasing twin cries of ecstasy as the 
powerful Drakkaren sprayed a final, thick burst of semen into her and her juices flowed 
down the huge, steely shaft, coating his cock with her fluids as they rocked and bucked 
together, bodies spasming weakly and hungrily as his seed poured up into the female, then 
leaked out with her juices and their mixed blood.

Finally, Cindy collapsed on his chest and the two fell against the couch, panting hard, 
and she whispered: “I love you, Daddy…”

“I love you too, Cindy…” Zerrex responded quietly, and he closed his eyes, breathing 
hard, remaining buried inside of her as they both slowly began to relax… then he gently 
pulled out, with a slosh of their juices and blood following after as Cindy bucked against 
him and gave a sharp moan of pain… but the cool air felt good on her torn sex as they 
trembled together, both of their bodies strained to the very edge, bleeding on each other… 
but that only added to their togetherness.

Outside, Cherry stood with her back against the wall and her eyes closed, head bowed 
forwards as she crossed her arms, then she sighed softly and looked up at the sky, eyes lost 
and expression sorrowful. She had stayed… heard everything… and gods, they had been at 
it for hours now. Hours! He… never pushed so hard with me… sure… we had times when 
it would take us hours, but there was always a lot more playing around and… I think the 
most I ever coaxed out of him was… six, maybe eight orgasms… she thought bitterly, then 
she looked down at the ring on her hand and smiled faintly as she felt something inside of 
her and realized just what she wanted… and how she could make everything okay. 

She waited half an hour, then went inside, passing through the living room and carefully 
stepping around the puddles of blood and fluids, then writing a note on the memo pad on 
the fridge before tearing it off and walking back out. She quietly tucked this into Zerrex’s 



pocket, then turned and left, heading for her destination and deciding she’d wait there for as 
long as it took. She figured it wouldn’t be too long…

Zerrex opened an eye slowly as Cherry left, then he frowned a bit and gently shifted 
Cindy off his chest with a wince, before tearing off his bandages to check his wounds as he 
stood shakily. He was pretty bloody… most of his stitches were torn… but as always, his 
body had healed the severe damage pretty quickly. Even the once-gaping hole in his chest 
had mostly healed, and although it hurt like hell, there was some kind of fancy suturing 
surgery that had been done that had already reduced it to what could be a minor bullet 
wound instead of  a major there-was-a-frigging-big-sharp-stick-through-you wound. 

He shook his head a bit, then he rubbed a hand slowly through his hair before 
staggering towards the bathroom… but already he could feel his energy returning, although 
his body hurt like hell. He’d take a bath… then look at the note and… follow Cherry 
wherever she went. He had an idea where it would be though, and he couldn’t help but 
grimace as he quietly played at the ring on his finger… he truly hoped she wasn’t going to 
do anything stupid. He loved her… she just didn’t seem to get that love meant more than 
sex and violence every day.

An hour later, the reptile was slowly pulling up the ruins of the windmill on his 
motorcycle: most of the area here had been cordoned off with police tape, but he ignored it 
– and the posted officers who simply stared at the tall Drakkaren, currently dressed in a 
new pair of pants and a longsleeve dress shirt, with the buttons done up to hide his 
damaged body – as he walked his motorcycle towards the ruins, ducking under another row 
of tape and then heading silently into the windmill, then halting and crossing his arms as 
he saw Cherry sitting on a broken wooden table nearby.

She smiled faintly at him, then nodded and quietly stood, walking over and looking up 
at him. Then she looked down before glancing back up and taking one of his hands, and 
Zerrex felt his heart sink as she gently pushed a small, round object down into his palm. 
“I’m sorry, Zerrex… I can’t be your wife.”

“Cynthia…” The Drakkaren said softly, looking down at her with eyes full of sorrow 
and pain, but the female quickly shook her head and closed her eyes tightly as she stepped 
back, her arms hanging limp as she slumped quietly.

“My name is Cherry… Cherry Blossom, not… Cynthia.” she said in the same quiet 
voice, then she opened her eyes and looked up at him with the same deep agony burning in 
her eyes as she continued to speak: “I want to be… don’t get me wrong, I… I love you. I 
always want to be around you, and will never abandon your side… if we were capable of 
bearing kids, I’d be glad to pop out a dozen for you, and if you ever got tired of them, I’d 
gladly kill them all just… to see you smile for a moment. But… I can’t be your wife. Wives 
are… kind and loyal, and they only have sex with their hubbies – unless they’re cheating or 
porn stars or, you know, polygamists or whatever the hell the female version of that word is 
– and… they’re normal. They’re part of  the light…

“We’re not normal… and I’ve seen that… you’re a unique being, B… Zerrex. You’re a 
creature of darkness… and that’s not a bad thing at all, necessarily… and yet, you have this 



burning light inside of you too, so bright that it’s almost scary. But I don’t… I just want to 
hurt people and…” she gave a cracked laugh at this point and turned away, walking a few 
steps off before throwing out her arms and staring up at the ceiling. “Fuck, I want the 
Legion back sometimes! When I didn’t have to give a shit about anything or anyone, got 
paid to do a job and bust some people up, and we went around killing and raping and 
hurting as we pleased… when… we didn’t have to have responsibilities, and right or wrong 
didn’t matter. Sure… we were puppets. And we were prisoners too, and slaves who had to 
bend to money-paying masters and pissy general bitches and shitheads who hadn’t ever seen 
a single day of combat in their lives and just took desk jobs… to cowards… but… we were 
free of  choice. Of  responsibility…”

She looked down silently, then turned around and looked up at him with a faint smile, 
but wiping at one eye as she saw the disappointment in Zerrex’s own emerald irises. “I 
know… but… I don’t understand what drives you or compels you. But I do know that I’ve 
caused trouble for you, and hurt you, and I’m hurting you now… and that’s why I can’t be 
your wife…” She stopped, then looked down silently. “But… Zerrex… if you’ll let me, I’ll 
be glad to go back to the old ways, and then… I feel everything will work out fine. Let me 
be your finest soldier… your most loyal bodyguard… your most willing bitch… I want to 
be your slave, Zerrex. To do with you as please, at your whim… let me take up a permanent 
residence not with your light side, but within your dark side… be my Master, my god, my 
Boss and the old Captain Ravenlight to me once more. Let me serve you as your secret 
weapon…”

“Why would you want that…” Zerrex asked in a voice that was nearly broken, and 
Cherry looked at him with anger brought on by agony, but then she merely flushed as the 
taller male snorted and looked away. “No, you’re right. You explained yourself fine… you’re 
making yourself out to be a coward, Cherry. Someone who can’t face the idea of right and 
wrong because-”

“Because it scares me.” she finished, her face burning with shame as she looked down 
silently, then she glanced back up quietly. “I am, Zerrex. I am a coward. I am afraid of the 
light. And I will stand by you no matter what… but I’m selfish. Own me… use me… hurt 
me, even. I will glorify in it all, so long as I’m yours… I want to dominate and kill and hurt 
everyone else, sometimes even my friends and even Cindy… but you, I’ve always loved. I’ve 
always been submissive towards, and always served, because being controlled by you takes 
away all the fear. If I’m your wife, though, I’m your equal and expected to just… work with 
you. I don’t want to work with you… I want to work for you… so please. If you love me… 
then let me take up the old role, and give that ring to… to Cindy… she’s the person who 
makes your light shine. Stop trying to drag me into that light, because I’ll blotch and ruin 
it… but I can promise you that I’ll make your darkness drown out even the sun…”

Zerrex clenched his eyes shut in pain, clutching the ring tight in his hand, then he 
slowly pocketed it before looking at Cherry silently for a few moments… then he glanced 
down, feeling heartbroken but at the same time, coldly happy. This was something he’d 
dreamed of happening years ago, after all, in the Goth Legion, when they’d first met and 
been testing each other, fighting as often as fucking. To have Cherry bow and submit herself 



to his greater power, to have her broken… ironically, he’d done it by accident, and at a time 
when he didn’t want to, as he held out a hand and whispered: “Then kneel and promise me 
you’ll serve as all the things you just promised…”

Cherry immediately dropped to a low kneel, her head bowed respectfully as she said in a 
firm, clear voice: “I vow to always serve you, as my master, my superior, my owner and the 
only person who will ever control me… I will love you, and only you, as I will serve you 
and only you… if I ever betray you, I will offer myself to you for death… if I displease 
you even in the smallest fashion, then I offer my body to you for punishment…” Then she 
stopped, and quietly – but humbly, and for Zerrex, that humility proved two things: that 
this is what Cherry truly wanted, and that she would never renege on her promise – rose her 
eyes to meet his. “May I stand, Captain?”

“I…” Zerrex stopped however, then he simply nodded quietly. He was back to being 
her captain, her commanding officer, and he guessed that would be that… she wanted to be 
the one draped in his darkness, after all. It caused a spur of power to well inside of him, 
but it almost sickened him that he took such pleasure in the female’s obvious need to please 
him. “Stand.”

She did so immediately, then she looked down quietly before whispering: “Sir, if I may 
speak… I know I’ve hurt you. And I should be punished severely for this…” She closed her 
eyes slowly, then stood with her hands behind her back, and Zerrex knew what she thought 
was appropriate, what she even may want… and the reptile felt a shudder roll through his 
body, before he felt the old him rise up for a moment in a spark of sudden anger, and he 
stepped forwards before smashing his fist into her muzzle.

Cherry flew backwards with a cry of agony, skidding a good ten feet across the floor, 
then she coughed and spat out a tooth and blood before slowly forcing herself to her feet, 
trembling, then she smiled faintly over at the reptile as he looked quietly down at his hand. 
“It… felt good, Boss. I… you… I missed this. You might not understand, but I missed 
this.”

“I did too.” Zerrex said softly, as he looked down at his hand and flexed it slowly, then 
he looked up at her as he felt a dark power rolling through his body, and he couldn’t help 
but smile, feeling disgusted with himself but still furious with the female as he added 
quietly: “But I was glad it was gone too. I’m not going to hit you any more today, Cherry. I 
need time to think. I need… there’s still other things to do before I… punish you.”

The female nodded silently, then she straightened and put her hands behind her back 
again, looking down before glancing back up quietly. “With your permission… I’d like to 
take leave for a few days. You can specify any rules you want… but… I think we need some 
time apart. Only three to five days, and I’ll come back immediately so… we can start our 
new life afterwards…”

“You’re going to miss Tinman’s funeral…” Zerrex said quietly, looking down… he 
didn’t know why he said this, or how he even knew, but it seemed right somehow. And then 
he glanced back up quietly before nodding. “You’ll pay your respects to our lost friend in 



private… bring back something to offer to his grave when you return. And… before you 
leave, come here.”

Cherry did so quietly, and then Zerrex wrapped his arms around her and she wrapped 
her arms tight around his neck, and then kissed slowly, tongues dancing quietly as he held 
her tight to his body, swaying silently. He could taste her blood… and she could taste his 
sorrow, and then it broke and their eyes met before she said softly: “I’m sorry… I love you, 
but this is right for us. We’re not… normal, happy people. And I’ve always felt I was meant 
to be yours… but more your property than your equal. I’m yours now… and anything you 
ever want to do to me or want me to do… don’t hesitate.”

“I’ll just tell you to.” Zerrex nodded silently, then the two stepped quietly away from 
each other before the tall Drakkaren grit his teeth, then he straightened and saluted, right 
arm laying across his chest. Cherry immediately returned the salute proudly, then she bowed 
deeply to the reptile before turning and walking out of the windmill without looking back, 
heading towards the huge blue car that had once belonged to Requiem.

Zerrex watched her go, then he turned quietly and went back to his motorcycle, 
climbing on and heading home… and also not bothering to look back. Once he pulled into 
his driveway, he climbed out, fingering the ring out of his pocket and then walking into the 
house to find Cindy rubbing at her face with a towel, still naked and apparently just out of 
the shower. She blinked quietly, then Zerrex took one of her hands and quietly slid the ring 
onto her finger, whispering quietly down to her: “This is yours now. We have a new life to 
start over… Cherry’s decided to stay with us, but… take a different path.”

“But… Daddy… I can’t…” Cindy stuttered, looking down at the ring silently, before 
she gazed back up at the Drakkaren, and a few tears of mixed joy and sorrow leaked out of 
her eyes before she wrapped her arms tight around him and he squeezed her firmly against 
his chest, holding her close as he clenched his eyes shut and rocked her slowly in his arms.

~~~

The next day, as the small congregation of people stood silently at a cluster of three 
graves, Zerrex reflected that there was no such thing as the ‘hollywood ending.’ There was 
no… eternal happiness, and in reality, bad things happened… just as bad people continued 
to live on and prosper. 

Mika and Tinman had been buried beside Mary… their headstones also crudely carved 
pieces of stone made by the Boss himself, who was currently dressed in his usual clothes, 
except that today he also had his old military jacket draped over his shoulder: it was too 
small for him now, but he wanted to honor poor Tinny as a good soldier as well as one of 
the closest friends he had ever had… he deserved that much.

Lone stood nearby, bandages wrapped tightly around his head and a bit of gauze 
sticking out of one ear, crying quietly as he looked at the graves… he always cried out here, 
but today the agony was almost unbearable. He’d failed miserably in his job, and Tinman 
had been the one who had faith in him… and he’d just ended up crashing his goddamn car 
after tripping like an idiot… a few minutes earlier, he might have saved everyone… 
including the poor Godkiller who had also fallen. 



He shook his head slowly, swallowing hard and rubbing at his plain, respectful suit… 
he had been worried about it, but Zerrex had said it was fine, that it wasn’t flaunting at all 
and reassured him that he had brought enough. The wolf had lain flowers at each grave, 
Mary’s included… hence the petals currently stuck to his suit jacket. Around his neck 
dangled the pocketwatch, but he’d thrown away the stupid anklet… and today he’d decided 
not to be an idiot and put on a pair of shoes instead of tromping around in his bare paws 
like a moron who thought he was just so cool and “one with nature…” he wanted Tinny to 
know that the old Lone Wulfe was gone, and he had proper respect for the badger now.

Cindy was also there, in a long black dress, surrounded by children and holding the 
hands of two of the youngest, one of them the panther girl named Miranda. She was 
wiping at her eyes almost convulsively, sobbing as she looked at the grave of Tinman… 
which was dotted with flowers and offerings of small metal toys, in return for all the gifts 
he had once given to the children. The female Drakkaren had silently lain the whip he’d 
forged for her that one fateful day that was almost a week ago now at the grave, but with it 
she’d given a silent promise that if the day ever came again, she wouldn’t hesitate, wouldn’t 
be afraid… and she would stand and fight once more to protect anyone who needed it, just 
as he had done, just as her father did.

Felicity was also there, standing quietly nearby, wearing a pair of dress pants and a black 
blouse, her face pale and coughing every now and then. She was sick, but in a way, she was 
happy… soon, she’d be joining Mika, and until then she would be able to stand side-by-
side with the Boss. She also wore a sidepack with needles filled with a substance slightly 
weaker than what Mika had been taking… but she didn’t doubt she’d be on morphine soon 
enough for the pain. And she smiled faintly at his grave as she whispered: “Looks like you 
made it to the end… hiding your pain like an idiot and making all of the others think you 
were just a dumb junkie…”

Zerrex glanced down at her, then back up at the graves silently: now that he knew the 
story, he could understand why Mika had let him mow him down with the minigun and 
why he had been so serene in death. The coyote had been taking morphine to deal with the 
pain caused by a blood infection… an incurable, mutating freak-virus that had been steadily 
eating up all the nutrients in his system and causing his internal organs to shut down and 
his brain to go haywire. Better to die fast than go slow, until his brain became so infected 
that painkillers would have no affect on anymore and he would eventually succumb into 
death caused by pure agony.

And now Felicity was riding out the same fate… she’d won a lottery run by death, when 
she’d been stabbed with one of the morphine needles Mika had used earlier by Tank. The 
near-impossible had happened, and the infection on the end of the needle had passed into 
her body… and now it was slowly rampaging its way through her system. But at least she’d 
gotten her life’s wish… she would die with her hero, her beloved Boss, spending as much 
time as he could with her as she lived out the last of her days in the mayor’s enormous 
mansion. After all, she’d burned the place formerly known as Exile Village to the ground… 
too many ghosts haunted those ruins for her to feel safe there anymore.



One of the living remnants of her past, however, sat sulking nearby, apparently 
unmoved by the funeral service going on as he sat in a wheelchair. Tank had already lost a 
considerable amount of weight and muscle, however, as he rested one elbow on the arm of 
the wheelchair and the other in his lap, his hands tapping against his features… his pink, 
furless features. After almost a full twenty hours of agony, he’d finally been picked up by a 
medical team and brought back to the hospital… and the only thing they had been able to 
do was set his shattered spine and give him painkillers… and humiliatingly, diapers. The 
first night, he had spent in the hospital… then been rudely awoken by the feeling of being 
moved.

When he’d opened his eyes, he’d seen a snarling, infuriated Cherry looking down at him 
with raw hate, and he’d screamed for help… but no one had come, as she’d shoved his bed 
down the hallway and then into one of the cosmetic surgery rooms before she’d thrown him 
onto the bed and threatened to rip off his balls if he didn’t shut up. The fact that Tank 
could no longer feel his balls was moot: he got the point, and immediately quieted… then 
gone through hours of agony as Cherry had yelled at him for being a maggot, a coward, and 
a weakling, promising again and again that he was going to suffer for the rest of his life 
being looked at as a disgusting freak, as the filth he really was, so he could suffer through all 
the shit that Mika had been forced to… except the coyote had been goddamn noble, and 
Tank, on the other hand, was a piece of  worthless shit.

As she’d ranted, she had used the laser surgery device to remove all the hair from his 
face… his head… his ears… his neck. Burned out even the roots, and left several nasty-
looking scars on him before she’d wheeled him to the stairs and thrown his bed down the 
stairwell, leaving him laying broken and crying on one of the landings, unable to crawl to 
safety and only hoarsely calling for help. And when someone had finally found him, they’d 
looked at him with utter disgust before finally calling for a nurse to come and get the 
paralyzed meathead they’d found.

With his face shaved… everyone thought he was a species extremist of the lowest kind: 
someone who thought that to have fur or scale was only a weakness, that any trait that 
connected them with the “lower order” animals should be forcefully removed. A skinhead, a 
meathead with a broken back who wore diapers and had to go around in a wheelchair… 
someone who had become reliant on other people for everything, from giving his 
medications to changing him. Even his internal organs had been messed up by the vicious 
attack on his body, or possibly before that from the pipe that had cracked his skull open… 
he was brain damaged, his dignity stolen, and now he was being forced to pay respects to 
people he felt no respect for as his girl stood next to the Boss… and then he grit his teeth 
and snarled as his eyes welled with angry tears, watching as Felicity wrapped her arm 
silently around Zerrex and the reptile gently laced his own around her shoulders. It wasn’t 
fair… it wasn’t fair…

Half an hour later, Cindy finally turned and said to her lover-father that she would take 
the children home, and meet him there… Zerrex had nodded quietly, then turned back 
towards the graves as Felicity had looked up at him, and he’d gently asked… or rather, more 
told her to go with Cindy, so they could have supper together tonight when he got home. 



She’d smiled faintly and nodded, then turned to leave as well… but then she’d paused next 
to Tank, who looked up at her with a faint grin, opening his arms. Felicity had looked at 
him with disgust… then she’d risen a hand and clenched her fist, and Tank had let out a 
squeal of pain as his teeth suddenly drove together with incredible force and shattered in his 
jaws, blood spraying out of his muzzle before he’d arched his back and released a miserable 
wail, clutching at his bloody jaws as the vixen said quietly: “That’s for Mika. Today, you 
offer him your blood and your teeth… now you can’t even eat without any help. Now come 
on, Tank, I’ll take you to the hospital… because I’m better than you, and killing you really 
would be pointless… but I wouldn’t mind watching you suffer for a few more minutes.”

Then she turned and walked silently down the path, closing her eyes for a moment 
before opening them as she used her powers to gently pull Tank’s wheelchair along behind 
herself. The badger sunk forwards, sobbing violently, his spirit broken as he clutched at his 
mouth and only able to moan in agony as he rocked back and forth, and Zerrex sighed 
softly as he looked over his shoulder before turning back to look at the graves quietly.

“She’s pretty amazing, huh?” Lone finally ventured, and then he smiled faintly, wiping at 
his own tear-streaked face before looking back at the graves quietly. “I was wondering if I 
could find a cure for her… I have some friends… back in the pharmaceutical company that 
I used to work for, and enough money to fund the project… but I know she doesn’t like me 
all that much. But maybe when you bring her back to my home tonight, we could sit down 
and… and talk to her together, and I’ll suggest the idea... I don’t want you to have to do my 
dirty work for me.”

Zerrex looked at the wolf with quiet respect, then he nodded silently before giving the 
faintest of smiles. “That sounds like a good idea, wolf…” he paused, then turned quietly 
and bent, picking up a bouquet of black roses before hesitating and glancing over his 
shoulder quietly. “I’m… going to go see Requiem’s grave. Would you like to come with 
me?”

Lone smiled faintly, but he didn’t brighten childishly as he might have done in the 
past… now he understood the gravity of the request, and instead of beaming foolishly with 
the happiness of an idiot, he instead treated it with deep respect, feeling amazingly touched. 
“I’d… love to. But…” He stopped and glanced down quietly. “I don’t have anything to 
offer the grave.”

“You have your respect.” Zerrex said softly, then he turned and headed down the path, 
and Lone frowned thoughtfully at the ground for a moment before nodding slowly and 
following quickly, jogging a bit, then matching the Drakkaren’s pace, but always staying 
slightly behind him. Then they turned off the path and headed into the forest, and Lone 
glanced around quietly before looking down to see that they were walking along a narrow 
dirt path… the wolf wouldn’t have been surprised to find out that Zerrex had made it 
himself, mostly hidden in the underbrush so that the grave wouldn’t be disturbed.

After a few minutes, they came out to the clearing where the two had fought what Lone 
imagined must have been a legendary battle… and he smiled faintly at the beautiful view it 
gave of the valley below, the sun slowly beginning to descend, a cloud passing slowly before 



it casting a long shadow over the earth as Zerrex kneeled and gently put down the bouquet 
of black roses upon the funeral mound he’d left. The Dragokkaren’s grave was encircled 
with small stones, and in place of a headstone the Drakkaren had placed the bamboo spear 
of the reptile, shoved deep into the earth… and on the stone face where he’d nearly died – 
much of his blood still soaked into the stone, leaving a permanent dark red stain – the 
reptile had carved this:

MARKUS REQUIEM NARRIUS
SLEEP IN PEACE, WARRIOR

“It must have been amazing.” Lone said softly, and Zerrex glanced over at him quietly, 
tilting his head as the wolf looked back at him with a faint smile. “I mean… he was like a 
father to you, wasn’t he? He must have been so happy to… have been able to have you prove 
yourself  to him.”

Zerrex swallowed a bit, then he nodded quietly and put his hands in his pockets, 
looking down at the grave… but then smiling a bit as well at the peace this thought gave 
him… especially since he thought it was likely true. “Yeah.”

~~~

A month later found Zerrex still alive and well, despite the fact he’d risked sleeping with 
Felicity more than several times… he was well aware that anything passed through blood 
could be transmitted through sex and saliva, but he had been willing to bet his nigh-
indestructible immune system against her infection, and had been fortunate enough to 
come out on top every time. It also helped that the disease moved more slowly in the vixen 
than it did in the coyote… and that after a week of arguing, she had finally allowed Lone 
to make some calls and get several specialists to investigate her condition and start working 
on a cure. So far, they had managed to slow the illness even further… and Felicity had to 
admit she was developing a grudging friendship with the wolf who had once been the 
epitome of  all her hatred of  Apple Villa.

Lone recovered most of his memories… but stayed the changed person he had become, 
infinitely kinder and smarter than his past self. As well, he began to honestly work out and 
take care of himself, working down his body fat and exercising daily, now no longer 
breathing hard after running up the stairs but instead able to jog a good few kilometers 
without losing his smile. He also found his blushing admiration of Zerrex turning into 
something like a crush on the reptile, working to get closer to the Drakkaren who he had 
once struggled so hard to destroy.

Cherry returned from her vacation and to Zerrex’s side… ironically, however, it wasn’t 
Zerrex who first greeted her, but Cindy, throwing objects at the muscular female and 
scolding her, chasing her out into the yard and around and around the huge steel sign that 
decorated the front lawn, the heavy iron displaying Cherry, Zerrex, Cindy and Tinman all 
clustered happily together: the last artwork the badger had completed before his death. 



Eventually, Cherry had resorted to trying to tackle Cindy, and received a shockingly hard 
punch to the face that had caused her to immediately start throwing punches herself: Zerrex 
had been forced to intervene and tear the two apart as they’d clawed and kicked at each 
other, both bloody and bruised. 

Once the two had slowly started to settle in with each other though, Cherry’s idea had 
proven right, although definitely uncomfortable… but she was happy to wait on them, act 
as Zerrex’s servant as much as anything else, and to otherwise be her usual sadistic, sarcastic 
self… without the added resentment or jealousy she had shown as his wife. Cindy still 
glared at her every now and then for the first while, but eventually she too settled, quietly 
examining the golden ring she wore. She and her father loved each other in so many ways 
that she guessed it was really all okay… no, they weren’t husband and wife in the traditional 
sense – technically, not in any sense – but there was still a strange sensation there that only 
grew over time, that it was okay that they were starting to treat each other like… perhaps 
something more than boyfriend and girlfriend as well as father and daughter. They even 
went on little dates, although neither would ever admit to the other that was what it was… 
it was really just father and daughter going out on the town, that was all.

Of course, things became more complicated when Cindy approached her father one day 
and said simply: “I’m pregnant.” And since then, the farce that they were just father and 
daughter had started to wear off, and they’d been steadily developing a different sort of 
relationship, sleeping together more often, Zerrex treating his daughter with a different 
kind of love and respect, and both of them glaring at Cherry when she’d gaped, then 
laughed her ass off  at the news.

“Explain that one to the neighbors!” she snorted, and then had been forced to duck 
when Zerrex had thrown his combat boot at her. 

Tank, of course, also continued to live on… festering in the permanent care ward of 
the hospital, eating soft foods as he waited for the metal casts that would replace his teeth 
to be fitted into his mouth. He sulked, plotted uselessly, and raged… but mostly he was 
broken, his dignity gone, eventually demanding a hood so he could hide his furless face and 
avoid the glares and hateful eyes of others. But even in his pain and darkness, he found his 
own band of friends and conspirators, and thrived on the hatred of the Boss he shared with 
many others who lived in Baskin’s Grove.

And as there was joy for him, there was sorrow and darkness for the others: Cherry’s 
self-destructive decisions, Zerrex’s feelings of emptiness and loss as he talked with Cindy 
about Tinman, his uncle, the past… Cindy’s pain at losing Cherry as a mother, thinly 
disguised as anger… Lone’s nightmares of what had happened, recurring dreams where he 
failed again and again to save Tinman, and the way he still tended to forget about others 
every now and then and would buy himself a new sports car with the municipal budget, or 
grow jealous and try to make a law against Cherry being inside city limits, or how he would 
hit on Felicity… not really because he was interested in her, but because he wanted to be 
near Zerrex. Felicity, of course, was still growing sicker… still dying, and likely would pass 



away before they could find a cure… and so the wolf ’s passes at her only filled her with 
hate, reminding her of  the past, Tank, and her father.

But there was also new life, growing in Cindy’s belly… and happiness as well as sadness. 
In the morning, sometimes the children would find their metal toys had moved from where 
they’d left them the night before, and Zerrex would frown and look at the sign as he 
realized Tinman was in a different position than before, or that the engraving of himself 
had shifted subtly towards Cindy. As much as reality demanded that the ending of a story 
be one of simple fact and death, sometimes reality also didn’t make sense… and became 
something it wanted to deny.

In the end, the sun sets in the sky, the last rays causing the metal image of Zerrex, 
Cindy, Cherry, and Tinman standing in the front lawn to gleam… and when all the lights 
go out and only the stars shine above, the engraving moves soundlessly and Tinman smiles 
as he tilts his muzzle up ever so much to look at the slight bulge now present in Cindy’s 
stomach… and Zerrex seems to hold his daughter a bit closer to his body as Cherry gazes 
at her new and old master with something like deepest respect… and once more the heavy 
decoration grows still, ready to face a new day and continue to stand as it always has, not 
letting even the rules of  reality or cruel life and bitch fate bend its own intentions.


