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Earthquake took a deep breath and let it out. Even without entering the arena, he could hear the excited 
roar of the crowd—that sound that got his blood pumping and his adrenaline rushing. The tall, muscular, 
orange-and-black tiger adjusted his blue wrestler trunks and punched his palm. 

This was gonna be a good fight; he just knew it. 

He stepped backstage for the pre-fight interviews, where his opponent was already throwing down the 
taunts. 

“And here he is, now, folks, the queerest faggot to ever set foot on an FWE stage!” he was saying. 

“Goon,” Earthquake said, taking a microphone from a stand and addressing him head-on, “Your 
backwards homophobia isn’t gonna help you win the match today; if anything, it’s just gonna be a bigger 
embarrassment to you when an openly gay wrestler pounds your ass!” 

“You stay the hell away from my ass!” The Goon snorted, pinning his equine ears and clamping his tail 
down tightly. “I know all about what you fags like to do back there, and I don’t want any part of it! Buncha 
queers—why don’t you go find some buddies and go make a jerk-off train or something?” 

“You’re the first person I’d invite, Goon,” Earthquake retorted. “It’s always funny seeing the biggest 
homophobes turn into the loudest queens when they get a taste of what it’s really like!” 

“Let’s keep it PG-rated, guys,” an interviewer said. “Earthquake, you’ve got quite the record behind you: 
not a single loss. How are you feeling about today’s fight?” 

“I’m feeling good, Charlie,” Earthquake said. “The Goon’s got a good record, but mine’s better. The 
Goon’s gonna bring it, but I’m gonna bring it more. And, besides, let’s face it: it’s a horse versus a 
freaking tiger. I mean, come on…” 

“And, Mr. Goon, what do you have to say to that?” 

“Charlie, this kid’s young, and he may be a ‘freaking tiger’, but—psh—come on, he’s a freaking homo. 
The wimpiest bunny could take him out!” 

Earthquake bristled, but his manager and The Goon’s quickly separated them. 

“Let’s save it for the fight, guys; Tony in the ring, back to you!” said the announcer. 

Earthquake turned and got ready to enter the arena. The crowd was roaring again—he loved that 
sound—but his homophobic opponent’s words rang in his ears, trying to deafen the sound of the crowd 
he loved so much. He shook his head. Just a freaking homo, he thought. I’ll show him ‘just a freaking 
homo’! 

The announcer’s voice boomed, and a stage manager signaled for him to enter. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, put your hands together to welcome today’s defending champion! Standing at 
6’3” and weighing 265 pounds, it’s Earthquake!” 

The tiger stepped into the ring and held his hands up, nearly deafened by the applause as he did a slow 
circle, alternately beating his cheat and raising his hands again. He couldn’t help but grin as he basked in 
the audience’s adulation. 

“And in this corner,” the announcer continued as Earthquake moved to his corner, “The challenger, 
standing 6 feet tall and weighing 247 pounds, it’s The Goon!” 

Cheers turned to boos as the horse stepped into the ring, leering at everybody and practically challenging 
anyone to come up and fight him. Earthquake couldn’t help but think to himself that anyone supposedly 
as good as The Goon liked to claim he was shouldn’t need to have his name plastered on the ass of his 
red and white trunks like he did. He stifled a chuckle as the thought crossed his mind, maybe it’s so tops 
will have one last reminder before they plow his donut. 

“Folks, you’re in for a real treat tonight,” the announcer said, “The fighters are gonna put on a great show 
for you, and—” 
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“Let me just say,” The Goon interrupted, taking the microphone from him, “To all the gays, queers, 
homos, and faggots out there, that this is the day you get what’s coming to you.” 

Earthquake bristled and started forward, but a hand from the ref stopped him as The Goon turned to face 
him. 

“You think you’re hot stuff, don’t you, Earthquake?” he demanded. “Why don’t you put your dick where 
your mouth is? All you faggots like to do that anyway, don’t you?” 

The announcer advanced on The Goon, but he ducked out of the way. “Prove to me you really think 
you’re as good as you are,” he said. “I bet my dick and balls that I will beat you.” 

A shocked gasp came from the crowd, followed by mixed boos and cheers. 

“Mr. Goon, please, let me have the—” the announcer began. 

“What’s it gonna be, Earthquake?” Goon demanded. “What are you, chicken? Or are you so much of a 
fag that you’re afraid a real male will come and cut your prosthetic dick off?” 

The announcer’s jaw dropped, and even he turned to look at Earthquake. 

Earthquake was usually pretty clear-headed about things, but The Goon’s incessant blatant homophobic 
comments were really beginning to rankle him. The tiger’s eyes narrowed, and his lip curled into a sneer 
as he reached for the microphone. The Goon handed it to him. 

“Goon,” he said, “You’re on. But don’t come crying to me when you get your dick cut off by—your words, 
not mine—a ‘gay, queer, homo, faggot.’” He turned to face the audience. “To all my fellow LGBT friends 
and supporters out there, you heard it here: today is not the day we let hatred and ignorant prejudice beat 
us! Today, progress dominates bigotry!” 

A cheer rose up from the audience as Earthquake handed the microphone back to the announcer. 

Fuck you, you bigoted asshole, he thought. 

“Quite the stakes, folks!” the announcer said, cringing. “This contest is for one fall with a thirty-minute time 
limit. Are you guys ready for the fight?!” 

The crowd roared. 

“Then LET’S GET READY TO RUMBUUUUUUUUULLLL!” 

Earthquake and The Goon approached each other at the center of the ring, a ref standing at right angles 
to them. 

“Let’s have a good fight,” he said. 

The bell dinged, and The Goon immediately lunged at Earthquake, driving his shoulder into the tiger’s gut 
and pinning him against the ropes. Caught off-guard, Earthquake flailed a moment before driving his 
elbow into The Goon’s side. The Goon flinched, and Earthquake quickly recovered, sharply lifting his 
knee to knock The Goon backwards and throw him off balance before clotheslining him with his arm.  

The Goon flipped over on his back, but as Earthquake dove to pin him, the horse did a kip-up and brought 
his elbow down in the small of Earthquake’s back. The tiger let out a roar of frustration, threw out his arm, 
and flipped over, trying to grab and throw The Goon in the process, but The Goon was already out of 
reach, climbing the ropes. 

Damn, he’s faster than I remember him being, Earthquake thought. I’ve got to step up my game! 

But just as Earthquake rolled onto his back, The Goon leapt onto him, bodily slamming him in the solar 
plexus. Earthquake groaned as The Goon tried to pin him. But the tiger wasn’t going down so easily. 
Getting his forearms and feet under him, he thrust his hips upward—his signature move—and threw The 
Goon off of him over his head. 

Earthquake flipped over on all fours, and the two grappled for a few seconds, each trying to flip the other 
over before The Goon got to his feet and took a few steps back. 
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This was supposed to be a lot easier than this. Does he actually believe all those things he said? Is he 
actually in this to cut my balls off? Earthquake gulped then regained his resolve. Nobody’s dick is getting 
cut off today—not on my watch! 

Panting and sweating, the tiger got to his feet, wiped his face with his forearm, and took a defensive 
stance, and not a moment too soon. The Goon rushed at him again, but this time, Earthquake was 
prepared. Dodging to the side at the last second, he tripped The Goon, slipped his leg in, and then 
wrenched The Goon’s arm backward and flipped him over on his back. Before The Goon could react, 
Earthquake planted himself on The Goon’s chest, grasped his throat with both hands, and started choking 
him. A roar arose from the audience on seeing Earthquake finally getting the upper hand. 

Tap out, you asshole… 

The Goon thrust his hips upward, knocking Earthquake forward and slightly off-balance. Before the tiger 
could recover, the horse had his hoof hooked into the tiger’s leg, punched both of Earthquake’s armpits, 
making Earthquake crumple, and wrenched hard to the side to roll him over onto his back, rolling with him 
to come out on top.  

Yet Earthquake knew this counter, anticipated The Goon’s next attack, and grabbed The Goon’s forearm 
as he tried to punch him in the face. He yanked on his arm, using the horse’s momentum to flip him over 
on his side, and quickly followed through to get him in an arm-lock. Getting his legs up on the backs of 
The Goon’s knees and using his free hand to pin The Goon’s head to the mat, Earthquake jerked his 
weight down on the horse, trying to pin him. 

Stay down already! 

But The Goon’s strength was in his pecs—specifically, his ability to get out of just about anything one-
handed—and this was no exception. With a grunt, he got his free arm into pushup position and pushed 
down hard, throwing Earthquake off-balance. The horse snarled as Earthquake’s weight wrenched on his 
arm, but he used the tiger’s momentum to flip them both over on their backs with himself lying on top of 
his opponent. Then, gritting his teeth, he slammed the back of his head down into Earthquake’s forehead. 

Ow! 

Earthquake let go, and The Goon got to his feet, jumped up on the ropes, and then leapt off. Earthquake 
rolled out of the way just in time and climbed up on the ropes as The Goon got back up. Leaping off the 
ropes, Earthquake landed chest-to-chest on top of The Goon, knocking him over on his back and pinning 
his arms. 

Now stay down! 

“One!” the ref yelled, nearly drowned out by a cheer from the audience. 

The Goon flexed his abs, bringing his legs up to knee the tiger hard in the back. Earthquake anticipated it 
and rode it out, keeping The Goon’s arms pinned and his shoulders pressed against the mat. 

“Two!” 

Finally! 

Earthquake grinned in triumph, but The Goon’s lip curled into a sneer. With a hard flex of his abs, he 
brought his legs up and over Earthquake’s back and kicked at the tiger’s hands. One of the kicks 
connected, and Earthquake roared as searing pain when through his fingers. The Goon used 
Earthquake’s distraction to plant his hooves firmly on the mat, his body curled into a tube with Earthquake 
in the middle. Then, with a feral scream, he thrust his chest forward hard, barely lifting Earthquake’s chest 
off his. 

It wasn’t much, but it was enough. With Earthquake airborne for a split-second, The Goon slid downward, 
shoved his opponent forward, and freed his head from under the tiger. The audience’s cheer faltered—
everybody was shocked that he’d managed to escape using such a strength-intensive move. 

But The Goon wasn’t done. Now resting most of his weight on his hooves, he sneered, grabbed 
Earthquake around the waist, and hoisted him up upside-down. Grimacing, he turned his head sideways 
to keep the tiger’s crotch out of his face. 
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Shit… 

The effect was decidedly different for Earthquake. The Goon’s sweaty, musky crotch exuded testosterone 
and masculine exertion, and the thin piece of fabric that covered it did little to mask it.  

Damn…that…that smells good.  

The scent went straight to the tiger’s head, and for a moment, his body—well, except one part—went 
limp. 

“You fucking faggot!” The Goon cried. “You’re getting hard over this?! Fuck, I can’t wait to cut that fucking 
thing off!” 

With that, he drove Earthquake into the ground in a hard tombstone pile-driver. 

Earthquake groaned and fell forward, woozy from his head being slammed into the ground. But as The 
Goon’s fist came flying toward him, he abruptly regathered his senses, dodged just out of The Goon’s 
trajectory, and retaliated with an upward chop that connected hard with the stallion’s neck. 

“Wooo!” the audience cheered. 

That was a cheap trick, but I’m done playing around! 

With The Goon off-balance, Earthquake charged him, caught him at the waist, and drove him towards the 
ropes. But just at the last minute, he hoisted the stout horse over his shoulder and flung him to the ground 
behind him. The crowd roared with approval as he whirled and towered over The Goon. 

Winded, The Goon pulled his lip back into a sneer, and as his opponent moved in to pin him to the mat, 
he swung a hard, closed-fist punch. It connected with the tiger’s jaw, sending him sprawling. 

The crowd’s cheering turned to booing at the poor sportsmanship. 

“Open-fisted punches, Goon!” the referee yelled over the protesting fans. “You know better!” 

But The Goon wasn’t listening. Both wrestlers got to their feet and faced off. Snorting with rage, The 
Goon charged Earthquake.  

Gonna act like an animal? Fine, I’ll treat you like one! 

The tiger took a strong stance, shifted slightly at the last minute, and then cocked his elbow, wrapped it 
around The Goon’s neck, and slammed him to the ground. 

“Ohh! The Goon just took a lariat to the neck!” the announcer cried. “Looks like Earthquake’s looking to 
show this wild mustang some manners!” 

Before The Goon even hit the ground, Earthquake was already pummeling his neck with a two-handed 
chop. The horse snorted, arched his back, and double-barrel kicked Earthquake, lifting him off the ground 
and launching him into the air. The crowd sucked in a shocked gasp as Earthquake crumpled against the 
baluster, the wind knocked out of him and his head spinning. 

Damn…horse…hooves. 

Snorting and sneering, The Goon leapt up into the ropes, straddling and cornering the tiger. With an 
ornery glint in his eye, he began bouncing on Earthquake’s chest. 

“Ohh, folks, The Goon’s not gonna break so easily! Here it looks like this bronco is busting Earthquake!” 

The crowd seemed unsure of what to do, some starting to boo while others let out guilty peals of laughter. 

“You like that, don’t you?” The Goon growled, “Having my sweaty balls pressed against your chest? 
Better enjoy yours while they last, because they’re about to be mine.” 

Damn it, why does he have to smell so damn good? 

Earthquake shook his head to clear it of the intoxicating pheromones, waited for his chance, and then 
launched his fist out at the horse, unclenching it at the last minute but still hitting him hard in the face. The 
force knocked the horse off-balance, and he began to fall backwards. Earthquake grabbed the ropes and 
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hauled himself up, taking The Goon’s lower body with him to flip the horse over on his stomach. Not 
wasting a moment, he brought his elbow down hard between the horse’s shoulder blades and then 
wrapped his arm around the horse’s neck, using his free arm to hold his own wrist as the horse inevitably 
pushed off the mat to flip them on their back. Earthquake held firm, keeping his arm locked in a hard 
sleeper hold around The Goon’s neck as the horse struggled and clawed at his arm. 

Go…to…sleep, Earthquake thought fiercely as he tightened his grip even harder, gritting his teeth against 
the horse’s desperate clawing. The fight was almost over, if The Goon would just— 

Blinding pain shot through his shin as The Goon’s hoof came down hard on it. Seeing stars, Earthquake 
let go, and The Goon scrambled away, gasping for air. Not seeing straight, Earthquake knew he needed 
to move, that as soon as his opponent recovered, he’d be out for revenge. He rolled onto his side, 
wincing but forcing himself to get to his feet. 

The Goon, meanwhile, had also gotten to his feet, shaking his head to clear the pounding headache the 
loss of circulation had caused. 

The two faced off again, Earthquake clearly favoring his leg and The Goon snorting and sneering. 

I have got to finish this. I weigh more than he is, and I’m taller! No more playing defensively; it’s time to 
put this horse in his place! 

Earthquake rushed The Goon, aiming low, grabbing him, and lifting him high overhead as he tried to 
ignore his screaming shin. With a roar, he threw The Goon onto the mat on his back, sat on his chest, 
and began chopping at his neck with both hands. 

The Goon tried to use his previous escape trick again to buck Earthquake off with his hips, but the tiger 
had planned on that and deliberately sat further forward, safely out of range. The Goon winced and 
snarled at each blow of Earthquake’s hands as he tried ineffectually to kick him off. Realizing his arms 
were still free, he began punching hard at Earthquake’s chest and gut, but all that accomplished was 
enraging the tiger, who then wrapped his hands around The Goon’s neck once more and squeezed hard. 

Damn it, this is going to work this time! You’re going to— 

But The Goon had pressed his shoulders against the mat, raised his arm, and then twisted his body, 
driving his elbow down hard against Earthquake’s forearms, breaking his hold. The Goon quickly shoved 
hard against Earthquake’s shoulder, knocking him over and scurrying out from under him. 

Both fighters got to their feet quickly, and The Goon wasted no time in charging forward. Earthquake 
timed his response, spun himself around, and aimed a spinning chop right at The Goon’s neck. But just 
as he should have connected, Earthquake’s shin twinged, and he faltered, his had completely missing 
The Goon. Without the sharp hit to his opponent to slow his momentum, the tiger over-rotated and ended 
up with his back to The Goon. 

Crap. I’ve got to get turned ar— 

Coming up behind Earthquake, The Goon laced his fingers, let out a fierce shout, and brought his fists 
down on top of the tiger’s head with a roar of disapproval from the crowd. Earthquake’s legs locked, and 
for a moment, he stood still. Then his legs buckled under him, and he collapsed straight downward. Not 
about to let a good opportunity go to waste, The Goon threaded his arms under his opponent’s, then slid 
them back behind Earthquake’s head to lock him in a full nelson. Standing up and sneering, he hauled 
the tiger to his feet and turned in a slow circle. 

“You see all those people out there, Earthquake?” The Goon asked, his voice cold and hard. “All of them 
are about to see you lose your junk.” 

A vision flashed before Earthquake’s eyes as he suddenly realized what a helpless position he was in. He 
gasped and began to struggle, kicking as hard as he could and trying to drive his heel into The Goon’s 
shins, but the horse easily kept out of range. 

“Time for this to be over,” The Goon growled. 

With that, he thrust his chest out, flicking Earthquake forward. As the tiger’s weight began to swing back 
towards him, he jerked his hands forward. Earthquake felt a sudden pop, and then his body went limp. 



Earthquake vs. The Goon 
© 2020 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 6 of 9 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

The pain in his shin disappeared. His eyes bulged as he suddenly lost all sensations in his trunk, arms, 
and legs. The Goon flung him to the ground, and he flopped onto the mat like a rag doll. 

“One!” The referee yelled. “Two—oh, shit…” 

He signaled for The Goon to step back as he called a medic over. 

“Hey—hey, look at me, Earthquake,” the medic urged, snapping his fingers to get the perplexed and 
increasingly panicked wrestler’s attention. 

The tiger’s eyes darted to the medic’s hand. 

“I want you to raise your hand for me,” the medic said. “Come on, Earthquake.” 

But to the medic’s dismay and Earthquake’s terror, nothing happened. 

“That’s okay, Earthquake, can you feel this?” the medic pressed, squeezing the tiger’s hand. 

The tiger swallowed, and tears welled up in his eyes as he realized he couldn’t—couldn’t feel anything. 

“How about this?” the medic asked, poking the tiger’s arm with the back of a swab. 

“No,” Earthquake mouthed wordlessly. 

“Stretcher!” the medic yelled over his shoulder.  

A stretcher was brought, and several medics worked together to transfer the wrestler onto it, keeping his 
head as still relative to his body as they could and then strapping him down in place. 

“It’s gonna be okay, Earthquake. Things are gonna be just fine,” the medic said as he and the other 
medics extended the wheels on the stretcher, lifting him up to chest height. 

The audience had fallen silent, stunned by this turn of events. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the announcer said, clearly shocked himself, “The match has been called, and 
The Goon is the winner by submission.” 

The crowd remained silent, too stunned to react as The Goon took his victory lap around the ring, 
smirking to himself. But as he made his way back to his starting point, motion out of the corner of his eye 
caught his attention. Wresting the microphone from the announcer, he leapt towards the stretcher to 
impede its path. 

“Just wait one second,” he said, “Earthquake and I have unfinished business.” 

“Mr. The Goon, we must get him medical attention quickly, or the paralysis could become permanent,” the 
medic said urgently, moving to push past him. 

“Not”—The Goon said, bodily pushing the medic back—“Until we finish our business. Believe me, he’ll 
need more medical attention once I’m done with him. Earthquake,” he said, standing over his vanquished 
opponent, “Do you remember our bet?” 

Earthquake’s eyes widened as he tried to swallow. “Goon, I–I can’t move. Please, just let me get some 
help.” 

“Do you remember our bet?” The Goon demanded, pressing his face to Earthquake’s. 

Earthquake’s eyes darted side-to-side. “Y–yeah, but, I–I didn’t think you meant it! Ref, surely he can’t—” 

“You heard him agree to it, didn’t you, ref?” The Goon snapped, whirling as the referee stepped up. “You 
all heard him,” he snarled, using the microphone to point accusingly at the audience. “Goon,” he mocked, 
shriveling his nose in disgust, “You’re on. Today is the day we faggots all throw a big, fucking, gay parade 
and fuck each other in the streets!” His voice turned cold. “Today is not that day,” he continued, producing 
a pair of gardening shears and eliciting a horrified gasp from the audience. “In fact, I hope you got all the 
fucking out of your system, faggot, because that day is never coming for you again!” 

A boo arose out of the crowd, quickly gaining in volume. The Goon ignored it and brought the shears 
towards Earthquake. The shears gleamed menacingly under the bright lights. 
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SNIP! SNIP! SNIP! 

In a series of bright flashes, Earthquake’s wrestling trunks were reduced to tattered flaps, exposing his 
sheath and heavy, furry, round balls to view. 

“It sucks,” The Goon mused into the microphone as he moved the shears up against Earthquake’s 
sheath, “That you won’t be able to feel this.” 

The shears, which The Goon must have sharpened to be like razors, left a dripping line of red where they 
pressed into the tiger’s fur. The ref, announcer, and crowd looked on in helpless, disbelieving suspense 
as Earthquake whimpered  

“No,” The Goon said, withdrawing the shears and eliciting an audible sigh of relief from everyone in the 
room, “Let’s do it one piece at a time. I want to savor your emasculation.” 

“You won’t get away with this, Goon,” Earthquake gasped. 

The Goon did a double-take. “Earthquake, you agreed to this bet; I’m not ‘getting away’ with anything.” 

He moved the shears down, pressing the sharp point against the tiger’s ball sack. Unable to feel the 
sharp bite, Earthquake didn’t even flinch.  

The Goon huffed in disappointment. “You know, it takes a lot of the fun out of it when you can’t even feel 
yourself losing your malehood,” he said, adding under his breath, “Not like you queers had much to begin 
with.” 

Abruptly, he opened the shears, making all the onlookers jump. 

“Any last words for your left testicle?” he asked. 

“P–please, Goon, don’t do this,” Earthquake pleaded. “I’m already paralyzed; it’s not like I’m gonna be 
using my dick for a long time anyway. Isn’t that enough?” 

“No,” the horse replied coldly. “Faggots don’t deserve dicks.” 

SNIP! 

The announcer and ref turned away, retching. The audience sat in stunned, shocked silence as The 
Goon held up Earthquake’s severed testicle like a trophy. 

“Boo!” someone yelled. 

The air was filled with its echoes within seconds as the audience suddenly realized The Goon wasn’t 
joking around.  

Having not felt anything, Earthquake didn’t realize what had happened until The Goon shoved the 
disembodied testicle into his face. 

“One down,” The Goon said with a sadistic smirk. “Two to go.” 

Earthquake closed his eyes and bit his lip. The whole thing was so surreal, too horrible to really be 
happening. 

“No, you keep your eyes open,” The Goon said, grabbing Earthquake’s jaw. “I want to watch the light go 
out of them, you disgusting abomination.” 

“Why are you doing this?!” Earthquake cried. “What is wrong with you?” 

“What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with you, that you think it’s okay to look at other men the way you 
should be looking at women?” The Goon snapped. “Better for you not to look at anybody than to look at 
the wrong person.” 

He positioned the shears on either side of Earthquake’s remaining testicle. 

“I’m just solving a problem—a cancer plaguing our society,” he said. 

“Please, I–I won’t look at anyone again!” Earthquake pleaded. “I–I’ll—I’ll break up with—” 
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He stopped short, unable to bring himself to break up with his partner, not just to save his balls. Now, 
more than ever, he needed his partner as he lost his mobility—and now, his malehood, too. 

“Do what you gotta do,” he said miserably. 

SNIP! 

The audience fell silent as The Goon harvested Earthquake’s other testicle, noting with satisfaction that 
the tiger’s crotch now appeared distinctly flatter without a scrotum or its contents. 

“Fuck you, Goon!” someone in the audience yelled. 

Again, a roar of disapproval filled the air, but The Goon didn’t seem to care as he went and put both 
halves of Earthquake’s scrotum on the tiger’s chest, the testicles themselves almost looking up at him 
and asking why he had allowed such a thing to happen. 

“Now I think we’re ready for the main course,” The Goon said evenly, the shears glinting once more under 
the bright lights as he moved it into position. 

This can’t be happening, Earthquake thought. This—this is a bad dream. I–I’ve got to wake up! He tried to 
struggle, but his traitorous body would not let him move even a claw. Though he was panicked and grief-
stricken beyond anything he’d ever experienced before, not even his breathing would speed up. He didn’t 
even have that much control of his body, and he lay there, watching helplessly, as The Goon squeezed 
the handles of the shears together. 

SN—! 

SN-SN—! 

“What the hell?” The Goon asked, removing the shears and looking at what was going on. 

The shears had run into Earthquake’s baculum and weren’t strong enough to cut through it. Their blades, 
sharpened to cut through flesh, dulled on the hard bone. 

“At least something on you has some nerve,” the horse spat, positioning the shears once more and 
squeezing as hard as he could. 

But, the bone would not be cut. 

SN-SN-SN-SN-SN—! 

The Goon moved the shears like mad, trying to hack his way through the bone, but all that resulted was 
mangling Earthquake’s penis beyond recognition. 

“G–Goon, please, just…” the EMT stammered, handing him a scalpel. “Just do it so we can go. Crap, 
leave him some dignity left!” 

“Faggots have no dignity,” The Goon snapped, dropping the shears and taking the scalpel. 

He traced the outline of Earthquake’s penis and then got up behind the baculum. With a few quick flicks, 
the tiger’s penis and sheath came free, and The Goon held them up triumphantly. 

Earthquake stared at the disfigured mass, and suddenly his chest ached with sadness. Paralysis could 
eliminate physical pain, but it had no effect on emotional anguish. 

“Consider our bet settled,” The Goon said into the microphone. “I just proved that you really are an 
abomination.” He raised his voice and addressed the audience. “And for all you queers out there, you’re 
next,” he growled. 

He scooped up Earthquake’s balls and bits of scrotum and dropped them all with a splat in the middle of 
the ring. 

The room was silent, still reeling at what had happened. 

“Okay, let’s go!” the lead EMT said urgently. “Get some ice on his groin. You, go scoop up what you can 
of his junk. Maybe we can put them back on.” 
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“The hell with that!” The Goon snapped. 

He lifted his leg and then brought his hoof down hard on the pile of severed genitalia. Bits of it flew all 
over, smashed into paste and completely unable to be reassembled, let alone made functional again. 

The EMT let out a growl under his breath. “Fine, just leave his junk there; let’s go!” 

They rushed Earthquake out, the lead EMT worried that it was already too late to restore his mobility. The 
Goon lingered a minute, feeling a sense of cosmic justice, and then turned and strode out of the ring. 

Earthquake closed his eyes. How could he have been so wrong? He had lost everything that day: his 
mobility and his malehood were both destroyed in the ring. 

 


