Starfox: Reunion


Fox tapped his naked foot against the cold steel door leading out of the sterile, characterless room. Locked, and too thick to break through. He shook his head and scowled; he shouldn't have flown off, shouldn't have gone to confront Andross by himself. He was blinded by adrenaline and the promise of vengeance and his Arwing had quickly been shot down and McCloud himself captured.


He'd been unconscious when he was dragged into the cold, steel holding room, surrounded on all sides by metal walls; he didn't even know if he was still on Venom. Moreover, he didn't know where the rest of his team was. He held out hope that they'd come and rescue him at some point, it was the only hope he had at this point. Fox gave a sigh and slumped against the wall, sliding down it and simply sitting on the cold ground, looking down at his nearly naked body. Andross evidently didn't want to risk Fox hiding any weapons when he was brought in as his clothes had been stripped off him, save for his underwear which his captor was kind enough to leave on him.


“How the hell do I get out of this?” Fox grumbled, looking around the place for any signs of weakness in the walls. Nothing. Not even an air duct he could crawl through; just smooth, solid steel, as well as a camera in one of the corners, centred on him at all times. Fox glared at it and flipped it the bird before getting back to his pondering, at which point his vulpine ears twitched. He could hear something: footsteps coming towards him. Two sets if he heard right. He stood up, facing the door with his fists clenched. He was still groggy from his previously unconscious state, but he still planned on fighting his way out of here.


Moments later and the door slid open. As Fox was expecting, Andross himself stood in the doorway, crossing his arms with a cruel, wicked smile on his face. The primate stepped forward, slowly, never taking his eyes off Fox. Next to him stood another familiar face: Fox's rival, Wolf. The three of them stood in silence, all staring each other down, waiting for the other to make a move. It was Andross who spoke first.


“Like father, like son, I suppose,” he chuckled. The sound of the monkey's voice was enough to send Fox into a rage, the vulpine lunging for him. Wolf stepped forward swiftly, driving his fist into McCloud's gut and sending him to the floor, the fox gasping breathlessly and grimacing with pain.


“Don't try that shit, McCloud,” Wolf scoffed. “You're not getting out of here. Even if you do get past us, this place has got Venomian soldiers out the ass, so don't waste your time. Or ours.”


“Fuck... you,” Fox spat.


“Hmph, such an attitude,” Andross scoffed. “And I was going to take you to your father too. How thankless.”


“What?!” Fox looked up, eyes wide. “You're... You're lying...”


“Did you think he was dead?” asked Andross. “No, your father's perfectly fine. Better than ever, even!”


Fox stared up at his two captors with shock on his face. He didn't know what to say; his mouth was open, trying to find words to express himself.


“Ha! The look on your face!” Wolf laughed. “Hey, Andross, we gonna take this cocksucker to see his daddy or what?”


“Well, maybe if he asks nicely,” Andross smirked. “Well, McCloud?”


“L-let me see him,” Fox said quickly. “Where is he? Let me see him, please...” Wolf chuckled, glaring down at Fox with his one good eye. It was good to see McCloud degrading himself like this, kneeling on the floor and begging them. The fact that he was dressed in nothing but his underwear was the degrading cherry atop the humiliating cake.


“Ha, well, since you said please,” Andross chuckled and then gestured for Fox to follow, but stopped as he stood up. “Crawl,” he said simply.


“What?” Fox asked.


“Crawl,” Andross said again, glaring down into Fox's bright green eyes. McCloud hesitated, cursed to himself and glared back at him, a look of abject hate and anger plastered across his face.


“Bastard...” Fox muttered before doing as he was told. He didn't want to risk angering Andross; if he could take Fox to his father then it was best he just play along and do as he was told. And so, on all fours, he followed Andross and Wolf out of the room while O'Donnell laughed and mocked at him.


“A fox, huh?” Wolf smirked. “You look more like a dog to me. A little feral dog. Gonna bark for us, dog? Huh?” Fox remained silent. “Hey, I said bark! Come on, be a good dog!”


Fox gave in and swallowed his pride, “Woof...”


“The fuck was that?” Wolf scowled. “Louder, you fucking animal!”


“Woof!” Fox obeyed, pushing through this humiliating ordeal. He just had to not think about it; just had to do as he was told and, eventually, when he found an opening, he'd break free and get out of there, preferably with his father in tow.


“Again!” Wolf ordered.


“Woof! Woof, woof!” Fox barked out, his obedience getting more cruel laughter from the lupine above him.


“Ha! Yeah, that's it, you fuckin' dog!”


Fox kept crawling down the cold, metal corridor. He still had no idea where he was; some sort of facility was all he could gather, possibly where Andross called headquarters. He heard the two of them talking as they went.


“Hey, you're gonna keep your part of the deal, right?” Wolf asked.


“Yes, yes, I haven't forgotten,” said Andross.


“Good. I didn't help you for free, you know.”


“Oh, I know, and you'll get your compensation soon enough.” Fox had to wonder what they meant by all that. Some sort of payment? Perhaps Wolf was just pressing Andross for the credits owed for his and his team's help.


The two kept leading him until they reached another door, much like the one that lead into Fox's holding cell.


“Here we are,” said Andross. Fox's heart began racing. Was it true? Was his father really here, behind that door? Fox stayed on all fours, staring at it and waiting with bated breath for Andross to open it. A moment later and the door slid open. Fox crawled forward and looked around. It took him a moment to catch sight of the figure sitting in the corner and his breath caught in his throat when he saw him. It was him: James McCloud, his father.


Fox leapt to his feet and rushed over.


“Dad! Dad, holy shit what...?” He knelt down next to the older vulpine, eyes wide. “What did they do to you?” James was completely naked, his fur matted in a white substance; he looked broken, defeated. James looked at him and it took a moment for him to realize who was speaking to him.


“Fox...?” he asked. “Son, what are you doing here?”


“He made the mistake of coming after me,” Andross said. “I could have ended him, but I thought I'd be merciful and brought him to see you instead.” He stood with his arms crossed, still wearing that cruel look on his face while Wolf stood next to him. Fox stood up and glared at them both.


“What did you do to him?” he growled.


“The same thing we're gonna do to you,” Wolf said, steadily stepping over to the vulpine. He then glanced back at Andross, “Can we get this started? I put off jerking it for this moment.”


“Oh, we can get started,” Andross grinned. He snapped his fingers and glared at James who jumped into action, crawling over to him and then clinging to his leg, holding it tight; a slave worshipping his master.


“Master...” James whined. Fox looked on in confusion and shock.


“W...Wha...?” he was at a loss for words.


“Your father belongs to me now,” Andross told him. “He's my slave. My bitch. I own him. Tell him, whore.” James looked over at his son with a nod.


“I-it's true,” he whimpered. “Andross owns me. I'm his bitch.” He moved to nuzzle at Andross's crotch, grinding his face against it through the pants the monkey was wearing.


“It took a bit of work,” Andross said. “But after a few days of having his ass stuffed he was just begging for more. Your father's a tight bitch, McCloud. I've lost count of how many loads I've filled him with.”


Fox stood there, trembling, wide eyed as he watched his own father affectionately nuzzling this madman's crotch.


“Y-you bastard...!” Fox clenched his fists and took a threatening step forward only to be shoved back by the bigger, stronger Wolf.


“Don't start shit, pup,” he scoffed. “Unless you want to be broken worse than your daddy there.”


“Speaking of which,” Andross said. “I am the kind of person who prefers to watch, you know.”


“Watch?” Fox asked. “What are you talking about?” He didn't like the look on Andross's face. It suddenly seemed a lot colder, like he had something particularly wicked in mind for him and his father.


“Whore,” Andross addressed the older fox. “Go and show your son some affection. I assume you've missed him.”


“Y-yes, Sir,” James whined and slowly got to his feet. He turned to face Fox and stepped forward.


“Dad?” Fox gulped. “What are you doing...?”


“You'll get used to it once you learn your place,” James told him. “It's easier if you don't fight.” Before Fox could question what was happening he found himself shoved up against the cold, steel wall, his father pressing his naked body against his own, grabbing his wrists and pinning them down.


“Dad?!” Fox gasped, thrashing about in his father's grip.


“Hold still,” James said. “I'm just doing what master orders.” With that, he lunged forward and locked lips with his son, shoving his tongue deep into Fox's maw and making the younger male cry out in shock around his mouth.


“Hrrmph?!” Fox's struggling intensified as his father kissed him forcibly, keeping him pinned to the wall while Andross and Wolf watched on. Andross had started touching himself, a hand on his crotch, groping his maleness through his increasingly tented pants.


Andross stepped closer to get a better look, hand still on his crotch while James forced himself on his own son, tongue flitting around in Fox's maw and making him whine and whimper under him. Andross gave a chuckle and spoke up.


“Can you taste my cock on his tongue?” he asked. The question had Fox shudder in horror. So that's what that strange, vaguely salty taste was. “I've used him today, you know. It was the first thing I did when I woke up: I came here and fucked his face, and he took it. He even managed to swallow my cum. All of it.”


“Mrrrph!” Fox whimpered, still thrashing as hard as he could, but James easily kept him pinned, grinding his nakedness against Fox's form, his naked dick rubbing up against Fox's thigh. What made it even worse was that Fox could feel his father's length twitching against him. He was growing hard. Was he enjoying this?


The hardening fox dick didn't go unnoticed by Andross.


“You see how well he's been conditioned?” he laughed. “Simply obeying his master gets him hard.” He drew closer still and smacked his hand across James's ass, the fox giving a muffled squeak in response. Within moments Fox could feel his father's fully erect cock throbbing against him, pulsing and rigid.


On Andross's order, James suddenly broke the kiss and, before Fox had a chance to appeal to him, had thrown his son to the ground, lying on top of him and pressing his weight down on Fox's body.


“Hey, remember the deal,” Wolf said quickly, his own pants tented by his now hard wolf cock.


“Yes, I remember,” said Andross. “I said you could take his virginity and I'll stay true to my word.”


“Good,” Wolf smirked.


“W-what?!” Fox gasped. “No... No, fuck that, get off me! Dad, listen to me, it's Fox! Your son!” James didn't answer. He kept Fox pinned down and began straddling his chest, his cock now inches away from Fox's muzzle.


“This isn't happening...” said Fox. “For fuck's sake, Dad, stop! Think about what you're doing!”


“I know what I'm doing,” said James. “I'm just obeying my master. What Andross says goes.”


“Good pet,” Andross chuckled. Fox glanced at him, grimacing when he saw the monkey start to undress, swiftly pulling his clothes from his strong, muscular body, covered in dark monkey hair. It wasn't long before he was fully naked, his massive cock springing free as he ditched his pants, his manhood throbbing and exposed. Andross gripped it and steadily began pumping himself off while Wolf followed his lead, fervently tearing off his own clothes and letting his fat ten-inch monster free.


“Fuck, I've been waiting for this for ages,” Wolf smirked and quickly dropped to his knees. He grabbed Fox's legs and spread them wide, shuffling between them and gripping
