Hearsay was the only way that Wolf could keep up with the outside world. The maximum security prison didn’t even give them the grace of reading a newspaper or even letting them ask questions about current events. It made the whole ‘losing track of time and making them break’ deal that they wanted to incur in all their prisoners easier. Of course, there was a key flaw with their plan; they never shut up. They were always whispering about something. Sometimes it was who won the latest race of the G-Zero Grand Prix, and other times they were discussing how they were changing the ingredients to the prison food because making it just barely fit for consumption was too expensive. 
The latest news, however, was the juiciest piece of info he had gotten his hands on for a long time. Apparently, the hotshot idiot that had put him inside this prison in the first place was retiring early. It wasn’t even out of any accident or anything grave of the sort. No, the opposite. Fox McCloud—ace pilot and savior of the Lylat System—was settling down to be a househusband of all things. When he first heard the news, his laughter broke through the entire prison wing. It was almost poetic how the most talented dogfighter in the entire Lylat System chose such a pathetic end.
He kept tossing in bed. Breaking free from this dump was something that he had always planned to do, but now, he felt like it was his life’s purpose. He had to rub it in Fox’s face—that he was the one who could take the heat of dogfighting, the one who kept fighting even with the world against him while he took in the accolades of General Pepper, the one who didn’t give up. The thought of McCloud holed up in a middle-class home, wearing an apron and cooking for his spawn while Krystal went out and continued making their family money was the most hilarious thing he had ever thought of, and simultaneously, an image that made his blood boil.
“Mister O’Donnell?”
He recognized that voice; Slippy’s little errand boy—a member of the Cornernian Military—and Investigation Division and the lapdog of the current head of engineering of the army, which was the toad in question—Percevus Nova. His face was barely visible under the dim light of the prison hallway.
“What do you want, Percevus? It’s too damn late for another interrogation. I won’t tell you jack squat.”
The lieutenant sighed, pulling a device from his flowing trench coat and pressing a button on it. With a loud ‘hum’, the energy field that separated the hallway and the cell faded away. “I don’t have time for your complaints either. Get up. It’s for something that will help lessen your sentence.”
“You think I’m stupid? I won’t do shit for you. Get lost.”
A whirr came from Nova’s ear. “Hm? Are you sure, boss?” He asked seemingly to himself before the whirring replied back. Nova nodded. “If you say so.” Percevus shoved his hand into his pocket—an action that made Wolf instinctively jump back.
He was right to do so. Nova brandished a weapon—not a normal blaster, that was for sure. It looked like something that had been made with duct tape, a lot of smarts, and not a good amount of resources. “Killing a prisoner of war isn’t the Cornerian Military’s style. Willing to get yourself in this cell just for some misplaced sense of glory?”
Nova scoffed. “Oh, I’m not going to kill you. I just have to escort you and this is the easiest way.” 
“Escort me? What are you—“ Wolf’s tongue stilled as he felt something prick into his shoulder. It was a translucent dart filled with thick, green viscous liquid. By the time he realized that it was jammed into his body, it was too late. Almost seventy percent of the liquid had been emptied into his system, and the effects were palpable. A wave of nausea washed over him, vision turning into an array of blurred details. "W-what... You fhuuckeh..." His words slurred, slipping out of his mouth like molasses.
Percevus caught him before he could fall to the ground, propping him up before he crashed to the ground. "Come on, let's go. We don't have all night. Dr. Toad is waiting for you."
The world spun around Wolf, the serum swimming through his bloodstream turning his toned limbs into jelly. He tried to fight, but it was like moving through quicksand. Nova slung him over his shoulder with ease, carrying him like a sack of potatoes. Wolf's head lolled, his vision fading in and out of focus as they made their way down the hall.
"Where...are we going?" He slurred, his words almost unintelligible.
"Somewhere where you can finally be useful," Nova replied cryptically, his tone almost mocking. "Now quiet down, we don't want to attract any attention."
///
The loud, decaying humming of fluorescent lights greeted Wolf as he woke up. Instead of the almost haunting echoes of the prison wing, the hum was the only thing he could hear. That, and his heavy, labored breathing. His body jerked on its own as he sat up, finding himself locked in a cramped glass chamber with no exit. He was still wearing his prison jumpsuit, and they had even let him keep his eyepatch. “Where the fuck am I?” He whispered to himself, looking around frantically.
An empty, dark room that seemingly stretched onwards forever. Of course, he could only see the area where the bulb above the chamber’s light cast. God knows what could be out there. The only silver lining that he could grasp was that he was sure that he still remained inside the prison. They used the same tiles for every room—even the jail cells, and they were both inside and outside the glass chamber as well.
“All right, light it up. He’s wide and awake.” A slow, coarse voice came from the darkness.
Another bulb lit up—a few meters away from the one above his chamber. It revealed a large array of apparatuses and tables littered with chemistry equipment. Surrounded by it all was that accursed frog.
“YOU!” Wolf screamed, springing on his feet and running to smash his fist against the glass. He slammed his hand with all his might, even wincing from the sheer impact. No cracks, not even a smidge. Still, he kept pounding at the wall as if his life depended on it. “You motherfucker! What did you bring me here for, huh?!”
“Can you be quiet?” Slippy asked as he pressed his finger against his temple, speaking into a microphone connected to what Wolf assumed to be an intercom system. “I have a migraine and Nova forgot to buy me an aspirin.”
“I’m gonna be quiet once I shove my foot up your ass, TOAD!” He roared, baring his fangs at his captor in a desperate attempt to intimidate him. “What did you even want me here for?! If you think you can use any of your pathetic interrogations to make me yap, you’re an even bigger dumbass than I thought.”
“Yeah, you’re the strongest. You’re the baddest. You’re the leader of the most terrifying mercenary band that got upstaged by remotely piloted drones.” Slippy sarcastically listed, rolling his eyes as he spoke. “You really didn’t get any new material through the years, didn’t you?”
“Oh, I’m going to enjoy gutting you.” 
“Mhm. Heard that one before.” Slippy hummed as he filled a needle with a similar liquid to the one inside the dart that knocked him out; the only difference being the blue glowing hue it had instead of the dark green. He twirled the syringe around his hands, speaking into a headpiece on the side of his face. “Yeah, it’s ready. Sending it over through the chute to deliver it to the mech arm terminal. They already know what to do.” 
Slippy stalked into the darkness, boots thudding against the polished tile. Wolf watched him disappear. The seconds stretched out for what felt like forever, suspense pulsing in his veins. His mouth went dry as he braced himself for whatever came next; electrocution, toxic gas, or simple torture. Anything was possible from the Cornerian Military. 
Suddenly, a low rumble echoed through the chamber. Without warning, one of the tiles began to plummet into the darkness, sending Wolf stumbling backward and yelping in shock. “W-what the…” Cold, mechanical tendrils crawled out of the hole like steel snakes slithering out of their hiding hole. There were so many—entangled within themselves—that it was impossible to tell how many of them they were. At the end of every one of them was a cold, skeletal-looking mechanical hand. “Shit.” He hissed.
Wolf didn’t think twice about it. He lunged at the mass of arms, trying to claw at them in a desperate attempt for freedom, but they were similarly sturdy to the four walls around him. He screamed in fury as he swiped at them, unaware that more and more were crawling out of the gap on the ground until…
“N-NGH!” 
He collapsed to the ground, clutching his chest. “S-second time in one night? Seriously?!” Wolf groaned, pushing himself up off the ground as he kicked the now-emptied needle away from him. The tendrils retreated into the gap below, the tile coming back into place and now sealing them away as if they were never there. An aching, throbbing pain pulsed through his chest—feeling the liquid swim through his system. The needle went much deeper than the dart, much more. He could already feel himself growing nauseous, but he wasn’t going to lie down like an obedient dog and obey his punishment. He wasn’t Fox-Fucking-McCloud. He didn’t bend to the Cornernian Military.
“FUCK YOU!” He screamed with the cadence of a drunken space sailor. “I’m not going to let you get away with this! Once I’m free I’m going to bhomb this whoooole fucking place to the ground, you hear me!?” Wolf stumbled forward, having to do his best to not go flying face forward to the ground. Each step made his legs quake, but he gritted his teeth. He was close to the wall. He could break it—he knew it in his gut. “You’re nothing but a worm underneath my feet, toad! I should’ve shot you down when I first laid my eyes on you back in FORTUNA!” He roared viciously as sweat poured out of every pore, drenching his fur in sweat.
“Wolf O’ Donnell. You have been selected for our recent soldier scouting program. Please, remain still as we prepare you.” Slippy’s voice now carried a calculating, commanding tone. 
Wolf remained frozen for a second, eye wide as he just barely managed to process the words. They were warbled and distant like spoken through a long tube. “You think that I can… whooourk for you?! You’re SICK in the head! SICK, YOU HEAR ME?!”
A loud, droning pitch began to be played from the intercom. It was just barely audible, but he could hear it. It was constant, unending, and irritating. It was almost like hearing a fly buzz around his head nonstop. It repeatedly turned itself off and on, much to his chagrin.
Wolf closed his eyes and clenched his jaw. He was not going to be a servant of the Cornernian Military. Not now, not ever. Whatever they were planning on doing to him, they wouldn’t get away with it. He limped towards the wall, giving it a weak slap. His mouth hung open, saliva cascading out of it. “Mmhmuh… You’re… nothing…” The faint clank of his hands against the glass was barely audible under the ever-increasing pitch. 
“Moving onto stage 2.”
///
Nova stood awkwardly on the observation deck beside Slippy, looking down at the struggling Wolf with a smidge of pity and concern. "Mr. Toad, are you sure that we shouldn't restrain him? I mean-"
"I don't see five doctorates mounted on your wall, Mister Nova." Slippy cut back as he pressed down another switch on the control panel. “I’m a professional. Let me handle it.”
///
His fluorescent bulb turned off with a thundering hum. Wolf clenched his teeth as he expected the tendrils to burst from the floor under the cover of darkness. With the tiles seemingly trembling underneath him, the suspicion only grew deeper “Come on, you dhumb motherfuckers! Mghhaaaah…” Saliva flew out of his mouth as he barked out threat after threat.
A click echoed through the chamber, and the room was filled with blindingly bright colors. Each tile lit up with a specific tint; red, green, blue, yellow, pink, and even more that he couldn’t even keep track of. “U-ugh?! What is this?!” Even worse for him, the light bounced around the glass walls—reflecting it at him and leaving him no space where the world wasn’t tainted by colors. “No, stop!” He tried closing his eyes as he continued stumbling across the room—still seeing the flashing colors even when he held his eyelids shut. Through the colors, he could see the outline of words flashing through the rainbow barrage. They moved so fast that he couldn’t process it through his conscience, yet each time that they flashed, it was like a hammer hitting him directly in the forehead. His brain felt like it was being put through a blender, a sensory assault so intense that he couldn’t find the words to describe it.
The excess perspiration made his jumpsuit stuck to his body. He felt like he was being boiled alive. Even the dogfights in Venom didn’t feel this hot. “Turn the fucking AIR CONDITIONING ON!” He roared, although the way it came out it felt more like a desperate beg. The temperature made his blood rushed like a raging river, crimson flowing through his veins at a breakneck speed everywhere… including downwards. 
Wolf cursed himself. Now probably would’ve been the worst time to start tenting. He tried his best to ignore it, but the pulsating heat coming from downwards made the task borderline impossible. Unwanted arousal pulsed from the base of his cock all the way to the tip, making it twitch in its fabric prison. His hand even wandered on their own for a few seconds, his base needs screaming out to be satisfied. He always managed to jerk them away from his pulsing shaft, but each time, they got closer, and closer, and closer. 
Can’t… fucking… deal with…
His legs finally gave out, sending him crashing to the floor. Wolf couldn’t even mutter another curse word as more drool cascaded out of his mouth. His instincts were mangled and used against him. The colors were unceasing. It was impossible to escape. His face was directly put against the flashing panels, and more and more of it sent into his brain. He could feel it tickling his brain, worming through his mental barriers. By now he couldn’t tell if the pitching noise was on or off. It felt like it lingered in his mind—just as inescapable as the colors.
Have to… escape… The words refused to come out of his mouth—jaw slack and unresponsive. Have to… stand up… He could only barely shift his left arm a few degrees away from his body. He was limp as a corpse, yet faced with a running mind that wouldn’t let him rest. Every second was filled with something. Every hair on his body stood up as he remained mentally alert, and in contrast, the tension oozed out of him like a dam being emptied of water. There was nothing left besides his mental fortitudes. Mine… Mine... More and more colors flashed—now unable to close his eyes and forced to face them all in full view. The messages seared into his retinas, forever instilling themselves there.
He was frozen in his own body. Trapped. Stuck. He can’t plug his ears—can’t masturbate—can’t escape—can’t do anything. He was so horny and so hot, but even satisfying himself wasn’t a mercy that he was granted. He knew that there was a part of him. He was Wolf O’Donnell. A bunch of drugs and devices shouldn’t be enough to hold him captive. If even just one nerve of resistance was found, it meant that he hadn’t completely lost. A burst of adrenaline was all he needed. He could do it. He was powerful. He was the best at what he did.
He could feel more sounds echoing across his head. They all clicked and whirred inside his head like a virus. The physical world around him had already turned into nothing but blurry blobs of colors, so it was about time that his brain suffered the same fate too. The already waning conviction in his head began to be stomped over by almost empty mental space—void thoughts that carried nothing yet occupied space. Whenever he would try and think of something or even recall anything from his experiences, it was pushed aside by nothingness. It was like his train of thought was being completely stomped over by an invisible force—pulling him down into a void where he wasn’t Wolf O’Donnell, but instead… nothing.
He felt like a piece of meat with nothing but base desires. His cock spurted pre, staining his tent as his body craved pleasure. It felt good. It was undeniable. He couldn't come up with any kind of deflection or denial, forced to absorb the orgasmic pleasure of the sounds and the lights. He could barely feel himself under the intense, pulsating arousal.
It was like a dream, stretching on and on forever.
///
Slippy looked down at the fruit of his work and smiled faintly. He had already arranged for the entire system underneath the tiles, the glass chamber, and the chemical equipment to be taken out into storage to make sure that no one could find out about what he did.
Wolf lay limp, a giant cum stain spread around his crotch with a still throbbing shaft. The lupine stared at nothing, an expression void of emotion etched into his face. Still, he could tell that there was still a bit of the convict underneath, and he couldn’t allow it. The project wasn’t complete—at least by his standards. “Open your mouth.” He commanded, and like a machine, Wolf opened his mouth.
Yet still, he wasn’t satisfied. “A delay of 1.3 seconds. It’s good that I prepared an extra phase just in case.” 
///
He didn’t know what he was doing. Where he was. How he got there. He could only sit in the prison that was his own mind as Slippy and Nova dragged him to a conference room. The same colors were flashing on the screen, forced to absorb them further. His mind was as pliable and absorbent as a sponge. He couldn’t stop anything from coming in and doing god knows what to his brain.
He could hear them talking behind him, but he couldn’t hear them. It wasn’t the colors or the sounds, so his brain rejected it—nulling it with nothingness.
///
“I can’t wait to see the final result! We’ll finally have something for those convicts to do that is actually productive!” Nova cheered.
“Mhm! I’m sure that he’ll take up the new military training perfectly. I made sure that he would, after all.” Slippy smugly said, congratulating himself.
///
The speaker overhead continued blaring its words into his receptive ears.
THE CORNERIAN MILITARY IS HERE TO SERVE
His eyes stared up at nothing. Forgetting his past. The last lingering shard of his anger faded into his subconscious, forced down by the drug, noises, and colors. 

PIRATES WILL HAVE NO PLACE IN THE LYLAT SYSTEM.
His cock throbbed, untouched in his jumpsuit. Even with his first orgasm, it refused to go down and give him respite, standing at attention. 
THERE IS NO GREATER PLEASURE THAN SERVING AND PROTECTING.
Serving was good. He accepted it. It was fact. It was an inescapable, unrefutable fact. There was no objection. Serving was truly the best thing that he could think of. Serving his country, but most importantly, his superiors. He was a being that lived off approval—constantly seeking his next order to carry out the will of those above him; the ones that molded him into the person that he had become.
OUR SOLDIERS ARE HEAVILY SPECIALIZED AND TRAINED, FOR THE EXPRESS PURPOSE OF CIVILIAN SAFETY.
A dull smile rose on his face.
WE AT THE CORNERIAN REHABILITATION CENTRE WILL-
///
“-ensure that the night sky is safe, for all living in the galaxy,” Wolf proudly barked. He stood before his orderlies—the scientists who had brought him in a week ago. “My gun is for Lylat! My ship for peace! Raiders will be met with justice and trained into productive members of the galaxy!” He saluted, an overstretched grin that looked almost painful painted across his face and refusing to fade away. 
“Well, look at that~,” Slippy said happily, unable to keep a smile from his face. “He’s got it all memorized. The entire speech!” 
“I can’t believe it, Mister Toad! He did a complete turnaround! How did you manage to do it?” A shocked scientist asked, adjusting his glasses as if he couldn’t believe what he was seeing was truly real. “I-I mean, he was a complete and utter brute!”
“The magic of positive reinforcement,” Slippy said flatly, lying through his teeth. “And he’s just not a good soldier when it comes to personality. After all, the flaw in Mr. McCloud’s disposition was his excess of emotions in the field of combat.” He slowly walked towards Wolf, standing on his tippy toes and inching his mouth towards the lupine’s ears. “Landmaster.”
His smile and cheery disposition faded away. His stance became combat-ready, standing straight as he looked around the area. “Soldier ready for command.” He robotically announced, fists clenched and a vein popping around the side of his face for a second.
“When in soldier mode, Mister O’Donnell would be free of the curse of mortal error. No longer will soldiers be bothered by emotion or irrationality. This is a weapon that could guarantee that we could pluck the entire Lylat System of opposition!” Slippy cheerily explained, constantly moving around as excitement beamed from him. “How nifty is that, huh?”
“Amazing, Mister Toad! But, uh…” The scientist’s cheeks turned red as his eyes wandered downwards—settling right on Wolf’s crotch and the protruding tent that bulged against the pants of his military uniform. “What is up with, uh, that?”
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Oh, that?” Slippy said nonchalantly. “Eh. Side effect. Soldier mode causes blood to rush across all the circulatory system. I wasn’t allowed to tamper with him beyond some supplements, so making sure certain channels of the systems would be cut off was not possible, uh, unfortunately.” He certainly wasn’t complaining about the fact, but it was something best left unsaid. “He’s still lethal from 100 yards, though! And if our soldiers are happy, I think that’s most important.”
“W-well, I guess? How can we turn him back… on? Is that the right word?”
“It is a word you can use for what I’m doing, yes.” On his tippy toes once again, he whispered. “Blue-Marine.”
“Wolf O’Donnell, reporting for duty!” He excitedly announced. “What do you wish of me, Dr. Toad? I’m ready to serve!”
“Hm…” Slippy rubbed his chin before snapping his fingers in discovery. “Hey! You never did tell us where your friends were.”
“I can guide you there, Dr. Toad! Just say the word and I’ll prepare a full-on assault on my rotten ex-comrades! They won’t know what hit ‘em, because the Cornerian Army excels in ambushes!” 
“Glad to hear…” Slippy snickered, thoughts running wild as he imagined Leon and Panther being dragged in by their former leader.
They’d need to buy the equipment for a second chamber for sure.

