The sun was beating down on the sand, making everything brighter than it should seem. The surf crashed on the dark, compacted sands of the beach, frothing into white troughs. The hungry water surged and retreated, reaching for the revelers and sunbathers. Except for those flirting with it's edges, the hungry ocean would claim no victim on this day. 

Chuck parked his pickup at the dock, and stepped out into the glaring sun. In the heat, he peeled the tight shirt from his broad and tapering chest with relief. In just his denim shorts, the ocean breeze cooled and refreshed his seven-foot frame almost as well as the water would. He stretched briefly, airing out his fur and thick musculature, the motions straining his shorts as they tried to contain a sheath as impressive as the owner. A hint of his white-furred scrotum, low hanging and heavy, flashed from one leg as he flexed the stiffness of a long drive out of his muscles.. 

He trotted through the beach, snickering at the startled growl he got from a lion as he back-kicked a pawful of sand into his mane. "Fucker, watch where you're going!" Yeah, right, whatever. This was HIS beach, and as such, he had every right to mark it. He gave a hearty pounding on the side of the lifeguard stand, calling out to the doberman looking bored in the seat above. "Hey! Dan! Got any hits today?"

Dan rolled his eyes at the hick cougar, looking up to the clouds and then pointing up to the left. "Some tiger dude up stream is attracting a lot of attention." He returned to looking back over the ocean, forcing a yawn as he pointedly ignored the mountain cat strutting back and forth below.

"Oh, yeah?" The cougar turned, scowled and peered up the coastline. "What kind of attention?" He hooked his fingers into the belt loops on either side of his hips, slowly pushing those jean-shorts down.  Dan glanced down, watching as the cougar shimmied a bit, working the tight shorts over his Big Bulge. He rolled his eyes, and studied a wolf bitch body boarding out in the water.

"Dunno. Some kinda barbecue or something." He glanced back down, watching as the cat absently stroked his cock. "Dude. Come on. It's a nude beach, but you're not allowed to play with yourself."

"Yeah. Yeah, I know, sorry Dan!" But his tone was anything but.

"I'm serious, man. If I see you touching your cock, I gotta report you, and you know you have a record." The bitch disappeared under the foamy surf, jumping up with breasts glistening, laughing.

"Yeah, Dan." The cougar stuffed his shorts into a slat of the coast guard’s station. "Got it. Keep these safe, ya? Try not to sunburn your pencil stub." That made him grin, he turned, and trotted up the beach. 

Oh, yeah, that felt good. The sun beating down, warming his dangling maleness. His big balls bouncing from one thigh to the next, thumping and spinning. Where most cats were high n tight, the cougar was low and dangly. Low, dangly and heavy. His cock tended to dangle lowly, too, brushing and tickling with it's tip against the top of the curve of his nuts as he walked, which always put a little spike in his tail. 

The rest of his body was fun to look at, too, incidentally, strong with short-cropped fur to show off that strength. Thick, packed thighs crushed those feet down into the grit below, and the sand crunched and shifted with each heavy step he took. He windmilled his arms a bit, getting that fresh salt air into his fur. This was the life.

    Up ahead, there was a kinda group of people, not really a lot, but enough for Chuck to want to get himself in the middle of it. He could smell meat, cooking too. Good meat, too. Not hot dogs, god, Chuck could identify the Brand of hot-dog by smell alone, that was Not hot dogs. Maybe steak. He trotted closer, rump easily flexing to push him over the sand, and soon he was shouldering in between two tall, gangly horses.

   

"Come on, it's just a barbecue, what's the big deal? Volleyball court's this way, let's go!" He tried to scoop his arm around a pretty looking cheetress, but she just dipped under and kept looking.  He stared at her, shocked. Whaaaat? He turned back to the barbecue. Okay. There's a barbecue grill. Fine. And... okay there's sausages on it. So? they were even sizzling and juicy. Big deal. And there was a tiger, who was...

Whoa.

Chuck stared open mouthed at the tiger's Erection. Yes, with a capital E, because that tiger's dick was Flared. Hard, veined, jutting stiff. It didn't even look like a dick, so much as a piece of the tiger's hipbones, like, a stray femur jutting out of his crotch and wrapped up in skin. That's what everyone was staring at. The tiger was just standing there, grinning, his dick not waggling or anything. Chuck felt a flare of something he hasn't felt in a long, long time snake up through his rib cage, coiling in a tight knot. The tiger was bigger than he was.

"Dude. You’re not allowed to touch the goods on the beach.” he stated. Firmly.

A female voice beside him whispered, "He hasn't," and Chuck furrowed his brow. "He hasn't for twenty minutes."

    "Forty," said the darker of the two tall horses he had shouldered past."And he says he can stay like that all day."

    "That's Impossible!" the cougar stepped forward, approaching the grill, and the tiger grinning and standing behind it, his eyes glazed as if on drugs. That must be it. "The dude's stoned!"

    "I am not." the voice in turn was pleasantly relaxed, rumbling like the surf over the sand behind them. "I'm enjoying myself."  He winked to the cougar.

    Chuck grimaced, turning and spitting on the ground. "I'll pretend you didn't just do that." he crossed his arms over his chest, something in the back of his head ticking. 

Something was wrong. 

Well, obviously, lots of things were wrong, and the most pressing one was, obviously, the tiger having an erection that was pulling the attention that should be going to HIS dick. Well, he could fix that. Chuck started clenching his buttocks. He started flexing his abs. The cougar spread his legs, willing blood to flow down into his own fat dick, to show this... Tiger... that he was Nothing, a scrawny little Shrimp!

    His dick didn't seem that interested, though. It hung loose and relaxed. Unresponsive.

    He tried not to think about it, just glared at the tiger. "So, What's your secret, Huh?" He paused, the  tiger smiling at him all creepy like. "Come on, nobody comes to the beach just to show off their boner."

   

    "Except you", he heard behind him, that female voice sly and quiet. His fur bristled, shoulders and tail puffing at that. That Bitch.

    "Of course not. But I know how nice it is to ... Enjoy... the facilities of a place like this," the tiger stretched his arms up over his bead, and his cock jutted straightly forward, directly towards the other feline. Chuck retaliated, flexing his hips forward, but his limp thick soft dick wobbled loosely, lifelessly. Like it was afraid of the tiger. Like that tiger's erection was sucking up all his mojo. "and I know how nice it is, to be able to enjoy it without getting in trouble with Uncle Sam, if you know what I mean." The pitch in his voice screamed car salesman, no, USED car salesman, and his smile gleamed with snake oil.

Chuck narrowed his eyes, lifting his snout and growled softly at the tiger. The cheetress behind him stepped further away, as did a chubby raccoon on his other side. Giving him berth, as it were. 

"What, -exactly-, are you selling." He might as well have said, ‘Cuz I want it’, for he had already made that perfectly clear, but he didn't. All fluffed up, the big hick cat leaned forward slightly, his hanging cock cute and baby-soft, dangling limply from his groin as he tried to intimidate that tiger.

"Oh? Well." The tiger pulled from behind his back, and why shouldn't it have been behind his back, creepy salesmen like him always had something behind their back. He pulled into view, something that looked all the world like a metal skewer. On one end of it, a rounded plastic ball, and on the other end, what looked like a rounded... button... only long and slender. A trigger, of some sort. ".. This, actually. For only seven dollars. It'll keep ya hard as a rock, the whole day long."

Chuck immediately reached for his pocket. Which was in his pants. He grimaced again, glancing to those hot-dogs sizzling on the grill. Something was Wrong with them. He turned back to the tiger, the fur settling down as he studied that long metal spear. "So. What does it... *do*."

"It's basically just a battery," the tiger replied. The other furs were coming near, and he twirled it around between his fingers. "The little ball there at the end vibrates. That's about it.” The tiger glanced about, conspiratorially, then continued. “I’d be willing to part with one for free, for a little demo... assuming..." and he turns to the cougar, raising an eyebrow, pointing at him with the thin spear like a little epee. "... Assuming I can find a volunteer, of course?"

"What, me? Shit." Chuck spat again, shifting his weight to one foot. "I don't need no damn butt plug."

"It's not a butt plug, dumb-ass." the cheetress, what was her name, Cindy? came up, her paw sliding around his waist. Oh. Sure. She -would- be friendly Now. He made a note to drill her tonsils into the sand later, after the sun went down. She reached for the skewer, and the tiger handed it to her, and she turned back to the cougar. "It's a Dick plug." She reached down and slid her slender fingers under the dangling, weighted bulk of his sheath, sliding up it. he felt every single strand of fur as she bristled over them, and he groaned as she gripped the base, and casually lifted to swing his shaft up towards her muzzle. "You just take this tip..."

The rounded tip was about the size of a pea, translucent, and smooth. She reached out and tapped him on the nose with it, and his head jolted back at the touch. It had.. clung to the skin of his nose, slightly. She lowered it, and pressed it into the end of his dick, and just like that she started stroking that long tube into his dick. Well, stroking his dick, too. Stroking his dick out, and that tube in, docking one into the other. 

"You know, she's not allowed to", the soft voice of the tall horse started, ending in an oof as his brother elbowed him in the belly.  

"-Shut, up!" the other brother finished for him. "I don't see nothin, do you?"

Everyone agreed that they weren't seeing nothing.



They certainly weren’t seeing a strong, bulky puma dude with a long, fat man-hose being fondled and catheterized by a sleek, bikini-baring cheetah gal. They crowded closer, to make sure nobody ELSE wouldn’t’ see what they weren’t seeing. 


The cheetress, Demisha, if Chuck was remembering correctly, had long, bright pink claws, painted and sharpened. They occasionally prickled the soft, thick flesh of his cock, caressed his prickly barbs. His cock stiffened now, emboldened with her gentle caresses. It swelled, thickening, that tension in his groin flushing it proud and full. Six inches, seven.  


The pea tickled, pushing it’s way down. The metal, he hated to use the word skewer, but that was definitely what it looked like, a skewer, it flexed and wiggled as she pushed and twisted. His dick was thick enough, firm enough to provide enough resistance to that probing metal, to keep the urethra straight so it could slide and grind down into him. It tickled like mad - that pea seemed to stick and stroke along that inner flesh in a most peculiar way. It made him hard, fast. Not needing to hold his dick still anymore, she slid the bracing paw down, slid it right down over that light pinkish-white flesh, in an easy stroke. He heard the guys behind him grunting or snorting, and it made his broad chest swell with pride. 

Her paw slid further down, leaving his cock, and she cupped up underneath his low hangers. They rested, for a few moments, in her well groomed paw, and she seemed to heft and weigh them, before they slide to either side, leaving her with well weighted sac instead. Her fingers wrapped around it, up high, and she gripped, and pulled down. She pulled down on his nuts, stretching them slightly, and that skewer was nearly whipped out of her fingers as his cock THROBBED, pressing hard against his belly for a few long seconds, until she relaxed her grip below. 

His cock relaxed, his shoulders sagged as that tension abated, and he felt the nudge of plastic press, in a kiss, against his dick slit. He glanced down, to where his cock arched, no, JUTTED upwards. That long red button jutted from the tip, a bizarre pimiento. The skewer itself was completely hidden along the inside of his length. He reached, to give himself a squeeze. His paw was slapped away by the cheetress.

“That’s against the rules, big guy,” she smiled. Chuck grunted, a paw sliding to her sleek, soft, naked ass. 

“Is this?”

“Ahem.” The tiger was piercing the sausages on the grill, rolling them over and then closing the lid. Stepping around the grill, he approached the two. “Keep it clean, kiddos.” He lifted a placard from the front of the grill - just two pieces of laminated paper on a thin metal chain, and draped it, necklace-style, over the cougar’s head. Chuck picked up the front paper, frowning at it.

“Charn’s Sausages? What in the hell, man, what are you trying to-”

“Now now, my friend,” the tiger purred, a paw reaching down. Chuck spit, fur flaring up, as another male’s fingers wrapped briefly around the end of his dick, and he took a step back. Not before the tiger’s thumb pushed down on that red button, though, and with a click it depressed, and locked into place inside the cougar’s urethra. “Advertising is all.”

Chuck would have swung, if Demisha hadn’t stroked his chest, getting between them.

“Down, boy,” she chuckled, “He was just turning it on, nothing to get upset about.”

“Turning WHAT on?” Chuck peered down at his now naked cock, watching as it plumped before his very eyes. He could feel, very faintly, a tickling sensation, sliding from the root of his dick up towards the top. It was pleasant, maybe, not unpleasant anyways, and it made his cock slowly tighten and flare out until it proudly jutted. Stiff, stiffer. “Whoa.”

“Exactly. I’ve found that this is the best way to advertise my specialty franks. All you gotta do is wear that metal for an hour. It’ll keep you raging hard, and you’ll be getting -everyone’s- attention.” The tiger moved back behind his grill. “If people ask, you just point them this way.”

“I wouldn’t mind one of THOSE,” a badger in the crowd joked, and Chuck stared the burly fellow down.

“Fuck off, Fag, this tool’s just for the ladies.”

“Fair enough.” The meaty fellow wandered up to the grill. “How much for one of Yours then, Charn?”

“Twenty five bucks, and the condiments are free. Guaranteed a foot long.”

The badger glanced back to Chuck’s straining meat, then turned back and nodded. “Deal. Only... Dang, my money’s all back in my clothes.” 

Chuck had been completely dismissed. Charn haggled with the badger, suggesting he come into the tent to work out the details. The cheetah was flirting with one of the horses, asking them if they had any money. Chuck, and his big ole boner was, for the moment, forgotten. He cleared his throat, getting the striped feline’s attention.

“And, uh, after an hour, what then?”

“Oh. Oh, when it’s done, the little red button will pop back out, it means it’s time to come back.” An arm around the badger’s shoulder, Charn disappeared into the striped tent, leaving the others to drool over the smells of the roasted wieners, and the sight of Chuck’s cock. 

“Simple as that.” The cougar went to grab his cock, for it was feeling almost raw, sensitive. A whistle down the beach interrupted him, and his heart sunk with dismay as he saw Dan standing up in his lifeguard chair, and pointing straight at him. The universal slice across the neck made the cougar’s lift his paw away from his groin, waving to the lifeguard. See? Just waving, not grabbing his erection. The lifeguard sat down, again, and Chuck growled to himself. Dan was going to be watching him now, just to fuck with him.

Chuck turned away from the lifeguard, taking a walk up the beach instead. The sun was beating down, now, roasting the feline’s shoulders, his ears. He could feel it beating against his erection, too, could feel the individual rays of sunlight sizzling against his naked, proud flesh. It made his dick tingle, feeling warm and ready. He glanced around, but Demisha was gone. Fuck, he’d love to sooth that itch in her warm, wet snatch right about how.

The sun yielded under the big cat’s footsteps as he walked up the beach, the placards bouncing against his burly pectorals, against his casually flexing shoulders. Advertising. Hmph. He glanced around, and yes... he was getting attention. Quite a bit of it. Girls and guys both, staring at his endowment. Staring at him. Wanting him. He could tell.

He added a bit of a bounce to his step. Making his dick waggle, flexing up and down. The sensation was strangely erotic, intense. It made the metal spear down his piss-chute slide. Not much, maybe, what, a fingernail’s thickness. The blob at the end, whatever it had been, had made a sort of lubricating shell inside, a sheath for the metal to slide against. A sheath inside his sheath. It gave the metal a softer ‘edge’ inside him than he would have expected, and it made his shaft flex up higher, harder. It felt good.

“Excuse me,”  interrupted a slender haress. He eyed her cute, if minimal bazongas, as she folded her ears back and dipped her head submissively.

“Yes, Little girl?” he growled, adding a Hasselhoffian leer to his deep voice.

“I, um, I just wondered... what...” She pointed to the sign. “What’s that?”

“Charn’s Sausages?” The cougar put his paws on his hips, facing her fully, legs spread. Her gaze dipped down to the weapon that stared back at her. “Oh, it’s a hot dog stand up the beach, back that way.” He thumbed over his shoulder. She glanced past him, to the small tent, then back to the placard, then to his meat. 

“I, I don’t understand,” she stammered, glancing up to his leering smile again and then back to his dick. “Hot dogs? Like to eat?”

“Yeah. Foot longs.” The cat reached down, and stroked a paw to his lower belly. Careful not to touch his sheath, he nevertheless pushed on his abs, making his shaft waggle slightly. “Just like mine. In case you’re... hungry.” He snickered.

The hare nodded, licking her lips with a small, dainty looking tongue. “Cool. Thanks.” And trotted away! 

Chuck watched that cute little teardrop tail waggle as she headed towards the tent, resting his paws back on his hips. “Well how do you like that.. I’m being cock blocked by a meat vendor.” He snorted and kept walking.

The situation repeated itself a couple times, shy girls - and one time a guy - approaching, asking leaving him. All the while, his shaft continued to jut and flex, proud and stiff. Catching the sun, tingling more and more as that metal spike tickled deep inside it. Darkening from a light pink to a kind of tannish color.  He was tempted, more and more, to grab it, to give it a stroke, anything to relieve that tingling ‘burn’ that was starting to build inside it. The sensation was still kind of... not unpleasant... but it was growing more intense. Like the feeling you get when you’re going to jizz, but haven’t actually started yet. It was distracting, making the cougar light headed. 

The sun roasted down from above, and the over heating cat stared wistfully at the ocean. The thick, frothing waves invited him, beckoning for him to sink his over heated body into it’s cool, welcoming depths. That metal stick though, tickling through his loins and making him stiff, gave him caution. It was an electrical gadget of some sort, he knew that, and while it was probably completely safe, he didn’t want to risk it short circuiting by submerging it in the water. 

He turned around, about then, as he had walked a good half hour at that point. It was about time to head back, assuming he was going to have the spike taken out. To be honest, at this point, if he couldn’t find Demisha - or some other slut who wasn’t just looking for a sausage to eat - he was happy to paint his truck’s windshield. His low hanging balls felt like two very full oysters, dangling between his thighs, bumping and rolling back and forth. 

The itch was growing worse, though. Sexual or not, he needed to scratch it. He peered down the beach, both ways. No sign of any life guards. He sat down on the damp, hard sand, resting his paws on his knees. Leaning forward, with his knees perked up a bit, his groin was hidden from all but the crabs and jelly fish in the ocean before him. Water slid up the sand, washing over his sandy feet, and slapping into his fat nuts, churning them as they twisted and swirled between his thighs. He very gently wrapped his paw around his thick cock, gasping as he did. It was... hot. Very hot. The normally pink flesh was a luscious brown, a shade of tan he’d never seen before on his naked skin. At first, he couldn’t even feel his paw on his cock, but he didn’t have time to really investigate. He pulled back, very gently, at the skin of his dick, enough to make his piss-lips spread apart. The little red button was recessed, just inside.

He tried to grip it between his other two fingertips. Pinched at it. But it slid down, away from his attempt. He tried again. His fingertips could barely touch it. He tried his claws. The plastic defied them. The surf crashed into his nuts again, slurped at them, trying to pull them along with it. 

He couldn’t get the spear out. He tried to rationalize it. Charn must have made it that way on purpose - so that only he could remove it. To prevent theft. Or to prevent his advertising to send the wrong message. Of course. Why would he want dudes wandering out with soft peckers flapping around, that wasn’t going to attract Anyone’s attention. The cougar laughed, it made so much sense, of course. He pushed himself to his feet, giving his nuts a quick squeezing rub to scrape off any spare sand, and headed back to the tent.

His cock continued to waggle, looking juicy, plump, even dripping juices into the sand. All without being touched. He grinned at a suspicious rhino lifeguard as he passed his chair, giving him a wave. Waggle waggle waggle. 

The heat was making the cat light headed, more so anyways, for he had been lightheaded for a good while already. He saw the tent up ahead, stumbling towards it. There was a crowd of people nearby - he recognized the two horse brothers, one sitting on the ground, sobbing, as his younger, or smaller at least, brother munched on what looked like a kielbasa in a bun.

“Suck it up, geek.” he sneered, kicking at the sand and making sure to get some on the crying horse. “If your brother won’t share, just get a sausage of your own.”

The big horse looked up at him with wide, red eyes, and then burst into crying again as his brother ripped another chunk free with a snicker.

“Heh heh, he only had enough for one, I think.” the eating pony snickered around his mouthful.

“Tough luck, next time think ahead,” Chuck slurred, and then pushed up to the tent. The badger was still there, wearing an apron and tending to the various sized hot dogs grilling on the barbie. A plastic cooler with pink ice laid open, next to him, though there were no drinks in it. Chuck pushed up to the grilling mustelid.

“Where’s Charn?”

The badger turned towards the tent, then scoured the beach. He shrugged. “Dunno.”

“Dunno... what do you mean, dunno?” The cougar gestured to his now dark brown cock, the smell of the sticky, sweaty, roasted flesh mingling with the sizzling smell of the meat on the grill. “He said to come back in an hour to take care of this. I’m ready to get this off, now!”

The badger glanced down, smirked slightly, and closed the lid of the grill. “I can see that.” He winked, and gestured to the tent. “I’m not supposed to tell you, but he’s in there. With... Demisha.”

“That slut!” Chuck pushed past the burly badge, and thrust open the flap to the tent. It was dark inside, the walls translucently glowing with the sun from outside, but still like night compared to the bright afternoon sky outside. He could see two sets of eyes though, peering back at him.

“Charn! I’m Done!” He shouted, and felt a popping sensation in his crotch. It was startling, like a flick against the nuts. He peered at his erection, which now had a red sliver jutting from it’s tip. The end of the spike had popped out, like one of those turkey thermometers, jutting bizarrely out of the end of his dick.

“Yes, yes you certainly are, and, allow me to say, you did a Wonderful job out there.”The two figures stood, stepping closer. “Demisha, you had mentioned wanting to.. reward our fine volunteer here, yes, for his service?”

“Hmm? Oh. Yeah, I can do him.” the cheetah stretched, walking closer, all six of her breasts perky and jiggling. The tiger stepped past him, and Chuck was town. Berate Charn, or attack the Lovely Demisha. 

It seemed the answer was chosen for him when he felt the tiger’s paw cup his ass.

“Now listen here you faggy ass queer, I-” but the cougar was sshhhh’d, and he felt a prickle deep in his guts as the tiger oh-so-casually grasped that red ‘nozzle’ and tugged. the long metal skewer unsheathed from his dick like any fencing epee, and waggled it in front of the cougar’s eyes. 

Chuck was confused. He had certainly felt the strange, intrusive, tingling, tickling feeling of the metal spear going into his dick. Why hadn’t he felt it sliding back out. He looked at his shaft, which, without the metal support, did seem to be slowly sagging like taffy in the hot tent. He watched as those pink-painted claws, bright even in the tent’s dimness, wrapped around it, and Demisha sank down to her knees. He jammed a finger into the tiger’s chest. “I’m not done with YOU, yet, Charn!”

“I’m sure you aren’t, the tiger said, glancing downwards and smacking his chops. “After Demisha’s had a turn, if you’ve got any left, I’ll make sure to take care of it.”

Chuck shuddered at the innuendo, and pushed the tiger out with one strong arm, yanking the tent flap closed behind him. Turning back, he was just in time to see his thick, apple-rounded cock head vanish between the cheetress’ thin, dark lips. 

She purred, or growled, as her lips closed around his flesh, and he grinned again, hatred for the striped feline draining away. His over-teased nuts were complaining to him, and that, right now, was what really mattered. “You like that, huh, slut?”

She moaned around his meat again, bracing it’s thick, soft, darkened trunk by the base as she bobbed her head along the end of his cudgel. He spread his legs, reaching up and grasping the tent poles over head, and rocked his hips against her lips.

“Yeah, I can see you like it. Seeing all those wieners musta made you hungry, huh? You hungry for some prime cat cock, bitch?” He growled, deep, warm, coaxing, as her lips strained to scrape over his barbs. He of course, didn’t really notice, as her teeth pulled back, raking and peeling those barbs off of his dick. He didn’t feel it certainly. He didn’t even notice he wasn’t feeling it, so caught up in the motion.


“Come on, bitch, you can take more than that, can’t you?” He purred, eyes slitting. She looked up at him, pausing, and pulled her lips back. Thick white fangs bared. He pulled slowly out, rocking his cock against those sharp fangs, and for the first time his brow furrowed. “Wait, why can’t I feel-”


Her fangs disappeared into the hot, salty flesh of his shaft. Just sank into them like they would any other hunk of well cooked meat. His flesh yielded, letting itself be bitten, and he stared in shock as she playfully pulled away, pushing at his hips, tugging with her teeth.


The end of his dick was gone. Her mouth pulled away and there was nothing left where she had bitten. It was gone. He stared in shock as she chewed, rolling the mass of cougar dick around in her mouth, chewing and crushing. Wet, disgusting sounds came from those jaws. 


He stepped back from the crazy bitch, the insanity in the tent, and felt something touch his ass.


Something hard.


Something hot.


Wet.


Strong, muscular, striped arms wrapped around his torso in a bear hug, and the cougar wailed as that hard, hot, wet tiger cock jammed up under his ropey tail. He tried to squirm, pull away from the tiger now, but the cheetah was waiting for him. She pushed his thighs back, until his buttocks met the tiger’s bony hips, that thick trunk of tiger fortitude wedging painfully, tightly, embarrassingly deep inside of him, and then she sank her mouth around another mawful of cougar dick. Latched on, as he squealed, and watched. Put on a show, of slowly nibbling through his well cooked cock, as he stared and squirmed, trying to pull free.


The tiger nipped at his ear, rocking his hips to grind his maleness along Chuck’s insides, sawing slowly in and out. “Oh, yeah, by the way,” the feline purred, as a wet ripping sound came from where the cheetah feasted. “really wanted to thank you for volunteering to cook your dick like that. I had so much business, I had to get my badger friend out there to go... harvest more supplies.” He chuckled, the cougar moaning.


That was why the horse was sobbing. His head lolled in shock, rolling back to rest on the tiger’s shoulder. The bigger feline nudged it forward.


“You’ll wanna watch this, stud,” he snickered. “Demisha is gonna be upset if you don’t enjoy her oral skills.” Claws prickled at the cougar’s nut-sack, and he woke back up - at least a bit. Another brief struggle, another lapse into submission.


“But... but why? Why dicks?” Demisha chewed some barbs from the middle of his shaft, and then peeeeeeeeeled the crispy skin off like one would a fried chicken. The hunk of meat that jutted from his groin now could hardly be called a dick, and without it’s skin, it resembled exactly what she was treating it like. A smooth sausage.


“Why not? They’re readily available... and guys like you are just begging for it, it seems. Plus, you don’t know what kind of additives they put in those grocery store kind,” the tiger purred. Hunched. The cougar felt his nuts tighten as something deep, and base, inside of him was nudged and rocked by the tiger’s thick member.


“Plus,” the cheetress purred as she swallowed another mouthful.  “It’s just fun. Sexy. Eating your junk while you watch.” she chuckled and playfully fellated his remaining stub, not much more than three inches now. “Knowing it’s the last time you’re gonna feel a girl down there. You enjoying yourself?” She clawed at his scrote again, and he could tell they were tight, as if he were about to cum. He knew he wasn’t going to, but yet there they were, acting like they were primed.


“I think he’s ready. Why don’t you suck him off, Demisha, I think he’d liiiiiiike that, a -lot-. He sure seems to like my cock in his ass.” the tiger sneered from behind.


“Fuck you,” Chuck said, in monotone, ears flushing as the tiger laughed.


He pushed back against the tiger. Sure he did. Not much. He wasn’t enjoying himself. Something about the way that dick was rubbing him, though, was making him feel hot. The cat was conflicted. He wasn’t gay, had never thought of himself as gay, didn’t understand why anyone would BE gay, but here he was, being fucked by a dude and watching his pride and joy being eaten by a girl, and he was... liking it?

Demisha wrapped her thin dark lips around the end of his shaft, meat, whatever it was. Latched on, and hollowed her cheeks inwards. Looked up at him with her big dark eyes, as she sucked and slurped with wet sounds. He nnnnged.

He couldn’t watch this. He was too confused. He closed his eyes, bent forward by the tiger, and he felt himself climax.

“Oh, oh god, NNNGF!” He arched his back, held, fucked, and distantly, very distantly he felt a wet, tearing sensation. His shaft - what remained of it - suckled free of his sheath with a wet plop, and he could feel the cool air rush in to kiss the bared flesh inside. 

It wasn’t a very deep hole, but it was a hole that had not been there -at all- scant minutes before, and it was oozing his load. Yes, his nuts were getting their wish, twitching and dumping their seed, his mashed prostate squirting his goop out and over the muzzle of the cheetah who sat between his legs, chewing up the last of his masculine pride. He slumped, wheezing, sobbing, the big muscle cat broken as the tiger frosted the cake, a thick, pungent load slowly leaking down the back of his thighs. 

“So what do you think, Demisha,” the tiger said, pulling from Chuck’s backside and pushing him to flop over onto some empty boxes. “You willing to give me the initial investment for a fully realized commercial hot dog stand?”

Demisha chuckled, standing and licking her chops, eyeballing the broken cat on the ground beside her. “I think your idea has a lot of potential. We’ll just need to find the right location. Somewhere... with more tourists.”

They both smiled.

“I like the way you think, Demisha.”

They left the tent, surveying the nude beach before them. Business opportunities were everywhere. You just had to know how to see them.

NOT THE END!

