
No matter how Charn tossed, no matter how he turned, he couldn’t avoid it. There was a gnawing, not only in his stomach, but in his hands. His fingers ached, the tips throbbing with the need to be used. His tongue tickled against his teeth, which felt like hot embers in his mouth. He turned over again, twisted, legs kicking at the damp, clinging sheets. The room was stuffy, cramped, too small. The windows were open, but no fresh air came in. Fresh air, that was what he needed. He glanced over to the clock, blearily. It was four thirty three. Four thirty three in the morning, and the tiger was grumpily, hungrily awake. 


He told his body that his mind needed to sleep, that it would have to wait, and his body responded by pumping adrenaline into his veins. 


He kicked off the blankets, pushed at the sagging, old mattress, pushing him out of the crook in the wall and onto the gleaming wooden floor. The full moon highlighted his toes, licking at them as he stretched out his arms.  He grabbed a military camo muscle shirt, pulling it down over his arms, shoulder, chest. It was a size too small, but it was also cheap cotton, and it stretched to fit. He pulled it down over his belly, stroking a paw over top to smooth it out. When had he started getting chubby? That was new. Metabolism was slowing down. The great hunter was getting old.


Not old enough to stop, though.


Charn growled to himself, and stalked down the stairs of his small, lonely little apartment complex. He did not leave through the front door - the moon was facing the front, and he didn’t want to be seen. Out the  back, then, giving a snoozing wolf pup on the downstairs couch a stroke along his back. The lupine yawned, stretching out his forelegs as he was briefly woken, then went back to his lazy regular breathing. 


The screen door slid on oiled hinges - Charn may not have perfectly trimmed hedges, but he knew what chores needed to be done - and he stepped out into the gray, wet grass. A canopy of trees along the back edge of the yard hid the chain link fence that separated his property from the municipal forest. It was technically not public property, but the ground between the trees was etched with the tracks of deers, neighborhood kits and cubs, and of course, the occasional lonely wanderer - such as himself. 


The trees were sagging under the weight of their own leaves, branches hanging low. Moonlight dappled here and there, skittering across the soft, damp leaves on the ground. The tiger’s footprints left nary a track upon them as he skulked his way across An old wooden bridge, part of the abandoned bicycle path system, led him over the unhappily churning creek down below, and he found himself tugging and pulling his way from tree to tree, up the hill on the opposite bank. 


There was music playing, the simple, repetitive, electrofunkadelic pop rock that tickled the brain while shutting it down. Excellent. He followed it, dipping under a pine bough, side tracking a family of sleeping deer, and up to the back of what seemed to be a weathered shed. There was that tacky halogen lighting on the other side, and the music playing, and the gentle sloshing of water as it rubbed against the bank.


Risking being caught, he peeked around the edge of the shack. All was still. Well, mostly still. He was in the yard of some estate, apparently. It was well groomed, as yards in this part of town always were, though the grass was grossly dominated by a huge, concrete, kidney bean shaped pool. The sloshing sound was the water splashing back and forth from side to side, and the splashing was caused by a stag on one of those inflatable rafts in the middle of the pool. He was sprawled out, if such a term could be applied, with his arms draped over the sides and into the water, his hooves propped up on a floating inner-tube with the head of a horse poking goofily off of the other end. The stag was not moving, and judging by the seven or eight floating  drink coozies, each one bearing the an empty plastic cup. His head was back, motionless. Asleep. Perfect. 


Charn slipped out from behind the shed, pausing in his track as he heard a voice. A female voice. She slurred from the lounge chairs on the side of the pool, and Charn realized that the stag wasn’t the only one left out to dry for the night. The vixen that had made the noise squirmed, lazily shifting on top of the prone form of a light-colored muscular male underneath. The tufted tail that lay draped over the concrete betrayed her prisoner as a lion, as unconscious as the stag on the raft. 


That had almost been a stupid mistake. Charn pulled his mind out of his hunger rut,  scouting out the rest of the yard. There was another form in a darkened corner, some weight swinging lazily back and forth on a hammock. And up against the wall of the house - through which he could see a few others still stumbling and staggering around - a black arm hung out from the above ground hot tub. So... five. Five total. He’d have to deal with each one separately, of course. 


“As far as we can tell, the suspect entered the property from the southern side, which is a forested area. We believe that he was not known by any of the victims, as great care was taken to avoid discovery by any of the participants in the party,” said Sgt. Dingle. He laid out a series of photographs in front of the collection of concerned looking police officers, each one leaning forward, studying the pictures and their boss with a mixture of worry and dread. “We found a single paw print at the beginning of the concrete. Forensics indicate that he stepped onto the patio surrounding the pool and stood for about a minute, which was enough time for the moisture on his footpads to leave a recordable impression.


“That looks like a feline,” commented Lt. Parkins. The Rottweiler’s ears were back, his lips peeling back in a sneer. 


“Yes.” The Sergeant seemed uncomfortable at the prospect. “After that, we believe he went into the pool. We’re searching through the filter for fur and the like, something that could be used for DNA, but unfortunately, the chlorine in the water seems to have broken down and bleached everything we’ve found so far. “


“Wait, how do we know it’s a He?” asked a tigress, folding her arms in front of her chest, glaring at the chief.


Sgt. Dingles ignored her, a pained look on his muzzle as he continued, “and we believe in the pool is where he... or she... found Hank Elkmore....”


Charn didn’t know the stag’s name was Hank. To be honestly, he couldn’t have cared less. He was circling under the raft, a striped tiger shark tasting blood in the water. Tigers were not well known to be adept underwater swimmers, probably because they weren't. You spend enough time culling sailors though, you have to learn how to swim. 


He aimed for the gaudy pink ring made by the inner-tube, pushing his head carefully up into it, careful not to disturb the two slender hooves that were propped along the rim. He breathed deeply, regaining his oxygen, and treading the cool, salted water, hidden between the inflatables. When he was sufficiently prepared, he reached up and grasped the two hooves, and then sank down into the water, dragging them with him.


Hank might have groaned, as he felt the sticky latex under him shift. He slid down along it, arms dragging through the water, two feeble rudders, as his knees bent into the inner-tube His thighs slid into the tube next, and his butt bumped into the large inflated ring. He didn't twitch, didn’t move, the stag out cold even as his legs rested in the cool, still pool water. Another yank, and his butt slid over the rim, and the bright green Speed-o that struggled with his maleness toppled over, and into the pool toy. Like a sinking ship, the rest of him followed, hips and belly and chest, until his armpits hooked over either side of the inner-tube 


This slight jolt, of stopping, and having his body immersed in the water, woke the stag from his beer fueled slumber. He blearily blinked and looked around. He was in the pool? Huh. The big pink thing he was threaded through was keeping him afloat. Coo. Man he was thirsty. There was a slight splashing sound, just behind him, and the drunken stag tried to twist his head to turn around. Nausea rocked up his guts, though, and he gave up.


Hank closed his eyes for a second, to will his stomach to keep it's load, and completely missed the dark, striped fish that circled around him under the water. 


The stag's eyes blinked open wide. Did something bump his leg? He kicked through the water, to push himself to the wall so he could climb out, but, he didn't seem to get any closer. If he had seen the fingers gripping the back of the inner tube, he would understand why. He struggled a bit more, halfheartedly kicking against the water, and finally slumped forward, resting his snout along the pink 'neck' of the inflated pool toy. He'd  just rest up a bit more, then get out. Hank closed his eyes.


Charn waited until the stag finally gave up. The tiger was breathing slowly, steadily, regaining his oxygen supply. When Hank’s head dipped forward, the tiger’s did too, slipping back under the water.


It was fascinating, viewing the stag in this way. There was no head, no features, just raw, naked male flesh, hanging in the water, limp and masculine. Charn guessed he was on the baseball, or maybe lacrosse team. Trim, but sleek. The tiger circled again, fingers sliding over that naked fuzzed belly. The nimbus of fur slid against his palm, soft and ticklish. Those legs hung limp, the whole stag bobbing gently with the pool's ripples. Lungs burned, and he surfaced again, glancing around once more to make sure he was not being observed. All was still. Another deep breath, and under he went.


This time, the tiger had a purpose. 


He honed in on the pale, bright bulge of the stag's Speed-o. Claws slid out, raking through the thick water, and with two slashes the swimsuit floated free, straps clipped. It's healthy load unfurled into the water, a pleasing palm-full of jock-nuts and a limp, loose sheath. The sheath was ignored, the tiger had no time for such frivolities. Those -nuts-, though...


He took them in on paw. The other braced the muscular hip. Tug. Strong, powerful nuts. The tiger's belly gurgled under the water, demanding it's fix. 


Sleek feline jaws dipped forward, opening wide. That healthy pouch, and it's two precious jewels, dipped between them. 


Above the surface, Hank drooled onto the inner-tube, unconcious and uncaring.


Below, Charn clamped his teeth against that sac. The stag's forsaken swimsuit was brought to bear, elastic straps tugged and wrapped and knotted tightly. Teeth crushed and pinched at the same time. The tiger's lungs burned. He finished the knot, yanking his wrists in opposite directions. The green elastic tightened into a tiny knot, crushing the neck of the stag's sack.


Click. Teeth met teeth.


The tiger shark pushed away from the denuded stag, throat bobbing, bulging with one, and then a second lump. He surfaced, gulped one last time, then breathed fresh night air. The tiger's belly convulsed, fenziedly clutching and claiming it's meal. It wouldn't be the tiger's last, not tonight. Sleep time would have to wait. The deer spun slowly in the water, still unconscious, as the tiger climbed out of the pool.


“Did they, ah, find the deer’s.. junk?” asked the rookie, a squirrel by the name of Johann.


“I don’t think Hank considered it junk,” growled the Sergeant. “They didn’t. We don’t expect to, either. We think this is a serial offender, and if it’s the one we think it is, then-”


“Then that means he’s probably shitting out the left overs as we sit here talking about it!” growled the rottweiler. “Chief, we gotta get out there, you gotta put out a warning, if this is who I think you think it is, then-”


“Parkins, my hands are tied. Until we have proof that this is him, and not some teenager doped up on meth or something, I can’t go setting off a city wide panic. The looting, the rioting, it would be mayhem, and if it IS him, that would make it all the more easier.”


“I thought that he disappeared, skipped town or something. Why would he be going active again, now?” asked a dark furred cougar, leaning against a filing cabinet. his name badge read Trotter. 


“I don’t know. We don’t know for sure it’s him, and unless we can find some kind of evidence, we don’t know that.”


“I don’t understand,” repeated the tigress. “One drunk frat-boy loses his balls and you’re calling out a man hunt?”


Sgt. Dingle sighed. “No. It wasn’t just one frat-boy After the culprit left the pool, we found a trail of water that led over to the hammock area, where Jeromy Goldberg was laying down....”


Charn smiled down on the unconscious ram. Mr. Ram was face down on the hammock, snoring, -loudly-. A discarded bong lay on top of a lawn chair next to it, the stink of burnt green enough to make the feline’s neurons fire. He studied the unconscious body in front of him. This was too easy. Rams apparently preferred bicycle shorts when they went to parties, and nothing else. The unconscious fellow had the meaty, short, packed build of a wrestler. Charn  enjoyed the temptation of the fine, muscular rump that peeked out from the smooth slope of the ungulate’s spine, two delicious cup cakes that needed nibbling on, or pressed between. If Charn had been invited to this party, maybe he would have done just that. He took a handful of the hammock, which was more a fisherman’s net than anything else, strung between two trees. The ropes were sturdy, rough hemp, and he had no problem pulling one of the diamonds they made far enough apart to nudge one of the ram’s hooves down into it. And then another, for his other hoof. Arms were easily pushed down into others, before he pulled the wrists back and trapped them up near his head. Those rounded horns were easy to snare as well, which worked great, as by trussing his horns, his long, sleek muzzle was pushed down through yet another. He checked it - the ram was breathing through his nose, but his mouth was tightly clamped shut. He wouldn’t be saying anything for a while. He wandered back to the pool, and found a discarded pair of goggles. Perfect. These he strapped over the ram’s eyes, filling it with the pool water first. It wouldn’t blind him, but it would definitely obscure anything he was seeing. 

Then he slid onto his back, and mechanic style pushed himself under the hanging hammock and it’s trapped prey. The wrestler’s body was pushed into the ropes, reminding the tiger of an Easter ham in the oven. There was nothing to cook here, though. A claw pushed into the shiny black material of the ram’s bicycle shorts, and Charn was pleased as two avocados slid out, slithering between the ropes to hang like a punching bag before the hungry feline’s muzzle. He licked his chops, before chastising his partner’s eager genitals. He reached up, taking that warm, soft pouch in his paw, feeling the latent heat and need of those ripe ram-fruit against his naked palm. Carefully, he pushed them up, threading them back between the ropes, and then pushing them to hang on the other side. They only halfway reached that far, so the tiger took the rope in his paw, pulling it towards the right, to help them fit naturally. Then, he took the other side of the diamond they had hung through, on the right hand side, and pulled it tot he left, and threaded them through that, as well. 

In short, he reversed the hole, and when he finally released his grip on them, the two ropes were naturally pulled in opposite directions by the ram’s own weight. That low hanging ram-sac was caught in the middle, the two ropes pinching and trying to pull through each side of the pouch. Perfect. 

The stag had taken the edge off of his need, but the hunger was still over whelming. He could feel that mouthful still, the deer’s testicles resting in the back of his throat, waiting to be swallowed. Silly tiger. He gulped, pulling them down into his hot, aching belly, and closed his eyes as he did. That felt good. It had been so long. 

He opened them again, finding the ram’s smooth skinned pouch just dangling before him, ripe and ready. He leaned up, grasping the rope on either edge of the hammock to hang from it, and opened his jaws wide. Fangs caressed that tender, silken sac, his tongue stretching out to lick again, lap along the smooth flesh. It was salty, the tang of exertion and excitement. Lips closed around his mouthful, with the ends of the nuts still peeking out from behind his lips, and he slurped, hard, pulling back.


The body above him twitched. Then twitched again, spasming as the ram reacted to a face-full of pool water. The tiger paid him no mind. Jaws opened wide, and he dipped those hanging nuggets between those fangs again, tongue crushing them warmly against the roof of his mouth. The ram bucked, and the tiger sucked. Claws pressed into his palms as he nursed on that hanging bag, pulling and drawing those hefty tiger treats down low in their pouch. Then gobbled back up, and this time teeth snagged against the neck. Leeching, pinching, gripping. The ram went still, but then as the tiger kept that firm, crushing pinch on, oh he bucked! Muffled grunts and whimpers struggled to escape from the bound ungulate’s muzzle, as the tiger slowly, casually stole those hanging prides from the wrestler’s body. 

The ram spasmed when the tiger finally finished relieving him of his heavy stones, the tiger pulling back,  just savoring the salty, coppery taste of the ripe organs in his maw. Splat! The tiger muffledly cussed, wiping at his eyes as the ram’s body purged itself of it’s seed. Charn should have expected that, it happened roughly twenty percent of the time when the victim  was awake and the tiger was taking his time over it. The psyche couldn’t handle the rape of it’s sexuality like that, and as if in some last ditch effort to fertilize something, it would spurt and spray and attempt to be useful. One last chance. The only thing the ram fertilized, though, was the tiger’s eyeball, though. He wiped at it with a wet paw, which only smeared it around more, almost forgetting about the cheek bulging mouthful of ram nuts he had just pilfered. He had to go back to the pool, and dunk his head in to scrape and wipe the last of the ram’s errant load away. 



Bastard rams, you could never trust them.


He looked over the two remaining, as he slurped on the ram’s balls like some sort of obscene gobstoppers. The scrotum itself was easy to peel away with his tongue and swallow down, but after gulping the stag down like that, he wanted to Savor them, extract every last drip and drop of flavor from those healthy male nuggets. Which one should he do next...


“So he neutered... two furs?” said the rookie. The squirrel looked positively green, and was glancing trepidatiously at the remaining, face down pictures that the Sergeant had yet to show them.


“Not quite. He actually neutered more than that. He started to get sloppy, though, which is why we think we’re going to be able to get evidence to bust this nut.” The police officers smiled, strainedly. You could never tell when the chief was making a pun, or just having horrible taste. “We think, as suggested earlier, that he’s eating them. Jeromy admitted to being heavily intoxicated with marijuana and hoofsbane. He was so intoxicated that he wasn’t even aware he had been nutted until he was untied from the hammock. He remembered getting a ‘wicked hand-job’, but has no memories of the assault. He also thought the hand-job was from a unicorn from Saturn, sent on a mission of peace and choosing him as an Ambassador for Earth. So. We believe that the marijuana will have affected the tiger’s focus, if nothing else, so we are hoping that it means he will have left a clue. That brings us to the third, and final victim, Mark Epulo. He was apparently awake during the assault, but had no idea that there was someone else there. 


“What??” Replied the other officers.


“According to his report, he thought it was his girlfriend....”


Charn straddled the lounge chair, pushing the lion’s legs off of either edge. They were thick, muscular legs, stronger and more meatily padded than the ram’s. Football, maybe, or rugby. He pushed them apart, and pushed the vixen’s legs apart as well, peering and leering between them. My my.


It appears the lion and fox had indulged in some premarital fornication earlier in the night, and passed out at their climax. The lion’s thick staff, soft now, was apparently of considerable enough size that it had remained inside his lady friend. The trunk of it that connected him to her bulged out, like some sort of fleshy water balloon. There was no reason, that the tiger could think of, to stop the two from enjoying themselves one last time, was there? 


He should have felt like an intruder, invading these two lover’s in their moment of vulnerability. They slept on, the fox atop her lion, both snuggled together on top of the lounge chair, with the tiger hunched over between their legs. That tiger slid his paws up the lion’s thighs, glancing to the right as the tufted tube tail smacked the ground. Not completely asleep, then. Good. He slid his palms further in, over the Hawaiian printed swimming trunks and finally grasping those cream fuzzed lion bulbs. That tail fwipped again, thumping along the ground, almost impatiently. Get on with it, it seemed to demand. Charn was happy to comply.


With one paw palm up, most of the feline’s fingers and paw itself was obscured with the lax, heavy, fuzzy scroted peaches of the lion. They were a fine pair, especially for a feline, and Charn was pleased that he had found them. Fingers tightened in their grip, and he pulled that grasp over and down along the feline’s scrotum, pulling, milking those cat-fruits low. There was another response, though this time from the vixen, and the tiger grinned as that soft bulging ‘knot’ at the base of the lion’s flaccid dick seemed to straighten out some. Which could only mean, of course, that the meat of his shaft was pushing up into the vixen, and pulling the slack skin up into her. The tiger continued to slowly milk, pulling, stroking, as the fox squirmed again.


“Oh, you are a randy one,” he barely heard her mutter, and the tiger had to duck backwards to avoid a flick of the fox’s tail. “I can’t... mmm... believe you are ready to go again...”


“Yeah, right,” came a low, used-car-oil-thick reply, thick, powerful arms wrapping around the slender vixen, pulling her down in a hug. “Try to act like you don’t want it, playing with me like that.”


Shit. Charn continued the soft, rubbing squeezes, though his muscles in his chest and legs tightened instinctively, ready to bolt should the jig be up.


“Oh, honey, you didn’t know about that? I told you, us foxes have all Sorts of tricks.” Charn watched as her sleek buttocks clenched, that shaft stiffening more, seemingly being slurped right up inside her. “You’re still wearing a condom, right?”


“Of -course- I am,” came that syrupy sweet reply. “I never took it off.” Those masculine hips pushed up, and the rest of his shaft buried into the fox’s snatch. Charn collected those twin peaches in one paw, fingers noosing just above them to keep them stretched low, and the other moved to the neck of the feline’s sack, pinching and plucking at the strong cords that connected them. Timing was going to be everything in this case.

“Why don’t you let me be on top. I’ll show you what it means to be Fucked by a Lion.” There was a note of earnestness in it, but it was too relaxed to really care. Lion males always fronted like they were big top doms, but they were always on the bottom, when it came to the bedroom. 


“Nah. I like you right where you are.” Charn pinched hard at that, complementing her statement with a soft crackling sound as something broke between his finger tips. The tiger hunched upwards, that cock looking solid as a rock. “You just better hope you get me off, this time, I don’t want to go back to sleep stuffed with sloppy cock if I haven’t gotten off myself.” 


Charn pinched again, with another soft crackling sound coming from the other tubes. He rubbed and twisted them between his pinching fingertips. The lion seemed to like the dirty talk. That, or he liked the abuse on his nuts. 


“Or trust me, you dirty slut,” Charn pinched harder, pulled harder too, and the lion’s tail slapped the ground as he hunched up harder. Oh yes, he liked the abuse. The big bad lion man getting off on thinking his girlfriend was threatening his nuts. Well, so much the better. “I’m going to make you see stars, especially if you keep doing that. I’m gunna come so hard it’s going to break the condom and make you pregnant!”


“Don’t you -DARE-,” growled the vixen, though Charn could tell she was hunching back just as hard now. “You get me preggers and I’ll make you wish you’d been born a lioness!”


Halfway there, thought Charn, as he felt one of the strong cords finally rupture, pulling apart like old rope. One fat lion peach sagged down in his grasp, completely loose. The vixen sat up, then, indignantly, riding the lion herself, slamming herself down on top of her man with impudent gyrations. Those arms slid from her back, to latch onto her front, and Charn could only presume the lion was playing with his ladies titties.


Charn had to make this quick. He pushed one claw out and pulled tighter on the lion’s balls, bringing that scythe to bear on the side of his sack. He just had to wait for the right time, and-


“Fuck yeah, YEAH! UNNNNNF!” The lion roared, the vixen shuddering, and the two of them gripped and clung to each other. Charn couldn’t see, but he got the impression from the way they twitched that they had just started to climax together. Perfect. 


Schhhhhrp! That claw unzipped the lion’s bag, shearing it right off, the cords of the other nut a temporary blockage in the tiger’s quest to claim another snack. The lion twitched, legs tensing, kicking at the air, and then both of them went completely still. Charn held up his pilfered purse, ears perked forward, but there was no movement at all. Finally, he heard the conjoined purrs and growls of the two sleeping. So sweet.


“And from there, we think he washed off in the hot tub and went home. We only think this because there was a trail leading to the tub, from the patio, and then another, wetter one, leading to the grass. So we need you guys to split up. Parkins, you and Lieutenant Varth canvas that neighborhood, find out if anyone has any security cameras that might hint at who it was. Trotter, Rookie, I want the two of you to check out the woods behind the house, see if you can find any tracks, hoboes, something that might tell us where he came from.”


The four officers nodded, though Varth and Parkins scowled at each other before heading out. Sgt. Dingle leaned back in his chair, rubbing at his forehead. This was going to be a long, long day. 


“Sergeant?” It was Mandy, from the front desk. He tapped at the intercom. 


“Yeah?”


“Ah, we just got a call, from a Thad Weimer, he says he was at that party last night, and..”


“We interviewed everyone at the party already.”


“Well, he wasn’t there. He’s the anonymous caller. He says, he was in the hot tub during the incident.


Shit. 


“Okay. Where is he? I’ll send Trotter and Rookie down to scoop him up.”


“We have him at the payphone on East Gardner Road, about two miles out from the highway.”


“Thanks, Mandy.”


-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-



“Wow, so we’re going to interview a witness huh?” asked the squirrel. Trotter nodded, peering out into the gray, murky day beyond the hood of his car.


“Yup. We may have to take him in to see if there’s any trace evidence left on him, too. He’s probably going to be missing his balls, and he might be in shock, too. I’ll ask all the questions, okay? You spook too easily. We need him to feel calm, like everything’s going to be all right.”


“How can we do that? The dude probably lost his nuts last night, I’d probably kill myself if that happened to me.”


Trotter growled, and Rookie’s ears perked up. 


“Why’d you just growl at me?”


“I didn’t.”


“Yes you did, you growled when I said I’d kill myself if I got castrated.”


“Just shut your mouth and take notes, Kiddo.”


The cruiser pulled to a stop on the crunchy gravel on the side of the road. There had used to be a gas station here, but it was shut down, and now there was only one other beat up old Chevy there besides their own. The caller, a zebra, of imposing height and broad shoulders, was sitting on the back of his trunk, still wearing nothing but a pair of yellow swim trunks with a big smiley face in the front.


“Think he’s in shock. Rookie, grab the coffee and that blanket in the trunk.”


The two officers approached, introducing themselves, and the muscled zebra nodded in recognizance. He took the coffee with shaking fingers, the blanket barely stretching over his shoulders.


“What’s you name, again?”


“Ah, Thad Gardner. I was at the party last night. I, uh, I guess I passed out in the hot tub. I swear, I didn’t see any of the other stuff that happened, or I would have stopped it.”


“It’s okay, nobody is blaming you for what happened. Do you remember anything at all?”


“Well.. yes. Actually, I remember waking up because the jets in the hot tub turned on. They tickled.”


“Rookie, do you have the rape recorder on?”


“Ah, yes sir, recording everything good.”


“Okay, Mister Gardner, why don’t you go over exactly what you remember experiencing...”


“Well... okay.”


The bubbles had tickled the zebra out of his alcohol and heat induced stupor. He had been having some sort of dream, a dream with dark red colors and soft moans. Where was Cindy? She should be out here, he needed some fucking relief, damn sluts always teasing and never putting out.



-SPLASH-


That had gotten his eyes open. A wave of hot water splashed over his muzzle, and the big stallion had blinked, himself awake, glancing around. Oh. He was in the hot tub. The water roiled and bubbled, a foaming cauldron with one big piece of zebra in it. So what had made the splash?


Thad squinted. There was a snorkel poking out of the water, on the other side of the hot tub. Why would someone do that? It’s not like you could find spare change on the bottom of a hot tub, what with all the bubbles. It slowly left the wall, heading almost directly for the big stallion. He couldn’t see below the surface of the water, at all. The lights above were angled at such a way that it just reflected off the surface. So the big stud just watched as that snorkel made it’s way creepily towards him. So someone didn’t want him to know who they were? This was getting interesting.


He glanced around the backyard. Hank was still in the pool, though the stag had moved from the raft to the inner tube, and he was halfheartedly attempting to push himself out of it.  Mark and Emily were still on the lounge chair, passed out, and everyone else was gone. He could hear a hoot from inside. Yup, still goin' strong. 


Hands pushed against his knees. Well well well. The snorkel was directly above them, now. Looks like someone wanted access to the zebra’s inner sanctum. He deigned to allow his knees to be pushed apart, smirking as those fingers - bigger fingers than he was used to - slid up along his thigh. Bigger than he was used to. That probably meant a dude, and if it was a dude, it was -probably- that badger from the wrestling team. Conan or something, the guy stared at Thad’s junk every time he could, making no secret about it. Thad settled back against the wall of the hot tub, as the warm jets kneaded against his back and buttocks. 


“Well there, pardner, looks like this is your lucky day.”


He had been expecting his sheath to get all the action. It was a short, but very fat sheath, and the gleaming glans of his big pony-stick perpetually bubbled from the end of it, sagging and hanging out regardless of what state of arousal he was in. He was surprised, therefore, when fingers instead were felt wrapping around his heavy horse testes, instead. Not that they were any less impressive - Thad was actually incredibly proud of his big spuds. It was just that, well, nobody seemed to notice them, what with all his cock in the way. He spread his legs a bit wider, as those fingers toyed and played with his heavy hangers. He felt the blood rushing through his body, with the heat, pushing his cock out into the open. 


Feeling a bit mischievous, he reached forward and pushed a fingertip into the end of the snorkel tube. He’d figure out who this was, one way or another. Instead of a gasping badger erupting from the water, though, he felt a bite against his nuts!


It wasn’t a hard bite, mind you, more of a nip than anything else, but it was startling enough that the zebra tugged his hand away. 


“Fine, fine, buddy, no need to get rough.” He tried to peer down into bubbling depths, as the teeth left his sac, and fingers went back to squeezing and tugging and massaging. Shit, it felt - good-. Cindy always treated playing with his equipment like an obligation, but this guy seemed to REALLY dig it. He couldn’t see anything except a looming black shadow, which even as he watched, pushed it’s way slowly up from the water’s surface. The water fizzed around it, tickling it even more, and the zebra had to flops his arms back over the edge of the hot tub to prevent from just grabbing and jerking it off. No way. He was going to make this fellow take care of Everything.


He smirked as his cock stiffened from a lazy sagging arch into full erection a good foot of it jutting from the swirling currents of the hot tub. The glans had a thick Prince Albert in it, which shined wetly, the impudent bit of metal staking out the peak of Mount Horsedick. 


Oof! Those fingers were getting rougher now, handling the black skinned potatoes that still nestled under the water. It felt good, but in a weird way, making Thad’s back shiver as he felt the strong, masculine fingers do what they want with him. What -were- they doing?? It felt like a cross between twisting and rubbing. He could feel a lazy burning sensation too, up high, like he had gotten rug-burn or something.


His cock was twitching, jerking, and thick, fluid blobs of his pleasure leaked down the gnarled, veined shaft to dissipate in the hot tub water. It twitched each time those nuts got tugged, his glans slowly inflating as he was teased and tweaked under the water. OH!


Had he just been bitten? He had felt a pinch, something firm against the front and back of his pouch, like the feeling of a bunch of needles all digging into his flesh at once. His stomach was churning, though he wasn’t sure if it was from the pressure of the pinching, or the alcohol that was soaking his system, or the heat of the water. He had no idea how long he had been in there. Playtime or not, he got the impression it was time for him to leave. 


He braced his hooves on the bottom of the tub, and started to haul himself up and out. Another few inches of shaft peeked out of the water, followed by the gripping fingers of-”


“What kind of fingers were they?” interrupted Rookie, being glared at by Trotter.


Thad blinked, his cheeks flushing bright red as he realized what he was recounting to the two police officers.


“Um. Um. Uh. They were spotted. I’m pretty sure the guy was a cheetah, or a snow leopard.”


“Don’t worry about it,” reassured Trotter. Thad frowned, slightly. The feline officer’s hand was awkwardly close to his groin, as if he had been... touching himself. His ears folded back and his he opened his mouth to note him about it. “Just continue where you left of. You were having your nuts played with, and you were getting close to popping your load, and you decided to bail.”


“No! No, that wasn’t it at all, I just got, I guess, I mean I guess I was a -little- freaked out, but...”


He had pushed against the bottom of the tub with his hooves, and pushed with his arms to haul himself out. Yes, that was true, and his arms had felt like rubber bands, all loose and lazy. There had been a hand on his shaft, gripping it, the fingers tight enough to indent the flesh - like they were fighting the zebra for it! And Even as he watched, they pulled back down, tugging Thad’s cock until he relented and lowered himself back into the water. 


He had settled his hips back onto the hot tub bench, and watched as his cock had kept sinking. The hand was turning, forcing it down, bending it to capsize into the roiling water. The water felt freshly hot, nearly scalding against his naked flesh, and he didn’t even know it was in the dude’s mouth until he had felt the teeth.


“Wait, I’m sorry, you felt a random dude, who didn’t want you to know who he was, chewing on your dick?”


The zebra looked mortified.


“I, I mean, I didn’t know, I thought, it was, I mean, I’m sorry!”


“You don’t have to be sorry,” Trotter responded. He thumbed back to his cruiser. “Rookie, sit this one out.”


“But-”


“Get in the car and let dispatch know what’s going on.” The squirrel was reluctant, but after another look at the zebra, one mixed with a cross of disgust and bewilderment, the squirrel left. 


“Please, continue. And don’t worry. I’ve heard all of this before, So just tell me everything you can about what happened. It might help us find your assailant.”


“Okay.” The zebra slurped at the coffee, his shoulders relaxing some.


“So yeah, I mean, I felt teeth, but it wasn’t like he was eating my dick or anything. It was more of just him trying to get it in his mouth. My dick is...” The zebra’s ears flattened again. “All of my girlfriends told me it was TOO much for them to take. So when I felt those teeth, kinda ‘marking’ their way down my cock, I was ecstatic....”


“Holy shit, no one’s ever gotten that far before!” Thad crowed. He wished he could see what was happening under there! It was intense, strange, exotic. The guy was only a foot or so away, but was for all intents and purposes on the other side of a wall. Thad contemplated standing up and dragging the Mad Sucker up out of the water like some hooked fish, but the feeling of that gripping, hungry throat, tugging along his flesh, Fuck! It was intense!


He could feel his glans being crushed, the delicate, sensitive rim folded back until the mushroom like bell’s edges were rubbing against his naked shaft. Those teeth seemed to latch into his flesh, just to hold it steady. He idly wondered how the little shit was breathing - there was no way he was using the snorkel in his mouth. A nose snorkel? Did those things exist? 


“UNF! Yeah you mother fucker, take the whole thing, if you fucking can! Yeah, bitch!” Those teeth marked another few inches down his shaft. The snorkel was ‘approaching’ him again, as his assailant chowed down on inch after inch of zebra cock. That was when the sliding door had opened, and he had heard footsteps behind him.


“Thad, Thad honey are you awake?” Oh shit. It was Cindy. The  zebra completely froze, glad that his head was already laying back on the edge of the hot tub. He could hear her sandals glop glop glop closer, the mare tugging gently on one of his ears.


“Someone said they heard you shouting, are you awake honey?” 


Teeth chewed over his medial ring, making the zebra’s upper lip tremble upwards. He was getting ready to bust his wad, blow a hot load right down this dude’s throat with his girlfriend standing right next to him. 


He tried to feign total stupefaction, opening his eyes and blinking sluggishly into the bright porch lights.


“Huh? Wha?” He smiled up to the upside down face of his girlfriend. “Oh, haaaaay babEE!” He cleared his throat, a big hoof banging heavily against the side of the tub at a particularly rough gnawing of teeth against his dick.


“Hey hon, were you having good dreams? Ralph said he heard you cussing someone out out here.” She leaned in, nuzzling against his muzzle, sharing breath as those teeth inched closer to his sheath. 


“Unf, oh, fuck. Um. No. I mean, yes?” His mind raced. He wouldn’t be able to hide getting off, and then he’d be caught. He had to get her out of her, and fast. “Um, I was having sexy dreams baby. Thinking of your fine mouth against my ass. You know, rimming me out?”


Her expression immediately twisted into disgust. “You’re gross.” 


He pushed his luck. “Come on, baby, you know you’d love it. I’ll shower and everything, first! Promise...”


She turned away, throwing her hands up in the air. “Men!” And stalked her way with heavy clomps into the house.


Which was -great-, because those teeth found the base of his cock, and the zebra blew himself silly. Maybe it was the heat, or the exoticness, or just the time it had been since he had had fun having sex, but he was pretty sure he shot brain through his nose, he came so hard.


Worst of all was, he felt those teeth chewing into the narrow root at the base of his cock. Like, while he was climaxing, he could feel those hungry jaws working and whittling away his flesh, taking it, and it didn’t stop his climax in the least.


“That’s, that’s actually what I’m worried the most about,” said the zebra, half hiding his muzzle in that coffee cup, eyes down, avoiding the police officer’s grin. 


“What’s that?”


“Well... that it was so hot. I mean. I think that the reason I came so hard was because I.. I knew... that this hungry predator was eating my junk. I didn’t want to admit it to myself until afterward, but I knew.”


The look on Trotter’s face indicated that he didn’t know what to say. He put on a strained smile, and patted the zebra on the back. “Well, I guess it was a learning experience, at least?”


“I just wish I had.. you know. Filmed it or something. Do you know if, ah, can geldings still get off, at all? I mean like, with butt toys, or something?”


Trotter shifted uncomfortably. “Well, actually, I don’t know that myself. Injuries like... like yours...are common enough that the hospital actually hosts a bimonthly victims awareness group. Um. I can get you the information, if you’d like, or you can get it yourself, at the hospital?”


Thad ignored the hope in the panther’s voice, and settled on the first option. “That would be great. I don’t want to go to the hospital, I don’t want - anyone - to know I’ve lost my junk. I’m on a scholarship, and I think it would be revoked if my coach found out. My parents would kill me if they found out I lost my balls before I sired some colts.


“Uh...huh. Well. Ah. I have your recording here, you will have to stop by the station to make a deposition, and I thank you for sharing your.. account of what happened with us. We hope to find out who has been doing these things and stop him.”


“Sure, sure.” The zebra was somewhere else, though, a strange, soft smile on his lips, his eyes distant as he thought something over. 


7:57 read the clock, as a freshly showered tiger slipped back into the sheets and blankets of his bed. His belly bulged, stuffed with the ripe meat of four delicious studs. The last one had more than paid off for all the others. After he had sheared through and gulped down the zebra’s cock, he had surfaced, to find a kiss waiting for him. The zebra had, apparently, been watching the tiger since he stepped into the light, had watched the zebra visit each of his friends, unmaling each in turn. 


Apparently, the zebra had also had a huge fetish for this sort of thing.


Charn had talked with the fellow afterward, sitting on the other end of the hot tub, about why he did the things he did, and the different methods he employed. Apparently the zebra came from a large family, and he was more than willing to show the striped feline where, exactly his older brothers had settled down. They were all local, and if the zebra’s rantings were to be believed, they were all just as tasty as he was. They had finished the night off at a Denny’s, enjoying two cups of black coffee as the sirens raced down to the ill-fated pool party and it’s awakening victims. All Charn had to do was video tape one of his brothers being chewed on, and the zebra would throw the police off of his trail.


Seemed pretty win-win to him. 


For now, though, the sated feline was going to sleep. There was to be a big day tomorrow. The tiger was starting a new job.

