
A Collection of Fun Little Stories written by generous authors for a Special Cheetah

Story One - “All Tied Up” - by Ashton


Henry’s head ached. It felt like a steel drum was going off inside his skull. He was standing up, he could tell that much, but it was too dark to see really much of anything. In a way he was kind of thankful really, bright lights would have made what was a migrane into something the level of a war crime. Before long though the pain started to fade and Henry realized a few things then. First was that he wasn’t just standing, he was standing naked and also bound back against a wall. Second he could hear someone humming nearby, though he could only make out a faint outline of the feline’s form and flicking tail. There also he realized was some sort of machinery out in front of him, though he couldn’t make it out too well. Henry snarled and shouted to the feline,”Hey! Why the hell am I all bound up! Let me go now asshole and maybe I won’t call the cops on your sorry ass!”


The feline looked up a moment later, his eyes and fangs glinting a little in the low light as he grinned, “Oh good, you’re awake. Be a shame for you to sleep though this. I’ve never tried this sort of thing....well this ‘specific’ way of this sort of thing, before. Would be a terrible shame not to get some feedback. on it.” Henry gulped, something about the feline’s tone for this made his blood run cold. The feline flicked on the light then, and Henry could see the big feline fully exposed, nude and sporting a sizable barbed erection. Henry now was illuminated as well, the big brown wolf’s coat a uniform color except for his white underbelly, his sheath and balls also that nice creamy white. The tiger padded closer, and gripped Henry’s balls and sheath, squeezing and rubbing over them firmly enough to make the wolf yip, “Hey! f..fuckin..OW! common let me go you jerk!”  The tiger snickered a bit and shook his head, “I bet you don’t even remember my name from last night do ya? When you were mackin to try and get my pants down?” Henry blinked, then winced as his balls got another firm pinch, and he felt an odd tingle as the tiger’s skilled rough machinations had his wine colored cock starting to slide out into the open air.


Henry tried to ignore the pleasures of those rough paws, the fingers tracing across his balls and sheath, working slowly at both of the wolf’s sizable endowments, getting his 9 inch long shaft rock hard. The tiger smirked, “It’s Charn by the way, that’s my name.” He said as his fingers gripped the wolf’s knot. He gave it a slow firm tug, squeezing the organ and making the wolf’s hips twitch. “Gnnnh! C...common man kn..knock it off I don’t like this..gnnh..k..kinky shit!”, Charn couldn’t help but snicker at that as he picked up a pair of tight noose ended bits of twine. He looped the first behind the canine’s knot, tightening it down firmly, and then did the same with an identical loop around the wolf’s ballsack close up to the wolf’s body. “Well don’t worry, we only have one more ‘kinky’ thing to do then I’ll be out of your hair Henry.”, the tiger said with a snicker, stepping back towards the chunk of machinery in the middle of the room. 


Henry now could finally get a look at that machinery, it appeared to be a round crank device, the round plate towards him having a bunch of connection points for smaller round plates. He could see there were two smaller plates now on either end of the first. His balls rope was hooked to the bottom plate, and his cock to the top. Henry felt his stomach dropping out a bit, “W...wait...wait m..man what are you doing? What is this?” Charn just smiled as he gripped the crank, and he started to turn it. The machine was clunky, old he could tell from the sounds it made but very strong no doubt. Each turn henry watched, the big plate rotated the smaller ones, and the smaller ones turned counter to the main plate. The twines around his cock and balls started to tighten as they twisted on each other. Each turn made the wraps tighter, made the slack in the building rope less and less as Henry’s eyes locked onto the growing tension in it. “To answer you, it’s a rope winder. It’s used to wrap twines into rope and all. It’s really kind of a delightfully simple device and...ah there we go.” Henry let out a loud yip as the twines twisted up to his balls and shaft, tugging both together tightly as the wolf’s eyes closed tight. “S..stop i..it’s st..starting to hurt..c..common!”, Henry tried to wiggle and yank from the rope’s grip as it tightened, but he couldn’t move anything like enough. Each round of the crank now started to make the wolf’s cock and balls twist, turning slowly along with the crank though only a fraction of the distance charn’s cranks went. “P..p..please m..man..s..sto..stop it! Y..you’re g..gonna..nnghh!”, The wolf winced as he looked down at his junk, watching how now his balls were pointing up and his cock down. The tension in his crotch was getting painful now, and he could feel the tendons holding his cockbase and his ball starting to strain as they twisted and turned. 


Tears started to form in henry’s eyes as the pain and tension built, a keening whine forming in the male’s throat as his cock and balls turned further, and further, nearly turned a complete circle around now. Henry let out a loud and high pitched bark of pain as his cock passed it’s starting position, and he felt something ‘snap’ in his cockbase, the wolf shaking in his bonds. Yet despite the pain, the aching and the painful tug of his crotch which was now standing about a half inch from his body proper, he was harder than he’d ever been in his life. The wolf’s shaft was a deeper red than it was before, the veins along it’s length standing in sharp relief from the tight pressure of the noose around the base. His pre was leaking from it slowly thanks to that pressure, but the flow was slowly being cut off by the tight pressure. The thick cock pulsed with each turn, throbbing still despite being strangled off as it slowly turned, his length and balls bases twisting tighter and tighter around each other. 

The big wolf yipped with a high pitched tone as there was a meaty sound of ripping, and the twines started to show a bit of red. Henry’s sac had torn open , the weak skin now shearing away from his tough cords leading to his orbs. Those very cords then clenched tighter, almost like a elasticator band around the base of his own shaft. Henry was panting and whimpering in pain, shaking his head and trying to wake up, this had to be a dream, it couldn’t be real! Then he felt and heard the meaty crunch of bone and flesh as his baculum snapped. His cock and balls were starting to cool now, their blood flow so restrained that they were choking as they were twisted further and further, the shaft a deep ruby now of trapped blood, looking more and more like a juicy chunk of meat instead of a man’s cock. 

Henry’s throat was raw from shouting and yelping now, the pain growing as his balls had been twisted around 4 or 5 times now, he couldn’t believe the pain. It was like someone was kicking his junk except the pain never ebbed! Then it happened, there was another loud snap, and he couldn’t feel his left nut.  The cord had strained beyond it’s limit and yanked from his crotch. His voice broke, choking sounds coming from the wolf as the wet ripping sounds continued, the poor wolf’s cock angling funny as it slowly started to rip from it’s moorings. Henry wished for it to end, his body tensing harder and harder as his balls and shaft were pulled further and further from his body. Then it happened, with a loud crunching rip the pain ebbed away to a dull ache, and the wolf fell limp in his bonds. He looked down at his crotch, and saw only twisted flesh, the wounds mostly closed by the pressure and twist of his orbs with only a few scant dribbles of red coming from his ruined manhood. On the floor lain his cock and balls, both freed from him and similarly twisted at the base, sealing them shut. 

Charn stepped up and freed the two thick balls and cock from their bonds, smirking at the work, “my my, clean work these things. Fun to watch too.” He chuckled and took the male bits to a table nearby, putting the big cock onto the plate with the two balls skinned of their sac and sitting on the cool ceramic plate. Charn snickered a bit, “Alright dimitri! I hope you enjoyed watching, you can come in now.” The lithe cheetah stepped in then though the door at the back of the room, nude as well and with his own erection standing proud. Charn bowed and smiled, gesturing to the table and chair in easy view of the poor demaled wolf. Henry watched him sit down, whimpering weakly though his broke throat as he watched the predatory feline pick up one of his balls from the plate. Dimitri suckled delicately at the orb, holding it between his lips showily for the wolf to watch, before starting to rasp his tongue over the one end. The wolf heard more than saw as the feline used his tongue to slowly open up the end of the orb, clenching his lips over it to spurt the wolf’s testicle out across his tongue, slowly flattening it between his lips till it flats out in his mouth. Dimitri then chewed the musky masculine mush and made a show of swallowing the delicious morsel down. The cheetah grinned at the wolf as he picked up the next ball, putting it between his fangs on one side. He then let Henry watch as his sharp teeth slowly sheared through the delicate flesh, and dimitri moaned out at the taste, chewing it slowly as he giggled at the trapped whimpering wolf. 

That left the impressive male member now, which dimitri picked up by the knot, squeezing it firmly and rubbing over the bloated sausage of male meat. He slipped the tip between his lips and suckled on it softly, showing off to the nullo wolf as he eased that cock in and out of his throat, letting henry see as it bulled his throat on each push into the depths of the cheetah’s maw. Dimitri then slowly eased the cock back out, leaving the tip resting on his tongue, just visible to Henry. Dimitri grinned, then bit down hard, cleaving the tip of the cock with a wet crunching pop like biting though a well cooked sausage. Dimitri moaned, chewing up that flesh with obvious relish as he slowly swallowed down that first morsel. He took his time after that, nibbing away an inch at a time from the musky male sausage as Henry’s teary eyes got to watch every bit of his manhood go down that fanged maw. Dimitri pawed a moment, holding the knot of the male wolf’s cock as he slowly tugged the bone from the center of the shaft, tossing it to henry’s feet. He bit deeply into the round of flesh like an apple, the cheetah moaned loudly as he slowly worked through that final chunk of flesh. Finally Dimitri gulped down the last bite of that delicious meat, licking his fingers clean and giggling, “mmh..thanks for the delicious meal Charn.” 

The tiger snickered, “It’s the least I could do, besides I had to test this rig out. It seems to work perfectly too. “ Henry’s eyes locked on Charn’s as the tiger came up close. “Now, I bet I know someone who’d really like to have himself a new pet doggie...hehehe...” Henry whimpered, his tail between his legs in fear, his night it seemed, not nearly over....

Story Two, by Sharako

The Kitty Cutters Club :The Jewel Heist 

Demitri skimmed over the personals section of the local newspaper, bored. So bored. The cheetah had been preying on the gullible ingrates of society, culling the non feline species, trimming off their balls, chopping their cocks. Life was getting repetitive,  was getting  just TOO repetitive. It was always the same; go to a bar, mess with a jock, lead the jock to a blind alley, neuter jock... same old same old, night after night. He needed something new, something exciting. 

What’s this? He read back over a small article under the classifieds. How fascinating - Prince Michael, British heir to the throne, was going to be visiting Canada on his Honeymoon. They were coming to his town. Demitri’s belly tightened with excitement - this was his chance, his big score!

Demitri went to the Empress hotel where the Prince was staying. The guards were posted at the main floor, an impassable barrier - or were they? Nothing was more clever than a hungry cheetah. Demitri went back into the kitchen and stole a uniform. The sly cat then grabbed a food cart and strolled casually up to the honeymoon sweet. He knocked on the door and the prince answered letting him in. 

Demitri wasted no time and pulled out the chloroform rag and wrapped it around the wolf’s muzzle. The prince jolted, pushing back against the cheetah, nearly knocking him into the food cart, before slumping unconscious to the ground. He had to hurry if he was going to do this. He found the princess in the sitting room, doing her hair, and quickly chloroformer her as well. Demitri went back to the main room, and dragged the prince into the bedroom, locking the door behind him. He dragged the Prince up onto the bed, and pulled his royal pants off, revealing his Royal wolven manhood. Demitri tied up the prince as well as gagging him.  

Demitri came back and looked at the succulent royal jewels . His feline nose nuzzled into the bits smelling the musk from them. The vicious muzzle opened up and licked the full balls and then slowly worked up to the sheath and into the slit. the inside tasted of masculine flavors. The Prince slowly started to come to, his cock giving a throb against Demitri’s tongue. It was poking out of its snug hiding place, baring it self for the hungry feline. The cat lapped at the tip, and the prince moaned. His throbbing scepter grew in length for the hungry cheetah, filling out to throat-stretching proportions. Prince Michael looked down at his prince-hood to see a hungry cheetah sucking at his cock. 

It did not take long for the prince’s scepter to reach full mast, his knot filling out as well. Demitri knew that canine knots made it easy to trap the cock in his muzzle. His jaws opened and slipped his canines around the knot and suckeled hungrily. The prince moaned in pleasure as his cock was buried deep in the hungry muzzle. The pleasure overwhelmed the prince, his scepter shooting pre into the tight throat of the feline. Demitri grinned with pleasure as he wrapped his tounge around the the royal rod and stroked and milked it. The prince couldn’t last any longer, so pent up from some earlier foreplay. His royal seed shot into the cheetah’s hungry muzzle.

Demitri knew this was his moment. He clamped his jaws shut severing Michael’s scepter from his royalness.  Demitri smiled as the blood poured from his lips. he gave a swallow and the royal scepter plunged down his throat, sliding warm and thick into the predator’s stomach.   Demitri looked down at the nice, full sack still hanging there, fat and heavy. He grabbed it with his paw, and with claws imbedded, he ripped the wolf’s plums off like fruit from a tree. He smiled and got up, taking the royal jewels with him. He dashed down the fire escape and was on his way in the night, his stomach full, and trophies in his paw. He could fetch a grand price for them on the black market! In fact, he knew Just the tiger to contact...

And everyone lived happily ever after, except the royal family. 

Story Three, by TwilightMaster

It had been a surprisingly easy job, the Dragon’s love for good exotic blends of Tea was just rather easy to exploit, a few drops in the cup and the mighty eastern dragon was sleeping like a baby, Demitri had certainly made a good catch tonight.

The dragon came to his senses with a strange cold feeling rushing along his spine, he found his limbs rather hard to move at all and as he opened his eyes, he was greeted by a big flash of light, almost blinding him, coming from a powerful light bulb, he was tied to some kind of odontology chair, thick metal shackles holding his wrists and ankles, 4 strong straps of thick leather holding his neck, chest, belly and tail out of the way, the chair was surprisingly long enough for the eastern dragon’s slender, tall body and soon he tried to call out for help, only to find his voice muffled, a large ball gag stretching his jaws wide open, he was truly helpless, not even his powerful dragon breath would get him out of this.

In middle of his struggle, the Dragon had not taken notice of the shape moving around the dark room with a wide sadistic grin. It was collecting tools, placing them on a small medical cart and then rolling it towards the dragon’s chair. Only then did the dragon’s ear twitch, when he heard those squeaking wheels. Trying to turn his head, he saw a rather small cheetah, with a familiar face. It was the one who had sold him the special blend of tea, his eyes opening wide, struggling some more as he let out muffled cries and demands to be released. The Cheetah chuckled and stabbed the dragon’s neck with a needle, the dragon closing his eyes at the pain. It wasn’t that much of a bother with his thick scaly hide, it was just rather uncomfortable. Immediately after, a burning sensation began to spread down over the dragon’s groin, opening his eyes again as his 2 feet long spire began to rise without any help, throbbing, pulsing alive, growing stiff and rough, the barbs and ridges flaring and a small knot began to grow at the base, capable of swelling much larger. 

The cheetah seemed fascinated. It just took a few strokes of his soft hands to get the large breeding tool to grow to it’s full length and girth, the knot growing as large as a melon, the rest an erotic show of bulging barbs, pulsing ridges and interesting textures that felt delightful in the Cheetah’s hands, no need to wonder how it may feel inside some other place, it was just marvelous. Demitri had seen it before and had been stalking this delicious morsel for weeks. He had to add such beauty to his collection!

The Dragon trembled and struggled much less, he had no idea what Demitri had in store for him, perhaps this was an obsessed fan of sorts, or just some perverted stalker that would let him go after he’s all done, right? Yeah right! The dragon’s struggles renewed with strength, at least till Demitri jabbed yet another needle on the dragon’s neck, the Dragon’s struggles quickly slowing down to a definite stop, his eyes wide open, but his body unresponsive. 

He felt much more sensitive, the very breeze of the room, brushing against his scales made his body squirm and his toes twitch “No moving... you don’t want to ruin your surgery!” said the sadistic Cheetah with a wide victorious grin, taking a golden ring from the table, starting to slide it all the way down from the dragon’s large throbbing cock head, past the thick glans and down each bulging ridge, the dragon moaning into his gag, his body twitching at the pleasure as the ring began to press against the massive knot. It wouldn’t fit. The cheetah laughed, and spritzed the dragon’s knot with a bottle of water based lubricant. He pushed against the ring, the dragon grunting in discomfort, the ring just won’t fit, the Cheetah had to stop, but he did not, the ring slipping, squeezing the knot painfully and with a loud ‘pop’, the ring was right at the base of the dragon’s spire, right behind the knot.

The Dragon whimpered in protest, squirming as that ring squeezed tighter against the root of his massive breeding pole, almost painfully so, Demitri pulled hard on the dragon’s spire as the ring kept squeezing down, starting to grow rather warm, spreading some strange vibration along the dragon’s shaft.

Demitri chuckled as he pulled his favorite tool from the table.. his large, shiny, sharp knife, the Dragon’s eyes grew as wide as they could get, he would struggle if he could, quickly and swiftly, the Cheetah began his work, holding the stretched spire, pulling more of the dragon’s root away from his genital slit and pressing the knife under the ring.

Even making quick work of the Dragon’s intimidating tool, even though it just took a few seconds for the knife to slice off that tender dragon meat, it still took three deep back-n-forth saws of the feline’s blade before the massive tool came off. It sagged, nice and smooth, slopping heavily in Demitri’s hands, the Dragon whining and trying his best to scream against the gag, but only able to stare, terrified. Demitri raised the massive severed tool, laughing and sliding his rough feline tongue over every ridge, every barb.. every inch of that fat knot, right in front of the dragon’s face, the ring on the root was burning bright hot, sealing the severed dragonhood, glowing bright green as a preservation spell was spread over the spire, it would last forever as long as the ring remains tightly squeezing the severed root, it would stay hot, warm, pulsing and still spread a good deal of the dragon’s powerful musk as if it was still alive between the dragon’s legs.

The Dragon’s body twitched as what little he had left, sticking out from his genital slit, quickly healed and stopped bleeding, the eastern was fast to heal such wounds.. but he won’t grow back his prideful meat, forever missing what made him male, his slit may well be a pussy for any other male to fuck.

Unable to take it anymore, the dragon’s eyes still wide open in shock, unable to comprehend why would something like this happen to him, Demitri grinned and quickly stuffed the still throbbing and pulsing prize into his bag “He’s all yours boys.. I’ve got what I wanted” He said before taking his tools and leaving at once

As the Cheetah left, several other shapes came into the room, laughing and with large throbbing manhoods themselves, looking lustfully at the helpless emasculated dragon, they were quite ready to make him their bitch... He certainly had a long night ahead... and these males would be making good use of his new dickless pussy.

Story Four - by Hidan

“Take Out Food”

“Sandwich delivery for a mister...Smith?”

The huge draft stallion frowned, peering first at the tiny slip in one hand, then the quite wide-eyed serval standing in the open door. “Well I suppose it is a common name. You did order the Hunk Special with extra sausage, right?”

“I...ahh....I...” Said Mr. Smith stroked the back of his head a moment, eyes quite not making it up to the very large stallion’s face, let alone much past his chest or stomach!

“I’ll take that as a yes. Good! You’re my last delivery of the night, and it’s been a busy one. Might as well make the last to a cute kitty like yourself.”

“I....ahh...”

“Heh, and I thought cats were the one to steal tongues, not horses. Excuse me bud.” The huge draftie shifted his pale white tail and gently moved sideways past the still gaped savanna cat, sandwiches in hand as he clopped into the small hotel room on those white-feathered hooves. “So where do you want it?”

“I...wait what?” The cute serval was stumbling all over his words, and his eyes certainly hadn’t traveled higher. “The sandwiches? I mean, just set them on the desk. Lemme find some...”

“Not that sausage.” The huge draft stallion had already tossed the food aside onto a nearby table, seeming quite unconcerned about simply making himself at home on the leather chair nearby. “I’m talking about this sausage.”

There’s all the more reason to stare when that dark-fleshed and mushroom-headed horse cock is so casually fished out of opened jeans, flopping heavy with a thud on his thighs like a limp snake!

“You did order the extra meat. How about 100% free range equine? Very lean, and very, very filling. I admit, it’s quite a large helping, but you look like a hungry cat.”

“But, how...?” Poor serval, he didn’t seem to know how to stand, how to move, mostly frozen in place! He only just remembered to close the door after a few long moments before he’s soon rubbing at his eyes and tear-stains and peering again to see if the big floppy stallion was still sitting there so casually in the chair!

“Well don’t stand there gaping, there’s plenty more you can do with your mouth like that.”

Minutes later, the horse would be very pleased with himself! Laying back with arms relaxed, knees apart with a very cute and attentive savannah cat nosing and bumping and nibbling on that heavy horse pipe draped over his muzzle!

“There’s a good kittycat. Now I don’t have too much time before I have to be home, but you just use that raspy tongue of yours to get all that you need.” He didn't’ seem to mind as spotted paws pushed his knees apart, or as that rasping tongue scraped harder against his gleaming, sticky-veined tubesteak. 

He didn’t even mind that rather ornery nibbling from sharp and overly-eager kitty fangs! Nor those squeezing claws dimpling that turgid bi-colored horse hose! Heavy, warm stallion flesh sliding across serval lips and catching against teeth and a goodly squeezing massage that left the big draft stallion breathless, and more than a bit numb!

It would be all too much to enjoy at once! Nerves seem to misfire, even as the big horse stud’s eyes screwed shut from sudden pinching, a smooth paw would be felt milking the base! As soon as fangs would seem to drive in deeper than they should a raspy tongue makes his tail flit! And just as he thought he couldn’t take any more of that sudden and fierce and flesh-dimpling nibbling, a firm paw squeezed along his heavy stallion balls and he had simply no choice but to whinny his delight at soliciting the slinky savannah cat’s attentions! 

It was all over before he knew it, almost as if he had blacked out that last part, but as the stallion opened his eyes, there was a goodly bit of ropey horse spunk spilled out, and a very pleased looking serval cat tucking the equine stud’s pants back into place! Heh, he must have had quite a load, they even felt looser!

“I never expected to get such a meaty treat! Here, I insist.” The big draftie was a touch confused, peering at the cash tip as he’s ushered onto his hooves so soon after such a hefty orgasm. Again he had to adjust his pants, something just not fitting right. “You’ve more than helped where I needed things most! Now, you did say you needed to be off!” 

The horse stud frowned at the closed door, frowned at the cash in his hand. That...didn’t go exactly as planned, and perhaps he was wondering just how much that initial shocked and blushy act was an act! 

Still, it got his rocks off!

So as the horse clopped heavily home, Mr Smith sighed his own relief, hefting that huge fleshy ‘sausage’ in both paws with all the delight of a cat whom caught a songbird. He squeezed the veiny log, digging sharp claws experimentally into the flesh before turning towards the forgotten sandwich roll on the table. Cold no doubt!

That’s easily fixed!

So the serval had his supper, after scooping out all that greasy fried meat into the trash, and replacing it with a nice, thick, and satisfying homegrown fare, happily digging his teeth into each meaty, floppy bite! Sure, it wasn’t quite as soft as that shaved meat, and he had to really tug and pull to tear each mouthful free, but it was so deliciously salty, clean and fresh! The best kind of meat.

Plus, it WAS 100% free range, as it’s former owner had bragged, far more healthy that way! 

Story Five - by Edgey

~Tell Me Your Name~

   "Blasted idiots." Demitri cursed under his breath, having spoken to the New York bus station that had delayed him from his return home. "Looks like I'm fucking stuck here for a while. Well, first things first, I need a meal." He said to himself, looking around at the local furres. "The one good thing about this is," He spoke with a grin, "New York has such a variety." He tried to distinguish where he was location-wise, finding himself to be not too far from the SoHo district. "Oh, SoHo, such an upper middle-class to high-class neighborhood, a cheetah could eat like a king and then stay at a king's apartment." He pulled himself up off of the ground, smirking and licking his lips. "Yeah, this may be some of the best I've had yet." He pulled his messenger bag over his shoulder, heading for the streets.

   He moved into an alleyway where he saw a punk-rocker wolf leaned up against the wall, a simple grey wolf with long, dark hair. The wolf was dressed for the weather, wearing a black jacket and tight jeans that accentuated his bulging package and firm, tight ass. Demitri's mouth watered at the sight of him, marking him as the target for the moment. He pulled his hood up and moved up close to him, putting on an angelic façade despite his devilish intentions as he spoke. "Excuse me, sir."

   The wolf answered with a grunt, "'Sir?' What's with the etiquette? Not from 'round here are ya?" He said, speaking in a crass tone. "Seen a lotta yer' kind fall prey to guys like me, sittin' alone, tryin' to enjoy a cigarette, but then havin' some 'polite' outsider tryin'a get somethin' outta us." He half-glared at the cheetah, but smelled the air, "But from the way yer' smellin', I don't think ya want directions 'er some stupid shit like that." His glare softened into a leer and a devilish grin set in his features as he walked over to Demitri.

   The stunned cheetah blinked as he had been found out, his cock rock hard in his jeans as the wolf approached. "Well, since we're past the point of introductions and such, I think it's time to get down to business." He said with a devilish look that mirrored the wolf's as he approached him. "I'm just looking for a cock to suck, and you're obviously looking for someone to suck yours. What are we gonna do about this?"

   Before he knew it, the wolf was standing right in front of the cheetah. "I think you should be gettin' on yer' knees and worshippin' my cock." He said, half-forcing the willing cheetah to his knees before thrusting his crotch in his face.

   Demitri grinned, "With pleasure." He said in a tone that came off as incredibly sultry. He quickly undid the button and fly on the male's pants, pulling them down to his knees, the tight fabric holding him in place as the wolf braced himself up against the wall. Demitri pulled the male's underwear down to meet with those tight pants, and fondled the orbs beneath the wolf's sheath lovingly. He purred lowly as he began to lick at the stirring sheath, his rough tongue delving down within its depths and tasting the source of the nearly-intoxicating musk. He met with a piece of metal as he worked his tongue down around the head, purring all the while as the wolf above him moaned his pleasures. His paws worked at those nuts, looking over and noting that they were far enough away from the main street to where they wouldn't be seen.

   "Fuck, stop that teasin' shit...it's f-fuckin' drivin' me crazy." The wolf called above him, feeling the effects of the cheetah's actions. He felt his rod stiffen out of his warm sheath and into the warm, waiting mouth of the cheetah. His dolphin piercing rested on the middle and tip of the cheetah's tongue, his head poised at the back of his throat. He didn't know how big of a cock this little cheetah had taken, but he felt sure that his would be the biggest one he'd ever taken in his maw.

   Demitri moved the piercing with his tongue, rocking it to and fro, working the wolf the rest of the way out of his sheath. He took the entirety of his manhood into his maw, forcing the head to go down his throat. The piercing was angled just right to where he could easily move the shaft down. He bobbed his head along that rod, slurping greedily as his paws continued to bounce the kiwi-sized nuts under the prize in his maw, working them to where they hung lowly. He felt the wolf's knot inflate, and the silence above him, outside of the moaning suggested that the wolf was certainly enjoying himself.

   "D-Damn...f-f-fuck..." The wolf swore, trying to speak but finding himself unable to.

   Demitri chuckled, a rumbling sound that gave off a vibrating sensation in his throat and maw. He had started to twist and pinch at the cords that held the delicate wolf eggs, the wolf so lost in pleasure that he didn't realize what was going on. He leaked bittersweet pre into Demitri's maw, moaning out swears as he was sucked. Demitri began to lightly stroke the neck of that fat sack with his claws, moving his head with a faster motion to distract the wolf from the inevitible. He seemed thoroughly distracted, however, and Demitri felt those nuts start to draw closer, finding that then would be the perfect time to take them. He clamped his claws shut, surprisingly neatly severing the sack from its owner as the wolf exclaimed, "F-F-Fuck! G-Gonna cum!" And with that, Demitri's mouth was flooded with impotent cum, which he swallowed as he moved down to the base of the wolf's cock, taking his knot into his maw and biting down. The wolf howled with pleasure, his body unable to take the sudden loss caused him to pass out. Demitri pulled the cock from his maw and held up those gorgeous nuts, smirking. "Not a bad first catch..." He said, popping the nuts into his maw and chewing them slowly, murring and moaning at the flavor, but ignoring his own orgasm. He looked at the sack, and decided to use it to tie off the bottom of the wolf's cock, finding it exotic and would be better when cooked. He placed it in his messenger bag and pilfered the pack of cigarettes from the wolf's pocket, as well as a lighter. He didn't usually smoke, but after a time like that, anyone would need a cigarette. He walked a couple of blocks down the street, ducking into another alleyway, where he sat and enjoyed his cigarette. It had started to rain, so he pulled his hood up over his head, waiting to see what would happen next.

~Intermission~

   "Well, Mr. Kitsune, looks like everything's been set up, are you sure you really want to do this?" A certain pink fox by the name of Shin Kitsune (or Kitsune Shin as he was named in Japanese) looked to his agent with a smile.

   "Takeo, you've been  with me long enough to know that I'm never unsure of anything that I do. I've had some time to think this through, so yes, I'm sure." He said, his gentle voice floating through the air and lingering. "I just need some time to relax, you see? Being back here in New York...it reminds me of those days when I first started singing, professionally anyhow." He stretched, showing off his swimmer's form in the light of his agent's office. "So, if everything's been taken care of, Takeo, I'll see you in about three months."

   "Take care, Mr. Kitsune." He said, bowing to the Japanese fox.

   Shin walked down the street with excitement, which became doused as the rains began to fall. He was just on his way to his penthouse apartment in the rich part of SoHo, opting to walk rather than drive. He kept his eyes on the street, furres actually moving out of their way for him, and he didn't get bombarded with millions of questions nor paparazzi...for a while at least.

   When they finally recognized him, the paparazzi swarmed upon him, snapping photos and such. Shin ducked down an alleyway that connected into the back-alleys of SoHo, where he would jump up onto the rooftop. He watched as the paparazzi down below ran right past where he sat. He sighed lowly, "Being an archmage has its advantages sometimes, but then there are just those times that it's downright necessary!" He whispered to himself.

   His nose caught a peculiar scent, blood and semen. He moved along the rooftops with agility, finding the source of the smell, an unconscious wolf that had been completely neutered. He landed down beside the wolf, healing his crotch up, but not restoring his genitals, and instead, just gave him the appearance of being a cuntboy. He replaced the wolf's memories, making him think that he'd lost his genitals in a biking accident, and that the only way he would get off is to be fucked up the ass. Too good for you, if you ask me, Martin. He spat the wolf's name in his mind. He used his nose to track where the male's attacker had gone, wanting to thank him, but also covering the trail with a neutral scent as he went.

   When his trail ended at a cheetah sitting in the opening of an alleyway, whom was obviously male, and obviously turned on, he smiled. He walked over to him gently, not wanting to provoke anything unwanted. "Excuse me..."

~End Intermission~

   "Excuse me..." A light voice spoke above him, causing him to look up. He saw a pink fox adorned in a purple and black-striped hoodie with long violet locks looking down at him with amethyst orbs. "I couldn't help but notice you're sitting out here in the rain all alone."

   "Brilliant deduction," Demitri scoffed, "So?"

   "So...I um...I wanted to see if maybe you needed something?"

   Demitri looked the fox over, then grinned as the smell of a light musk, coupled with the scent of vanilla and red roses. Oh, this will be fun. He thought to himself. "Well, I guess I could use a place to stay if ya got one."

   The fox seemed to giggle lightly. "I live in the penthouse apartment in that place." He said, pointing to a really, really fancy-looking apartment complex that was illuminated by streetlights. "I invite you to stay as my guest...um, that is, if you want." He said, the fox's voice seeming familiar.

   "Sure, I don't have anywhere else to stay, I guess." Demitri stood up, looking at the height difference between the fox and himself. "What's your name, fox?"

   The fox seemed to giggle, "I shouldn't be surprised, I guess, I'm not really well known here in the States, but just about everyone here in New York seems to know me." He looked up at the cheetah, "You must not be from around here, then. I'm Shin, Kitsune Shin."

   Demitri's eyes widened, he thought the voice had sounded familiar. "Oh, so you're the guy I hear on the radio all the time around here. You sound great, even though I don't fully understand what you're singing."

   The fox giggled again. "That's normal, actually. Not a lot of people do understand the words, but they understand the feel, you see? You can feel what I feel in my music...or at least that's what I was told. Anyhow, come on, we should probably get going." He sniffed the air a little bit, "You smell like you could use a shower." He said, suggesting the last word more than actually saying that the male needed a shower.

   "Right, alright then, if it's no trouble to you, I'll go." Demitri said as he stood up.

   "No trouble at all." The fox said with a smile.

   Demitri whistled as they entered the fox's apartment. "Nice place."

   Shin locked and bolted his door, a precautionary measure. He clapped his paws and the blinds covered the windows, the room being illuminated by small, oriental lamps that stood atop rosewood-and-red-marble endtables precariously placed all about the room. He dropped the shy guy act and giggled, "For a mil, it'd damn well better be." He looked at the cheetah. "So first things first, you know my name, I know your name--"

   "Wait, what? How? I don't remember telling you..." Demitri asked, puzzled.

   "Well, my dear cheetah, you seem to have come into the home of an archmage." He smirked as he walked up to the cheetah. "And I must say, job well done on that wolf, although you did leave a bit of a mess, plus you didn't even attempt to cover your scent."

   Demitri seemed a little frightened, looking at the smaller, but clearly intellectual fox before him. "Y-You...how do you...?"

   "How do I know? Simple, I caught the scent of blood and semen while I was on the rooftops escaping paparazzi, got to the scene and fixed him up so that you're safe, altered his memories, covered your tracks, and..." He sniffed the air, "found the missing item. The other missing items being slowly digested in your stomach."

   Demitri's jaw dropped. What have I gotten myself--

   "Into?" The sly fox finished the thought, "Well, Demitri, you have nothing to worry about. I actually wanted to thank you personally for taking care of that menace." He spat the word.

   Demitri, still in shock, sat himself down. He rubbed his temples and looked up at the fox. "I don't know who you are, or what you're doing, but would you please stay out of my mind?"

   Shin tilted his head, "Oho, my dearest Demitri, I didn't read your mind intentionally, you were thinking such a thought so loud that I couldn't help but to hear it." He smiled, keeping his head tilted, "I respect the privacy of others." His nose twitched, and he felt drool building up in the back of his mouth. "Now then, remember that shower I talked about earlier?" He said, his eyes flashing a hot pink before flashing back to purple.

   "Whoa..." Demitri settled back onto the couch that he had sat upon. "Uh, look, Shin...this is a little weird for me, can you explain what you're getting at?" The cheetah tried to keep things under his hat.

   Shin giggled again, "Sure, basically I'm giving you what you want, a nice meal besides the one in your bag, and you're giving me something that I want as well." He continued on, "You see, all pain is pleasure to me, and the form that you see before you maintains itself, as in if it loses something..."

   "It regrows...?" Demitri finished, his ears perking with interest as he felt his sheath stirring again. He was pent up, he had to find release, and soon. He started licking his lips. "Then what are we wating for...?" He asked, smirking up at the smaller male.

   Shin giggled, "I figured that might get your attention." He swished his hips as he stepped down the hallway to his bathroom, beckoning the other with the sound of running water. To this, Demitri was immediately standing in the doorway to the bathroom, blinking as the singer disrobed before him. He was gorgeous, but the real question was if he would be able to satisfy the cheetah. Demitri licked his lips as the fox's ass came into view, that floof of a tail swishing and finally lifting to show the fox's sack, which was almost as full as the wolf from earlier's, as well as his tailhole.

   Wasting no time, Demitri quickly disrobed, leaving the messenger bag with the wolf's cock inside at the door. He felt his cathood break free of its fabric confines and moaned a little. He watched his host step under the hot spray and beckon him over. The cheetah was in the shower behind the other male in a moment, rubbing and carressing his host's chest. He found that the fox had three piercings on his body, two through his nipples, and one prince albert. He lifted the fox's tail, pressing his cheetah cock between that rump. The fox responded by grinding back against that cock, churring as the spray pelted his chest. His full shaft stood at attention from the rubbing, standing at nine and a half inches with a baseball-sized knot.

   Demitri licked and sucked at the fox's neck as he gently ground his rod between those cheeks. He then started to snake his feline tongue down the male's back, before turning him around and enveloping that cock into his maw. The fox above him moaned in pleasure, churring under the hot spray as he reached down to pet the cheetah between his ears.

   Demitri, deciding to test the waters, wrapped his entire maw around that cock, seeing if it would cause any difficulties. When he saw that it didn't, he began to slowly close his teeth in around the base, biting lightly, but enough to draw blood and licking it off. When the fox overhead moaned, he took this as a sign that the fox spoke the truth earlier. He moved back up to the tip, using his teeth and tugging on that prince albert. He tugged for a few moments before moving up to the little fox's face, placing a paw on the wall behind him as he gripped the prince albert between two of his pawdigits. "You know, I never really liked these. They always seem to get in the way of things..." He purred into the fox's ear as he tugged the piercing harder. When the fox moaned out, he took it as a sign to continue the administrations. "Don't you agree, Shin?" He whispered, pulling harder on that piercing.

   "Y-...yes, Demitri...I...I agree...p-please...take it out..." He moaned, his breathing ragged as he looked into the cheetah's eyes, his own a brilliant hot pink, showing that the fox was, indeed, hot and horny.

   Demitri pulled harder and harder until he felt a give, and heard a "pop" sound as the ring popped free of its skin and scar-tissue encasing. "Oh, looks like a little bit stayed on the ring." He said, bringing the flesh up to his lips and catching it in those deadly jowls as the wound in Shin's tip seemed to heal up and he was spurting pre like a fountain. "Ohh, liked that did you?" Demitri said, placing the ring up before reaching down and stroking that canid cock of the singer. "Then you'll love this..." He leaned in, licking and nibbling at the male's neck before moving down to that rod, continuing to stroke it all the while. He suddenly jerked it in the opposite way of the bacculum, snapping the bone and causing the fox to let out another moan. Demitri chuckled, "Boy oh boy, the fun things I could do to you..." He said, stroking the attached, floppy cock. He finally took the whole thing into his mouth, biting down just behind that bulbous knot and taking it for himself. He chewed the cock slowly, pulling away and finger-stroking the stub that was left as the fox moaned louder and louder, his jewels drawing up tighter. Demitri moved fast, barely recovering from the first part of his meal, he leaned in and took those furry orbs into his maw and clamped his jaws down, neatly severing the male's sack from his body. Demitri immediately chewed and swallowed the male's kit-makers, purring lowly as he watched the male lean against the wall, blushing and panting. Demitri licked some of the stray cum from his lips and grinned devilishly at the fox, who seemed to be partially satisfied.

   There was a tingling sensation in the cheetah's groin, and he moaned lowly as he felt himself get impossibly harder, his length growing a half inch in girth, gaining a knot, and lengthening by about three inches. He reached down and stroked his cheetah cock, which had been morphed by some means, and licked his lips, looking at the fox. "Turn around, fox." He said, his voice husky.

   The fox, unable to speak, did as he was told, lifting his tail to expose his hole to the cheetah. "Please...Demitri..." He moaned out.

   Demitri, still stroking his cock, licked his lips as he began to press his unlubed cock into that tight, fox ass. "Fuuuuuck...y-you're tight..." he moaned out as he pressed his enlarged member into the fox, whom could only moan in pleasure. He had gotten about halfway in when he had to stop, pulling out and turning the singer around, pressing him down onto his knees. "Get me lubed up, fox. I'm not hurting myself trying to fuck your tight ass."

   Shin stroked that man meat for a few moments, letting the water from above cascade over his form and then he took that long shaft into his maw, lightly suckling around the head before starting to work it into his maw. He smirked inside when Demitri had to lean forward and brace himself against the wall to keep from falling. Shin moved his maw quickly, drooling all over that cock to get it nice and wet.

   Demitri pulled Shin's head off of his cock, feeling that it was about to explode. He spun the small fox around and stood him against the wall while he got on his knees this time. He spread the fox's cheeks apart and licked along the crevasse. His rough kitty tongue dragged along the male's tailstar. He licked all around it before he roughly pressed it inside. When he heard the fox above him moan in pleasure, he knew it was time. He finger-stroked the stump within the fox's empty sheath, his tongue working over the male's insides. He purred lowly as he pulled his tongue out and stood, stroking his cock and slickening it with his pre-come and the fox's saliva before standing and pressing in again, finding it a lot easier.

   They moaned out together after Demitri had gotten about half of his shaft inside, and pressed even more, angling his tip to hit the fox's prostate. "F-fuck..." He moaned out, still stroking the cockstump, Shin was in pleasure undescribable, his tongue lolling from the side of his maw as he pressed back against that invading cheetah cock, soon finding his ass to meet the cheetah's hips. Demitri wasted no time, he pulled out and pushed back in, letting the fox's natural lubricants soak his member as he started to build up a rhythm. Shin moaned louder and louder with each passing thrust.

   "F-Fuck...n-not gonna...last..." Demitri said, his newly-found knot had inflated to keep the male from going completely back into his lap just yet.

   "T-Tie...with me...Demitri..." Shin moaned out, his cock-stump leaking his prostate juices.

   "Gods...Sh-Shin!" The cheetah moaned out and thrust that knot deep into the male. "Fuck...oh fuck!" He exclaimed, flooding the male's insides with what felt like gallons of cum. "Gods..." He moaned out, continuing to hold the fox in place.

   Shin, on the other hand, began spurting forth a semen-like fluid from his cockstump, coating his legs, feet, and the shower wall with the stuff. He moaned out in time with the cheetah's spurts, feeling his stomach filling and even bulging ever so slightly.

   "Gods...that was..." Demitri said, pulling out his softening cock and panting. He smiled at the fox, looking into his eyes. "...Fucking incredible."

   Shin was panting harshly, and fell into Demitri, half-clinging to him to stand. "S-Sorry, Demitri..." He said, giggling with a blush. "You're...really warm, you know?" He said, snapping his fingers as the water stopped. "We'll have to share a bed for tonight." He said, righting himself as he stepped onto the bath mat, a fur dryer blowing hot gusts all over his body, quickly drying his fur.

   Demitri repeated the action, noticing that Shin walked on into the bedroom completely nude. He turned at the door, and the amethyst eyes were back. "I hope you don't mind, I tend to sleep nude." He said with a wink.

   Demitri's mouth watered again, the fur dryer quickly drying his fur and he practically rushed after the fox.

   When they had both climbed into the bed, Shin curled up into Demitri's side, resting his head on the cheetah's chest. "I can hear your heartbeat..." He said, "It sounds like you're getting excited again..."

   Demitri looked down at the male, purring as he idly stroked the other's arm. "You're right, but I have one question..."

   Shin looked up, tilting his head slightly.

   "Why didn't you bleed?"

-TO BE CONTINUED...?

Story Six - Sci the Cheetah

Chompin’ Cheetah

Dimitri panted as he was pushed against the wall, his brethren in spots pressing their lips together. He moaned out as he felt Sci’s paw against his shaft, which was now throbbing and leaking heavily.

“This is mine now,” Sci said to his brother.

Dimitri just nodded as Sci lead him over to the counter and pulled a strange box out that had a plug and slot. The pure cheetah shuddered as he felt the box slide over his shaft and watched Sci plug it in. It didn’t take long for his shaft to heat up, cooking through.

Dimitri moaned out as he felt the heat flowing through his cock, pushing him to the brink of orgasm as it swelling up. Finally, Sci pulled the black shaft from the box and licked his lips, wrapping a bun around it. Dimitri shuddered again as he felt the cold ketchup being poured over his freshly cooked hot dog.

“Just...make it quick,” Dimitri finally said.

Sci chuckled as he looked up at the other cheetah. “I’m gonna take my time and you’re going to love every moment of it.” With that he pulled the ketchup covered cock into his muzzle and bit down, causing Dimitri to gasp and moan out as his tip was separated from his body.

Dimitri panted as he watched Sci chew the end of his shaft. “S-seems like your potion is working,” he said, practically on the verge of orgasm.

Sci gulped and chuckled. “As if you had any doubts,” he responded before taking another bite, earning another moan as his hot dog twitched.

Dimitri’s face was a deep red as he saw half his shaft gone. He didn’t take his eyes off Sci as his fellow cheetah took another bite, and that was enough to send him over, the ‘hot dog’ spasming and adding some ‘mayo’ to the mix. Sci giggled as he felt some splash over his face and happily lapped it up before pulling the last bit into his muzzle and finishing up his quick meal.

There was no bleeding and the bite looked clean, which helped diminish Dimitri’s worries. “Are you...going to finish?”

With that, the cheetah leaned down and pulled the hanging sack into his muzzle. Dimitri took a deep breath in as he watched carefully, those sharp teeth pressing into his sack before it disappeared completely behind the white grin.

Without chewing, Sci stood up and pressed his lips to Dimitri’s once more, the fellow cheetah blushing profusely as he felt an orb pushed into his muzzle, his own orb. With that, they shared the last of his bits as they made out, Sci’s shaft pressing against Dimitri’s belly.

The rest of the night consisted of Sci making the nully his bitch, fucking him in every position he could think of before the two passed out. The next morning Dimitri was woken by a firm grip to his regrown sack.

“Enjoy last night?” Sci whispered.

“Definitely. I hope you enjoyed your hot dog.”

Story Seven - by Salia

Party Time

The clock read 11:05 as Demitri, a lithe feline set a stack of red plastic cups on a small folding table covered in various snack foods. Sighing to himself the cheetah hurried back into the kitchen to prep the rest of tonight’s food. As he gathered his knives, a bowl, and various other supplies he hoped that everyone would like his special treats. Every year one of his friends would hold a Halloween party and finally it was his turn to be host. With all his gear precariously balanced in his arms he opened the door leading to the cellar and started to walk slowly down the steep steps. As he neared the bottom of the stairs sounds of moaning and whimpering grew louder with every step. Reaching the bottom and turning around the corner revealed the source of the moaning. Chained to the wall was various furs, a few horses, a couple foxs, a raccoon, a buff wolf, and even a pair of dragons with large swollen sacks. It had been hard work getting everything together but he thought what he had planned would out due the previous years parties.

Pulling up a small stool in front of one of the horses Demitri set the bowel and knives down. Smiling he inspected the male in front of him. The equine had been so easy to nab, just a simple call to Pizza Hut and instant stud delivery. The captive stirred tugging slightly at his bounds as the nimble fingers of his captor gently traced along a fat sheath down to a low hanging sack. Humming as he worked those fat orbs to the bottom of the loose sack the cheetah picked up a roll of cooking twine and started to wrap it tightly around the neck of the pouch. With it snugly secured he let go and picked up a small sharp knife. Carefully as not to nick the goods held within, he began to make an incision straight down the center of the pouch till two large grey orbs flopped out and dangled on thick cords. With a smirk he severed the cords close to the orbs and set the fragile fruit in the bowl. Swiftly three more pairs of horse nuts joined the first in the bowl. Leaving the former studs behind the cheetah set the bowl under one of the foxes. By now the poor vulpine was fully awake and was aware what was about to happen. He started to thrash and pull at his chains almost kicking over the bowl. Swiftly saving his needed ingredients, the feline pulled the bowl of fruits out of the way of the thrashing fox and roughly grabbed the tight creamy white pouch. The struggling captive let out a shriek and slumped against the wall panting heavily. His efforts to escape had only rewarded him with two sore wrists and and aching nuts. With his “donor” finally settled down he began to work. Still upset at the time the fox had costed him the party host swiftly sliced through the fuzzy white sack and dumped the contents into the bowl. As an afterthought he threw the wet empty piece of flesh and fur at its former owner. It landed stuck right over one of the fox’s eyes as the feline moved on to the other whimpering vulpine. This one despite being scared had a full on erection drooling precum. He whimpered softly as the stool was set in front of him. Checking his wrist watch the cheetah was glad to see he made up some time and actually had a little bit of free time before the first guests would arrive. Rewarding the vulpine’s compliance he gently started to rub along the underside of the pink shaft. The fox whimpered as his cock twitched and jerked leaking heavily. Smiling to himself the feline started to circle around the thick swollen knot playfully with his claw. The fox being locked up for several weeks now was very pent up and couldn’t hold out against the teasing.

Shortly soon after his captor started he he whimpered softly and shot his load, covering his belly fur with his sticky cream. Gently his balls were patted before a thin string was looped around his member, just behind his pulsing knot. After it was pulled tight the fox started to wiggle as his captor began to open his fuzzy white sack. Swiftly his kit makers were fished out and resting in the bowl with the others. Whimpering the fox watched as the feline tradec his claw up the empty pouch to rest just above the string on the cooling cock. He closed his eyes as his cold cock tip was pinched and a sharp knife slice through flesh and bone just behind his knot. He gasped as his cock came free and was added to the bowl. Swiftly the feline harvested the rest of the fruits from the remaining furs and carried them upstairs to the kitchen. Once there he set his filled bowel on the counter and placed a pot on the stove. In the pot he poured caramel and set a lid over it. Walking back to the counter he started to sort out the various ripe fruit he had collected. He set all the fat plump horse nuts on a tray, the smaller vulpine and raccoon orbs were placed in a bowl filled with water, the wolf nuts he set on a cutting board, and the two pairs of large heavy dragon orbs he set on the counter for later use.

Turning his attention back to the eight plump horse nuts the cheetah gently washed each one and skewed them each with a wooden stick. Whistling to himself he took the lid of the pot and happily saw the caramel was bubbling nicely. Picking up one of the skewered horse nuts the feline dipped it into the caramel completely covering the orb and part of the stick. He set it to cool on a tray and started to cover each of the fat nuts in sweet goodness. Once all of the caramel”Apples were cooling on the counter he turned his attention to the small nuts floating in the water. He started with the four fox balls, he pulled them out and patted them dry with a towel. He picked up a sharp knife and smiled as he made a small incision down the middle of each one. Setting the knife to the side he picked up the first fox fruit and placed his fingers at each side of the cut and pulled apart. The nut turned inside out exposing the soft squishy insides. One by one all four were turned inside out and the thick pasty meat was scraped into a small serving dish. The fox’s cock was laid out on the cutting board, swiftly it was minced and the bits were mixed into the nut mixture. The baculum was used to blend the mixture together till it was nice and creamy. Setting it aside he turned his attention to the remaining pair of raccoon, wolf, and the four dragon orbs. Looking at the time he started to slice the raccoon and wolf orbs into small slices and set them to the side. Finally he turned his attention to the four large dragon fruits.

Each one was the size of a small pumpkin, grinning the feline chose these particular fruit for just that reason. With his carving knife in paw, he started to saw through the tough outer layer of the first “pumpkin”. The thick rind on the fruit made progress go slowly till the knife sliced through the last bit on the top. Pulling the cap off of his pumpkin he grabbed a scooper and started to remove the juicy innards. He filled a large bowl with the first pumpkin alone, so he gathered three more bowls and set out to empty the last three pumpkins. With four bowls full of mush he set the oven on back and started to fill four pie pans. After popping the pies in the oven he replaced the caps on the hollow pumpkins and carried them out to the dining room. He placed four small carving knives next a small sign reading “Pumpkin Carving Contest” Now with all the prep work done the feline snacked abit on the fresh slices of wolf and coon meat as he waited for his guests to arrive. 

He smiled as the doorbell rang, this Halloween party will be the best one to date. He opened the door and lead a large tiger dressed as Jack the Ripper inside. For the next three hours guests continued to arrive and complement the feline how the treats. Several trips were made to the basement for “Tube steak” and sausage throughout the night. The carving contest went off without a hitch, the tiger won carving a scene of himself plucking the orbs of some jock, his prize a full length horse cock sausage to take home. Slowly the party wound down and all the guests either was asleep or had headed home as Demitri started to clean. With what little food put away he had only one last thing to do. Quietly he snuck downstairs where each of the stars of the party was passed out or whimpering. He unlocked each one from the wall and thanked them for their help before leading them to the front door and to freedom. He grinned as he watched the raccoon, last one to leave choosing to stay behind and try a few of the leftover treats wobbled off. He knew full well by the time full moon set tonight none of them would remember the past few weeks. As one last thing to do he set the four pumpkins on the porch then headed inside for some much needed rest.

The End

Story Eight - by Charn

Turducken Party

The party was in full swing, as Halloween parties tend to be, so close to the witching hour. Dwight, or ‘Slight Dwight’ to his friends, was having the time of his life. He was drunk, as fossas tend to be, so close to the witching hour, and he loved EVERYTHING about this party. His best bud in the whole world, a cheetah by the name of “Big D”, knew who to invite and what to serve and everything. Dwight crumpled the fourth, or maybe fifth? Who counted? red plastic dixie cup and tossed it off the balcony, the cool fresh air rejuvenating him. He strode purposefully towards the door, aaaaaallllmost making it entirely inside without stumbling, and even then, it wasn’t as much a stumble as a ... skip! Yes, he just skipped a bit. And maybe hiccupped. And maybe he kind of crashed into a spottycat as he was skulking down from the upstairs bedrooms.


“Big Dee!” said Dwight, an arm instinctively wrapping around his slender feline friend’s form. “Behchin’ PARtay, maaaaaan...” He wiped at his mouth, still tasking punch and rum, and squinted. “What’s that you got in your hand?”


The spotty cat squirmed, nose wrinkling at his friend’s rancid breath. “This is...” He held up the long floppy tube he held in his hand, brain racing for a quick answer. He couldn’t very well say that it was their friend Howard the zebra’s severed erection, could he? Or that Howard was passed out upstairs, having almost just had an awesome blowjob before the drugs kicked in and he fell asleep, leaving all three feet of fat zebra dick for his trusted spotted friend to play with? 


“It’s part of my halloween costume!” That sounded better. Sure.


Dwight huhhhhhed, staring at it with unfocused eyes. “It look.. like-ah man’s dick. Like a horse dick. Yeah, horse dick. Why is a horse dick part of your costume, Dee?” Dwight snickered. Cats were so stupid, sometimes.


“Well, how about... I show you!” Big Dee, smiled, and pulled his fossa friend into a nearby bathroom. The party was still raging in other parts of the house, and he was sure nobody would notice another male disappearing... for the night. 


Dwight squinted at the bright lights, and made gang signs at himself in the wide bathroom mirror, as his feline friend knelt beside him and yanked down his pants. “Slight Dwight” may have been slight of build, sure, and his sheath wasn’t very long or thick, and maybe his balls were kind on the smaller side for a fully grown rodent like him, but as Big Dee (who wasn’t really much bigger than him, come to think of it) was just now finding out, that little sheath held a lot!


The first bit that came out, what with all of the cheetah’s handling and rubbing and skinning back of that furry sheath, was something that looked kind of like the tip of a horse’s cock, crossed with a dog’s. It had a fluted tip, and a puffy looking tulip-shaped ‘bell’ that coddled around Dwight’s piss slit. It felt good, fresh and pink in the open air, and Dwight grinned down to Big D. “You ever played with fossa dick? It’s totally one of a kind.” He winked, as the cheetah got to the next part - a knot like bulb, covered in soft little spines, little barbs that tickled as they slid free of his sheath.


The cat shook his head, licking his lips as he coaxed and caressed and helped the fossa push the second barbed bulb free, the rest of his shaft smooth and slender and bonelike. There WAS a bone in it, in fact, pushing the rest of that meaty cap out, jutting like a chicken shish ka bob, tapping and pushing against the feline’s snout.


Not pushing against it for long! That mouth opened, and both the meaty tip and those two bulbs disappeared in a rough, hot, suckling, slurpin’, chewing cheethmouth! Dwight loved it of course, Big Dee was rumored to be a one-of-a-kind cock sucker, He’d heard in fact that the spottybutt ‘ruined’ boys for other cocksuckers, he was -so- talented. He watched lazily as Big D chowed down on his cock, just behind his second bulb, and idly started toying with the long, limp, veined horse cock in his other hand. 


“So this is for a costume? Huh?” It felt real, heavy, rolling limp with tacky skin over it, a sticky spot near the end. He sniffed at that part, huh. Starchy - sort of like superglue? Must be a silicone toy that D painted up, or something. “You brought me in here to show me how it works..” There was pinching and gnawing on his cock, and he reached down to pinch D’s ear!


“Hey, come on, aren’t you going to show me?” 


The cheetah pulled off, teeth digging over the smooth stalk, scraping along barbs hard enough to make the fossa’s shoulders tighten up and his eyes slit. 


“I am, I am, hold your horses... ha!” the cheetah giggled, looking down to the drooping heavy toy in Dwight’s hand. “Yes, hold it just like that. Now, I want you to...” Big D wrapped his fingers around Dwight’s wrist, the one holding the prop, and pulled it down. The fossa grimaced as the feline stuffed the narrow, protruding lip of his cockhead into the base of the horse cock. It was warm, and slimy. 


“That’s gross, Big D, it feels like -oooooh!” It felt better, all of a sudden! Maybe it was because D had grasped the fossa’s shaft at the base, and grasping the severed horse cock, he had, with one smooth motion, stuffed the fossa’s bony cock up into it. Tight wasn’t the right word for that slippery, smooth, stretching channel that seemed to go up the middle of the toy. Dwight’s eyes rolled, each of his barbs being bent against his bulbs, his bulbs being gripped and compressed. He refocused his eyes, staring down at what looked like an erect horse cock jutting from his crotch. Like, for reals. A HORSE COCK. It bobbed and twitched, and with D’s hand gripping the base, it was impossible to tell it wasn’t a completely natural dick sticking of his crotch. He squinted - yup, he could even see the bulges of his knots, about halfway down the cock. 


Big D seemed to be JUST as pleased with the situation, his eyes glazed, his mouth open, drool dangling thick and slimy from his lips. Gradually, slowly, he wiped at his mouth, then grinned up to the fossa, his head canting slightly to the side. 


“Have you ever heard of a turducken?”


Dwight HAD heard of a turducken, but his alcohol soaked mind couldn’t quite place where FROM. He mulled it over, as the cheetah wrapped his hands around both sides of that fat dangling horse cock, and crammed the end of it into his mouth.


Was it a country in the middle east? Turbans and stuff? Dwight pondered, as sharp cheetah fangs dove deeply into the end of that floppy shaft, tearing and shearing and snagging a mouthful of cool glans from that fat shaft. No, it wasn’t a country in the middle east. Turrrduckin.


Was it a head dress? Like a baklava? Mmm, baklava, that wasn’t a head dress, but it WAS delicioso... all sugar and honey and crispy layers of soft flaky dough... He felt that sleeve his dick was in tug along his own cock, pulling as the cheetah bit another thick mouthful free, and then pulled the root flush against the Fossa’s groin. 


Trying to figure out what Turducken was started taking a backseat to the feeling of being jerked off by this incredible tight, gripping, slippery fucksleeve. The cheetah was chewing and gulping and slurping down mouthful after mouthful, learning how to bite most efficiently through the floppy rubbery hose.


Then his teeth sheared through horse shaft AND fossa cock. It was a sudden popping sensation, like crunching a just-ripe cherry tomato, or a grape, his teeth popping through the tip of the fossa’s dick and the taste of hot slick fresh precum splurting into the mashed hamburger that still filled the feline’s jaws. Big D had just bitten through his friend’s cock! Had he meant to?


Well, fortunately, Dwight wasn’t really aware of the missing tip of his thick fossa cap, and didn’t think to ask. He grinned, as the cheetah paused, looking up at him, finally noticing that most of the horse cock was gone, presumably  buried in his bud’s throat.


“Damn, you are the most cock hungry dude I’ve ever met.” He hiccupped, eyes wobbly as he stared at the cat who leached his way down that doubly-thick cocksausage. “Heh heh I’ve never seen someone suck on two cocks at once...” He nnnfed, as those fingers squeezed tighter, stroking firmer and tighter around his erection. “You keep that up and I’m gonna feed you a nice hot load.”


Of course he was! Big D wasn’t about to leave this bathroom without a very full belly. His other fingers slid up to rub, massaging the fossa’s heavy nuts, wrapping fingers around and pulling snugly down against them as he nibbled and chewed his way down another inch of stuffed sausage. Dwight didn’t seem to notice as the feline worried and scraped away the barbs from his fist bulb, grinding and grating them away until that hot bulb was laid raw and bare, jutting between the feline’s teeth. He DID notice, though, when those teeth sheared closed, tugging, ripping, and shearing that whole bulb free! He gaped down at his shaft, the tip of it blatantly showing from the sheared horse-stalk, and the end of it completely missing.


Turducken! A chicken in a duck!! A cock in a cock! It wasn’t a sex position, it was a recipe! And He was one of the ingredients!!!


Awkwardly, flailingly, the fossa tried to push away, yelping and shouting as he lunged for the door.


CRACK! He felt the baculum in his penis snap, inside his body, felt the horse cock sliding thickly over his erection. Oh god, the sensation, the pain and the pleasure, it made those flopping nuts bubble over, his body spasming and ejecting it’s salty load. Demitri had grasped the root of his cock, so tightly, though, twisting and yanking as the fossa lurched away, and his pulling and the fossa’s own momentum had twisted and ripped that throbbing cock nearly free. His cock, dangling from a few strings of flesh, and it’s urethra, bulged, a hot load being shot down it’s length, a second burst, and then it came free and Dwight stagged drunkenly back outside. 


Big D should have been panicking, should be fleeing or preparing a cover story. But he didn’t have to. Why? Because this was HIS party, and as the host with the most, he was allowed to do what he wanted. He hefted up the two cocks, which had nearly slid completely off of each other, and slowly he resheathed Dwight’s shaft into Harold’s. The action forced the hot, salty jizz that Dwight had deposited to ooze out of the end, and the feline lapped at it, licking at the salty, musky flesh. Horse and fossa, both so very tasty, and yet so very different in texture and flavor. The horse was generally a juicier, sweeter flavor, whereas the fossa was a bit tougher, more iron-y, and gamier. Combined, though? He held the combined length like a corn cob, and bit through the side, shearing through two dicks, and ripping free a meaty mouthful. Together, they were just SO good.


He had to thank all of his friends for bringing such delicious treats to his party, and he was sure they wouldn’t mind his tricks. After all, he -had- slipped some Brain-B-Gone into the party punch - none of them would wake up having remembered the last twelve hours at all. He savored the salty juicy morsel, mashing and gulping it down, ripping free another bite. 


He could hear heavy footsteps on the porch outside. Sounded kind of like boots, or maybe hooves. He stood, suckling on the end of the cheetah treat, chewing through Dwight’s second barbed bulb, crushing it between his thick teeth as he peaked through the window. Ah, yes, it was Wegman. A maned wolf, what a perfect third course. He rather enjoyed how Dwight’s pseudo-knots burst between his fangs. A nice, big wolf know would be So exciting to ruin. ....


Definitely Not The End!

