See-n-Say

He found it in the attic, an old see-n-say, age and use had worn off the stickers. But the warm buzz of nostalgia flooded his brain none the less. Idly he pulled the string expecting nothing, “The slugs say, *Squish*” Frowning, ‘I thought this only had farm animals, like a cow and a pig, but slugs?’ He shakes his head, “Weird.” Climbing down from the attic, he put it on a nearby table vowing to investigate it later, for now, shower. Shutting it from his mind as he closed the bathroom door behind him, turned on the shower, stripped and climbed in. 
Something heavy and wet hit his shoulder as he stood under the water, startling him. Turning to look he saw a long, slimy, brown and black slug on his shoulder. Freezing in confusion, and another dropped slapping against his head, then another, and another. He stumbled back, feet slipping from under him. Landing unharmed in the tub as a rain of slugs fell from the showerhead, steadily filling the tub with their slick slimy bodies. 
Without warning, his mind separated from his body. Floating, unable to move, somehow simultaneously looking down at himself, and through his eyes as the slugs swarmed his body. Watching as it started responding in kind to the slimy caresses. Dismay, revulsion, and arousal running through his separate mind. Connected senses still feeling every slippery slimy touch. 
They writhed over his skin, sliding and slipping into every crack and crevasse. The largest one yet plopped onto his exposed groin, its cold slimy flesh thudding solidly against his pelvis, then sliding down towards inflating cock. 
The dense oily invertebrate latched on to the soft appendage. Then began to massage, rubbing its slime covered body into the fleshy rod beneath it. His cock began to stiffen under the slick stimulation. Another crossed his lips, leaving a trail of slippery mucus as it began to probe his nose. Still more, sliming, writhing, rubbing, seeming to know and seek out every erogenous zone on his body. 
His struggles ceased, surrendering to the gooey stimulation offered by the mass of slugs. Letting them worm and trail across skin, their goopy bodies covering his in webs sticky pearlescent slime. 
Oval, tubular mouths reaching out from blunt heads to suck and caress. Another large slug joins the big one on his cock, both laying tiny, sticky kisses into his pre-spewing piss hole. Their invertebrate mass spreading to embrace the pulsing shaft of cockmeat, squishing and rubbing soft sludgy slug flesh against his member from both sides, like a living pocket pussy.
He reaches down, gently cradling the two slimy bodies against his dick. Holding them softly to not crush them, but firm enough to start fucking between them. Humping into the slugy cocksleeve, slick mucus oozing between fingers. Another dense slick body writhes along his taint, its soft blunt head pressing into his sensitive shithole. 

Moaning as the mass wriggles and writhes, squirming against and into every sensitive area. The build of erotic energy filling every part of his body. The joyful buzz growing as he pumps into the gooey, living, pocket pussy. 
Thrusting past and through the pair of twined slugs, another pressing itself into his ass. Worming its slick blunt head past his taught ring, inserting itself into his colon. Rubbing against and laying slimy wet kisses into his prostate. 

The slugs writhe, sucking and swallowing the welling pearls of jism. Turning almost white under the sheer volume of cum they swallow as orgasm crashes up his spine. Ebbing waves of pleasure wrapping his brain as his muscles contract. 

*POOF*

All the slugs disappear in a puff of blue smoke. Leaving him covered in a layer of pearlescent slime, prone in the tub as hot water rains down. Back in his body, trying to rationalize away what he just experienced. Rubbing the knot on the back of his head as he stands back up under the steamy water. “What… the fuck?” Checking himself for further injury then finishing his shower. Trying, and failing to dismiss the slimy memories.
As he walks back to his room he tosses the towel onto the table, hitting the see-n-say. “The horse goes, *Neigggh*” He frowns, ‘guess the slug thing was also a hallucination, who knows what I was breathing in up there. Fuck me…’
He threw on some gym shorts and plopped onto the couch with a beer to relax. Trying to drown the slugs from his thoughts. He turns on the tv and zones out, only coming back when he realizes the flashing lights of the TV are blocked. There is a horse, standing right where his coffee table was. And suddenly, he is back out of his body again, watching, yet still feeling, tasting and smelling everything.

Round brown horse cheeks and flitting blond tail towering above his seated form. Tail flicking up to expose equine doughnut and heavy sweat lathered nuts. His eyes locked onto the puffy, filth dotted ring of its asshole. His body responded to the sight, sending blood rushing to his groin as arousal fills his brain.
Revulsion and dismay at his situation, powerless but to watch as his body begins to service the horse. Yet, something about it felt right… 

Leaning forward, he lays a wet kiss onto the sweat slathered nuts, tongue probing out to lick the dark brown orbs. The scent of unwashed horse filling his nose, sheer male animal musk wrapping his brain. The gritty salt of animal perspiration coating his tastebuds. He pants in need, licking and sucking at the equine orbs as the horse whinnies in pleasure.

Taking his time tongue bathing every inch of skin on those ponderous orbs, licking up against the base of the hanging sack. Swallowing down, grit, sweat and who knows what else, then going back for more. His own needs forgotten, losing himself into the process of worshiping those heavy sweat covered nuts.
Circling around underneath pressing his nose against the base of the horse’s heavy sheath. Sniffing deeply, feeling the dense flesh rod hanging heavy against his forehead. Further forward finding the sheath hole, and slowly growing equine cock peaking from within. He licks pink and brown spotted flaring head, sinking his tongue into the widening equine piss slit. Hands raising to cradle the emerging shaft. Running his tongue around the base of the head, scraping the dried piss, cum and smeg from beneath the flare. Swallowing it down and returning to clean more off with his mouth. Hands gradually coaxing more and more of equine phallus from inside unclean sheath. 

A few drops of salty piss well up and run out, dribbling down past his nose. He stops his tongue bath, moving back to hold monstrous shaft steady, aimed into his open throat. Lustfully preparing to drink down the deluge of horse piss that is soon to come.

*PSSSSSSSSSSTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT*

Heavy yellow, foul-smelling and salty urine pressure washing his esophagus. He swallows what he can, letting what he can’t splash onto his face, and run down his chest. Soaking himself with horse piss and going back for more. The foamy yellow liquid pooling around him, soaking into his shorts and carpet around him. 
*Pssssssttttttt* *drip*

Following the stream to the source he takes the cock head back in his mouth licking the falling drips before sucking the last few drops from within equine pisshole. The resuming the tongue bath for the rest of the unclean shaft. Working his way from tip to sheath, slathering equine shaft in spit, laying tender kisses against the dense rod, swallowing down every bit of dried skin and grit cleaned off.

Running his tongue around the inside of the sheath, tasting the buildup of dried sweat and piss within. Moaning as the flavor fills his tastebuds, leaving him wanting more. Licking, sucking, kissing, tongue probing deep inside unclean sheath, serving the horse with all his mouth has to offer.

*Fttttttttttttttttt*

His ears perk up as the horse farts, the heavy gut stink wafting down from above him. He pauses licking those wonderful fluid filled balls. Shifting up, his tongue still out, pressed against horsey flesh, licking from the base of heavy equine nutsack, along the taint and finally coming to rest against the green and brown dotted ring of its tailhole.

*Prrrrraaaaapppp*

He lays a kiss against the pursed equine shithole as if it was the mouth of his favorite lover. Tongue held flat against the puffy doughnut as he stretches his lips around it. Sucking on the soft fleshy asshole and slathering it in spit. Tongue worming into the cracks and crevasses, wetting dried shit with saliva then digging it out to swallow down.

*BRAAAAAAPPPPPP*

Hot, hay flavored gut wind, flowing into his open maw as he makes out with the horses asshole. Hard cock resting between the horses heavy nuts, jumping and pulsing as vibrations flow through him. Involuntarily humping between the heavy fleshy orbs as he breathes in warm equine gas.

*PRRRAAAAAAAPPPPPPPP*

Marinating his tongue in equine intestinal funk, flavored with hints of something deeper. Something darker lurking behind the shotgun blasts of feted wind and anal grease. And his separated body seemed to want nothing more than to have it.
*BRAAAAP* *Blort*
He lays down between the horses legs, letting the equine shit plop wetly against his groin. Hands reaching up to softly massage at the hanging sheath as warm wet scat piles up and around his hard cock. Skillful hands drawing out the horses swelling cockshaft.
*Plop* *Sput* *Plop* *Plop*

Pulling down the thick musky cock, kissing the broad flaring tip. Tongue slipping out to lick up welling drips of equine pre-cum from its urethra. Swallowing down the salty pearls of horsecum, as he humps into the warm claylike mass of horseshit surrounding his cock. Massaging the pulsing shaft, kissing and sucking on the broad sensitive tip. He shifts one hand down to his own cock, grasping the warm butt mud around his dick. Squishing it against his hard flesh rod, ribbons of scat spurting out from between his fingers. 

Feeling the cock pulse in his mouth, urethra expanding, as equine balls shift and roil in preparation. His own joyful buzz filling steadily building as he masturbates with the horses crap. Increasing his pace, rubbing and sucking swallowing. Massaging horse cock and humping into shit filled palm. His observant spirit, powerless, disgusted, and aroused.

The horse whinnies, blasting his throat with creamy, salty horsecum. Filling and overflowing his mouth with jism. Swallowing what he can of the equine gift, and letting the rest paint his face with warm wet cum. His own isn’t too far behind, filling the shitty cocksleeve with ball batter. Dual orgasms running up their spines and filling their brains with the joyful buzz of euphoria.

*Poof*

The horse disappears in a puff of blue smoke, and he is back in his body again. Panting, staring at the ceiling that was blocked by horse flesh not but mere moments ago. Reunited with his body, still covered in various equine leavings. Confused, revolted, disgusted, and yet… aroused and wanting more.
*HUK*

His stomach lurches, biology disagreeing with the drinks provided by his equine companion. Rolling to his feet and running to the bathroom, hands clutched over his mouth lest he make more of a mess. Steering himself haphazardly down the hall, he hip checks the table with the mysterious see n say. In his haste not hearing, “The wolf says, *AWWWOOOOOO*”

*Hulp* *BLAARRRRRRRGGGGHHHH*

He spews into the toilet, salt flavored bile with chunks of horse cream and who knows what else splashing into the water. His reflection utterly scattered by the rain of stomach contents. He reaches up to flush… only to find he no longer has control of his body again.
*click* *tap* *click* *click*

A large grey wolf pads into the room, claws tapping on the tile floor. Raising its head as it loudly sniffs the air in the bathroom. Gold eyes turning towards the bent over man, as it approaches. Brown nose wiggling with each drawn breath as it circles around. 

The man shivers as a cold wet nose is pressed against his bare flesh. Discorporated self watching in concern as the wolf pads around his prone body. His body which pushes out its ass for the wolf to smell.
The wolf presses his nose against the mans cheek. He turns his head, rubbing his lips against the wolfs own. His tongue snaking under wolfy jowels, tasting the plaque and tarter coating the canine’s pointed teeth. Scraping the pink muscle between the sharp ivory pillars filling the wolfs maw.

The part of him not on the floor brushing the wolfs teeth with his tongue relaxes. Pushing the rancid taste of wolf breath to the back of his mind and allowing curiosity to take over. Drifting his incorporeal form around behind the wolf. Willing himself up under the wolfs dangling tail, getting full view of heavy hanging nuts and grey furred sheath. Shifting further up and sharpening his focus, he gets an eyeful of the wolfs filth crusted tailhole. Something in him responds to the sights, filling his mind with arousal.
The wolf turns, giving the man’s body better access to its unclean maw, its own tongue slipping out into his mouth. The dexterous appendage probing the confines of the smaller mans maw, running along blunt teeth. Painting the man’s gums with thick mucusy canine drool.

Sucking on the wolfs tongue, swallowing down its throat slime. He lifts one hand, petting the side of its neck in encouragement as they make out. Deep tongue filled kisses, with webs of foamy saliva dripping from his jaw. 

The wolf pulls away, long pink tongue slipping from his throat. Its golden eyes focus on the smaller man, as its tongue snakes out again. Cleaning spilled saliva from its grey muzzle, he turns to stand broadside to the bent over man, rear flank by his head.

His mind watches in a mixture of arousal and disgust as the wolf cocks his leg. Exposing fuzzy grey sheath and peaking red lipstick cock tip to his body. His body, continuing to act on its own, takes the presented organ into his mouth. Pressing his lips together at the base of the sheath and rolling his tongue around its widening piss slit.
The wolf tenses for a moment as his warm wet mouth surrounds sensitive tip. It huffs, then concentrates on releasing its bladder. Sending a cascade of hot, smelly, briny wolf piss directly into his pursed mouth.
*FSSSSSSSTTTTTTTTTTTTtttttttt*

The taste, the sheer flavor of the wolfs urine is indescribable. His unmanned body tries and fails to contain the flow. Jets spurting from the corners of his lips even as he tries to swallow it down. Sharp, ammonia rich, salty, washing out his tastebuds and any sense of smell he had. 

*sssssssstttttttt* *pap* *splat* *pap,pap,pap,pap,pap,pap,pap,pap*

His discorporated form would gag if it could, but his body seems to take it in stride. Watching in unblinking disbelief as the almost orange urine spills from his mouth to patter on the floor below. Yet, still something about the lewd act sends blood rushing to his groin, rousing more lust, more NEED within his mind. ‘Yes, defile me.’
Acceptance seems to unlock something, he is back in his body, in control of it. Pausing at the sudden shift in perspective, his mouth overflows with the wolfs sour stream. Coughing and sputtering as he fights to regain control of his lungs. Finally catching his breath, he looks up at the wolf. Undisguised lust in his eyes.

Reaching out one hand he pats the wolfs flank, gently, but insistently turning him away. His other lifts the wolfs tail giving him the first real view of the canines stained tailhole. Heart hammering in his chest, he leans forward, sniffing the foul musky scent, then laying a tender kiss onto the filthy shitring.

Another kiss, then another, hands reaching up to grab the wolfs hips, holding himself pressed under raised tail. Deeper, tongue slipping out, pressing against fleshy bumps, salvia wetting dried shit. Tip skating, licking, drawing the moistened flakes into his mouth. 

One hand free, slipping between the wolfs thighs. Palm pressing against furry sheath, fingers slipping under the tip of emerging canine cock. Gently massaging the wolfs growing shaft as he licks its asshole.

Slick tongue worming into tight crevasse, drilling into canine sphincter. Tasting the bitter, earthy slime of its sphincter. Nose filled with the musky stink of the wolfs greasy fur beneath its tail. Eyes closed as he focuses on the taste, smell, and feel of the powerful beast.

Rubbing the wet red shaft, canine pre-oozing over his fingers. Tongue worming deeper into wolfy sphincter. His own ignored cock, hard as can be, pulsing needfully, as he puts his entire being to servicing this primal canine. 
The wolf pants in pleasure, relaxing his shitring allowing him to worm his questing muscle further into the murky depths of his ass. Euphoric buzz building in his loins, with each firm caress of his shaft and gentle lick of his colon.

Other hand reaching up between furry thighs to grasp the base of growing canine knot. Feeling the urethra widening, canine balls roiling and shifting against his wrists. Doubling his efforts to please this feral wolf. 

*SPUT* *Spurt* *Patter*

The wolf cums, spraying musk scented seed onto the floor, pooling in the orangey yellow piss already there forming pearly white puddles in the salty mess. 
*Poof*

Like the others, the canine disappears in a puff of blue smoke. Suddenly unsupported, he falls forward, faceplanting into the concoction of piss and cum. Stunning him at the abruptness, he rolls onto his back. The world slowly washing back in to focus as he stares up at the ceiling. Mind rolling through the various sensations throughout his body. The taste of greasy ass funk coating his mouth, the feel of cooling piss on his skin. The hearty metallic stench of canine jism floating in the air, and the sharp ache in his balls of denied orgasm. 
Eventually he gets up, heading for the fallen see-n-say in the hallway. Gently turning over the aged plastic in his hands. Scrutinizing the antique toy with better light and a slight understanding. The peeled sticker residue leaves no new clues, the only legible clue from the worn disclaimer embossed on the back states, A Schiesser/D’Ark Manufacturing Co. product, Alpha test 00a1.
A quick internet search leads to an apartment complex and what looks like a fortune cookie manufacturer but nothing about the item in his hands. He sighs, slumping in his chair staring at the ceiling, ‘Well, if it was an alpha test I doubt I’d find anything about it.’
Pushing it from his mind, he decides to head to sleep… but first. “The Hyenas, say *Eheheheh*” Wide eyed, he scrambles to make himself comfortable in bed hoping to make it before whatever happens, happens. ’Heynas? Plural?!?’
Soon enough he’s again ejected from his body. Briefly fighting against the disorienting sense of watching through both sets of eyes. Experience eventually allowing him to focus on one set, the one currently part of his ‘mind’ as he chose to think of it. Hovering above himself as three spotted hyenas pad into the room. 

Light brown fur with splotchy dark brown spots shifting in the dim light of the room. They climb onto his bed, each taking a spot surrounding his body. Taking their time to sniff around his prone flesh, lips drawing back to expose sharp yellow teeth festooned with webs of shimmering drool. 

His body reaches up to scratch at one. He watches in awe as it presses its cheek into his palm. While the other two sit on their haunches watching this interaction, not yet choosing to act.

Willing his view to change, his mind circles the group. Eyes drawn to dripping slobbery maws and wet shifting noses. He feels his lips press against something and turns his attention back to his body.
Kissing the hyenas wet nose, tongue worming out into filth caked nostril. Tasting the salty, gritty boogers encrusted therein. Blood rushing towards his groin as tongue tip pries stiff snot from within nasal passage, sucking out a strand of greenish white mucus, swallowing then moving onto the next one. 

Petting, scratching, kissing, licking, sucking and swallowing the Hyenas snot, each presenting their noses to be cleaned in turn. Three noses, six nostrils, all cleaned by one willing mouth. Slimy nasal mucus swallowed down one hungry throat. His mind grossed out by his body’s willingness to devour these beasts snot, and yet he couldn’t deny how aroused he was.

His lips press against thin brown lips, the hyena’s long tongue dipping into his mouth. Slimy drool welling from deep within its esophagus, flowing down his throat. Sucking on its tongue, drinking down its saliva. Kissing the next, licking at the plaque and tarter stuck in its teeth, worming against embedded scraps between the sharp pillars. 
His mind floats closer, slipping up between the hyenas legs towards emergent black fleshy tube, ‘is it a cock? I don’t see nuts.’ briefly rifling through his memories, ‘right female hyenas have psudopenises.’ Checking the other two, noting similar characteristics. ‘Oh, ladies this time?’
*Ffffffffssssssssttttttttttt*
The other two turn to face away, their hind ends hovering over his prone form as he licks the plague from pointed teeth of the third. Abruptly they let go, spraying his groin and stomach with murky golden piss. Drenching his body in their musky fluids, the third breaks the kiss, her own bladder full to busting.

*Pssssssttttttt*

She turns hovering over his face, her furry groin slick with arousal, thick fleshy clit sticking out proudly. She chuffs, and releases as his mouth closes over her engorged piss slit. Musky, salty urine flowing down his throat, guzzled into thirsty stomach. As the other two shower him in their briny piss.
*Braapppptttt*

Echoing farts as the first dual streams cut off, the pair hunching down further. His mind watching in rapt attention as dark brown puckers pulse and flex above his form. Wishing his nose wasn’t buried under the thirds hind so he could sniff their no doubt rank gas. 
*Frrraaaappppppttt* *PFFFFTTT* *PRAPT*

Drinking down the last few spurts, tongue worming into piss slick urethra and sucking for remaining drips. His body almost seems sad as she lifts her engorged clit from his seeking mouth. Only for her to shift, adopting the same hunched pose at the other two. Her tenting tailhole hovering above his lips, soon, he’d get his wish.

*PFFFFAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRPPPPPTTTTTTT*

Sucked back into his body as she farts directly into his mouth, lungs filling with her intestinal stink. Huffing her gas, his cock standing at full mast tip pressed against another’s quaking tailhole. Each vibratory gaseous retort shaking the mast of his cock, sending buzzes of pleasure up his spine.
*Frrraaaapppppptttt* *Splorch*

Sucking her stink directly into his lungs, intestinal grease spattering his tongue. Tasting the depths of her guts with each expulsion. 

*BLOORRRRT*

Almost as one, the trios gaseous trumpeting ceases. Muffled by the dense turds pushing out from tense starfishes. Rounded tips pressing into mouth, chest and cock. Hot and stiff, slick bumpy exteriors extruding onto and into prone flesh.

*Crack* *pop, pop, pop* *Braaappptt* *pop* *SNAP*

One hand reaches out, coming up between the legs of the one over his stomach. Fingers circling engorged clit as she shits onto his chest. Slowing massaging the slick tube, encouraging her scatological efforts. 

*Snap* *Fraapt* *Pop* *BLOORRRTTTT*

His other rubbing fresh hot shit into his turgid shaft, pressing it up against the hyena’s still expelling tailhole. Dense shit slicking against fleshy rod, pushing it back even as he thrusts it forward. 

*crackle* *Pop* *PRAAAPPPTTT*

The sound of snaps and cracks of slick mucus coating the bumpy ropes of filth fill the air, perforated by quaking butt burps. A symphony of fecal audio as the trio empty their bowels onto and into their chosen needy toilet.

*Braaaaaaaappppppppppttttt*

Holding his throat closed to allow the waste to pile up on his tongue. Overflowing his lips and spilling out of his mouth. He bites through the shit, hard warm turds exploding in his mouth. Bitter, gritty, and somehow faintly sweet, coating his tastebuds in filth. Humping up against the slick hot tube of shit coiling on his groin.

*Pffftttttt*

Swallowing down the mouthful he opens his eyes, finding dark brown shaft again presented to his filthy mouth. He stretches his neck up, taking the slick fleshy clit into his defiled maw. Her slimy juices melding with the shit on his tongue, lubricating his throat for her penetration.
Feeling a hard nose under his hips, wedging under his body. Powerful neck muscles levering him onto his side, he moves to swat, only to be ejected from his body. Understanding flooding his mind as his body rolls over, one hyena mounting his face, another his ass with the third slipping under him.
A fleshy tube batters his butthole, ramming into and through the fleshy barrier. The two hyenas thrusting into him from both ends spit-roasting the man between furry bodies. The third wiggles on her back beneath him, lining up her protruding clit with his filth smeared cock. 

Again, accepting his predicament, and how much he enjoys it. He’s brought back in control, thrusting him messy cock into the lower ones willing cunt. Feeling her hot wet depths mold themselves around his dick. Breathing in animal stink through his nose, hard clit battering his prostate. The sounds of heavy panting breaths, and slick wet squelches filling the air.
*Schlick* *Slurp* *Schlick*
The four fuck, pleasurable buzz filling the base of their spines with each thrust and pump. Building with each hump into tight warm holes, swelling, climbing. It reaches a crescendo crashing up his spine, spilling jets of warm pearly seed deep within Hyena cunt. 
The trio thrust against him a few more times before geysers of warm wet fem cum spray down his throat and up his ass. The third painting his groin with salty musk filled juices. Echoes of ecstasy crashing onto the shores of their brains. 

*poof* *POOF*

The two penetrating him disappear in puffs of blue smoke. The third presses her thin lips against his, long tongue worming into his mouth in a passionate kiss. Offering a hyenoid grin, before disappearing herself.

*Poof*

Suddenly unsupported, he falls to the bed. Briefly hearing the clatter of plastic hitting the floor, pleasant exhaustion overtaking him as the words “The skunk says, *Wheck*” Ring out for unconscious ears.

The end.
