Random Stories
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This is a place to write down all of my random ideas, short scenes, settings, snippets of things that I fantasize about. I may decide to turn them into full stories at a later time.

House Party

“What kind of a party is this again?

“It’s a snuff party; you don’t have to participate if you don’t want to. Most of the tops prefer willing prey.”

One fox said to the other fox as they walked down the alleyway of an older part of the city, brownstones a few stories tall. Gas reproduction lamps light the sidewalks to keep in time with the era of the neighborhood. 

They pass by a group of punk hyenas, pink and purple dyed manes, who have captured a nerdy looking fox. His trousers have been removed; one hyena is switching between jerking off, and giving oral to the fox that is pinned up against a brick wall. A green dress shirt hangs down over his belly, a red, clashing bowtie around his neck. Around his head is a gas mask, the intake port modified , the hyenas taking turns holding a thick ringed cigar to the port, making the poor fox cough as he is forced to inhale smoke. His erection bobs, and drips precum onto the brick sidewalk.

Mistaken Identity

“I didn’t know you were into S&M!” Said the fox in a red robe, a bubble pipe gurgles away.

The ferret shakes his head furiously, trying to escape the ever long straight jacket over his torso, a black ball gag wet with saliva as he tries to speak. The fox grabs at the mustelid’s crotch through the thick, woven fabric.

“If you’re a good, uh, pain slave, they’ll cut these off as a reward”. The fox teases.
The ferret standing up tall, eyes wide. He looks between his two wolf captors, who toothily grin back, one tapping his leather muzzled snout lightly with a riding crop”
“Bad ferret is into fatal breath play, isn’t that right?” They block off the ferret’s nose with thick lupine digits, watching him struggle to breath before pushing him off to one of the play chambers.
A different ferret walks in an hour later, out of breath, speaking to the fox in robe.

“Sorry I’m late, I had to tie up some loose ends before my execution. Are the wolves here?”
Club Kobold

A group of degenerate wolves, known as pig catchers, spot a young otter wandering the streets outside of the gay clubs. They pull up in their black conversion van, brightly colored air brushed dragons, and other fantasy creatures decorating the paint.


“Hey kid, looking for some fun?”  The driver says, hanging a cherry red ball gag out of window of the van at the young otter in fishnet stalkings. The otter slinks over to the van with a smile, touching his sea shell necklace with one paw, the other fondling his erect cock.

“Mmmhmm.” Says the otter, gasping as the door to the van suddenly slides open. 

A group of wolves surrounds the otter, pulling him to the parked van, pushing him face down into the questionably stained plush red seats. They aren’t gentle with the otter they tie each wrist with rope, and then together behind his back. Another wolf grabs his ankles, tieing off in the same manner as his wrists.

“Use the zip ties next time, it’s quicker.” The driver laughs, tossing the ball gag into the back seat to the horny wolves who are already poking and proding at their newest wiggling catch. 

“Something to help you get into character?” One of the wolves flips the otter around, and slides a paper tab of something bitter tasting under the slave’s tongue before securing the ball gag.

“Hey, I saw him outside Studio 69. Looks like they didn’t let him inside.”

“We owe the Kobold’s, let’s see if they’ll accept a trade .“

By the time they drive into the alley behind Club Kobold, the poor otter is starting to feel pretty loose, giggling around his cum dripping ball gag. They get the otter out of the van, his fur dripping lupine piss onto the asphalt.

“Do you wolves have to piss on them like that all the time?” The well-dressed kobold doorman outside the kitchen shakes his head, pointing to the other entrance down into the basement. 

The music from the club upstairs filters down into the corridors of the basement, a few rooms with mattresses on the floor are occupied by various creatures in stages of fornication, a giant bear slapping thighs with the butt of a hyena, a bird getting a clutch of silicone eggs shoved into his ass in another room. 

“Renting out a room for the evening Gentlemen?” A kobold asks the wolves, pausing and grinning at the otter who appears to be in his own world at this point, wiggling and trying to rub his dripping cock on one of the wolves.

“A trade. Snake food in exchange for the tab.”
The kobold grabs the otter by the snout, pulling his lower eye lids down to look at his blown out pupils. 

“He looks ready, when did you give him medicine?”

“About an hour ago. He should be ready to meet his fate.”

“Excellent. You get to meet god today, little otter.” The kobold gives the eager otter’s thick cock a squeeze, precum spurting onto the concrete. 
“Let’s get you into some biodegradable gear for the snake”. The otter lazily nods his head, seemingly distracted as he is pulled off into the pits.
The wolves stay a bit longer in the fuck chambers, picking up a cute fox who gets to serve as a toilet for the pack.
Meanwhile…  the otter is prepared by being wrapped in what looks like fruit by the foot, his body coated down in some type of lubricant to make insertion into the snake easier. 
The serpent’s one red eye glows as he slithers from the shadows, a fog drifting from between its twisted smile. “I can smell your cum.” The snake curls its tail around the panting otter, cradling the prey in a nest of pulsing muscle. 
“Very thhhick”. The snake curls its tail around the otters cock, squeezing and mushing the flesh against the strong bone inside, making the otter cry out in pleasure and pain.
“I can show you so much pain, and so much pleasure, if you let me inside.” The snake stares at the otter, forked tongue tasting the lust from the otter who begins to cum as his cock is given another squeeze.
“Sssave some for seed for when you’re inside of me.” The snake says, opening his maw wide, exposing the rubbery, slippery purses of his throat. The otter curiously touches the inside of the snake’s wet mouth, the feeling is intense. With both arms on either side of the tongue, he lays his head down on the soft pillow of flesh. He is pushed up from behind, his head quickly sliding into the throat of the snake who lifts him up vertically into the air. 

Gravity, and some lube, helps the decent of the prey into the snake’s throat. The otter cums in the snake’s mouth before his hips disappear between the lips. The rest of the otter pop slides down inside the snake, legs, then feet, then nothing as the otter fully slips away from sight.
Inside the snake there are still surprises remaining for otter slave. He feels his hands slip into something that feels like ropes. In the darkness, a mess of tentacles from the undulating walls of the snake’s body pushes into his mouth, his anus, and his urethra, curls of meaty flesh folding over and filling out his bladder. 
Air is pushed into the otter’s mouth from one of the hanging appendages, his body rolling around in the digestive juices that are also fed into his body through the tentacles, slowly digesting him from the inside, and outside.
