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After all the flyboys are done dogfighting they hang out and unwind at Louie’s Place. 
On snuff fetish night at the bar, held once a month on the full moon, Louie dresses up in drag and allows the patrons to get a little more kinky than usual. 
Mad Dog and Dump Truck are taking turns tying each other up to the dart board and tossing darts at each other, while Wildcat works on fixing a guillotine. 
A few dogs are lining up to sign up for the evening’s snuff show. The victim list is all volunteers, some air pirates, some Thembrians, other pilots, even Shere Khan signed up one night, under a pseudonym. Kinky tiger.
A voice comes over the radio in the bar,

“Ladies and Gentlemen! Welcome to Louie’s Place snuff night! Over on the bar you will find a sign up list. If you want to be snuffed, please pencil in your name. If you have a preferred method, fill that out next to your name and we will try to accommodate your final wishes.”

Some of the other air pirates are dressed up as cocktail waitresses, helping out serving some pineapple drinks.
“At the end of the night the captain will bring you back, so no worries eh? Enjoy yourselves and go bananas!”

The crowd from the bar kinda groans, Wildcat accidently letting go of the rope of the guillotine that he was holding onto with his teeth, the heavy blade falling down and chopping a test mellon in half.
“Yikes!”

“Better be careful there, bud.” Baloo extends a hand to help Wildcat up from the ground.

“Thanks Baloo!” Wildcat brushes off his overalls and picks up his tools.
“Looks like it’s working smooth now Baloo.”

Baloo runs his thick pad finger over the steel blade.  “Sharp too.”. 
“Hey Baloo! They have all kinds of sex toys up here!” Kit Cloudkicker yells from the top of the stairs as he holds two dildos in each hand. 
“Cute Kid.” Don Karnage chimes in as he staggers into the bar, wiping cum from his lips from the Thembrian that he just gave a blow job to out back. 
“Why don’t you bring those down here and we can have some fun with the Papa Bear, yes/no?” Karnage licks over his chompers, his pants already off as he starts to stroke his wolf cock to attention. 
Baloo flattens his small ears against his head submissively as Karnage approaches him, holding out a collar and a leash for the bear. 
“You’re mine now Baloo”  Karnage pets the kneeling bear between the ears as he attaches the collar and the leash to his thick ursine neck.
He pulls the bear over to a chair with the leash, putting paws up on the shoulders. “Let’s see you work those fluffy cheeks around my red missile.” Karnage teases the bear who lets out a grunt, sliding his thick lips around his master’s drippy cock. 

“Oh that is heaven” Karnage lets out a deep sigh as Baloo pleasures his rocket, careful to avoid the teeth. 

Kid Cloudkicker joins the two as the first announcement comes over the radio.

“Ladies and Gentlemen! Please draw your attention to the guillotine as one of the Thembrians has graciously agreed to have his head lopped off for us! Later, we’ll roast the body over a fire pit in back.”

The crowd cheers out as the drippy boar is strapped down to the bench under the gleaming blade of the guillotine, Mad Dog stroking the pig, keeping him hard and on edge for his performance. 
He looks up at the blade above his head, the wooden stock closing over his neck sealing his fate with a click of a lock.
“Ready big boy?” Mad Dog strokes the Thembrian bit faster.
The Thembrian boar is practically in tears from lust, his cock swelling up, Mad Dog signaling to Dump Truck. 
“Nose Dive!” Mad Dog calls out, the rope is released, the boar shooting his load nearly 5 feet into the air as the blade races down the guillotine, chopping his head off cleanly in one swift motion.
The crowd from the bar cheers, Louie crossing the Thembrian’s name off the list as the pirates take the body out to the fire pit.
Meanwhile, Don continues pumping his cock in Baloo’s muzzle, reaching over to pull Kid Cloudkicker close to the pair.
“Why don’t you put one of those fun toys inside of your dad’s rear end, yes?” Kit nods, licking his lips, as he takes one of the dog dildos and starts to feed it into Baloo’s ass, making the bear moan and wiggle his ass back over the toy.
“Good kid!”  Don tickles his claws under Kit’s chin, leaning back with a moan.
“I’m ready to blow!” Don cries out with a toothy laugh as his knot swells, spraying a thick stream of cum into the dad bear’s mouth, the bear happily swallowing until Don pulling out and lets the rest spray over Baloo’s face, splattering some of his cum onto Kid Cloudkicker’s green sweater.
“You should’ve taken your shirt off first, my little protégée.” Don says as Kid Cloudkicker blushes, taking his sweater off for the air wolf. 
Baloo licks the rest of the wolf’s cum off his muzzle and nose, sliding up into the loveseat and pulling Kid to sit on his and Don’s lap as the three watch the next act on the stage.
The next execution is a rope hanging, performed by one of Shere Kahn’s assistants, a somewhat shy, nerdy tiger, but actually well-endowed with a great body and a dirty mind. 
He climbs up onto the second landing, above the tiki mask, this will be a long drop execution. 

The tiger puts on aviator googles, and a small fly cap, sliding the loop of the noose around his neck and pinching it up snug. He waits for the signal from the tower for takeoff, a few of the fly boys down below holding a card over a green light as they tease the tiger, wondering if his stripes will fall off when he bounces at the bottom of the rope, do cats land on their feet? Things like that.
All of this teasing about his final fate makes the cat blush, his spiny tiger cock dribbling its happy precum down onto the floor below. 

“Aim for the target!” One of the flyboys calls out, referencing the large red circle painted on the ground.
The tiger holds his cock with one paw, his flight goggles with the other paw, as he takes off from the second landing at Louie’s Place. The rope of the nose snaps his neck at the bottom of the swing, instantly ending his life, his face contorted in a permanently perverted grin as cum spatters down over the bar floor. 
“Kitty!” Dump Truck says as he reaches up and milks the last few drops of cum out of the dead tiger’s cock. 
Meanwhile, Don and Baloo are talking about enrolling Kit in flight school, pointing to any one of the noose stations setup around the bar. 
“You loved all those dangerous stunts when you were in the circus, I’ll bet the adrenaline was wild, mannn. Working without a safety net.” Baloo says to Kit as Don strokes off the little bear.
“How about it my little juvenile delinquent? What dangerous stunt do you want to perform for us?” Don strokes Kit’s cock a little bit faster, making the young bear moan and tilt his head back.
“I found your little auto erotic asphyxiation setup in the closet, Kit.” Baloo says to Cloudkicker, nodding to Don.
“Y.. you did?” Kit gulps as he continues to be pleasured by Don Karnage.

“We all go through it at your age. It’s nothing to be ashamed of, is why we are here yes, no?” Don says as he slows down on Kit’s cock. 
“But we want you to experiment safely, here, with us. You won’t come back to life so easily if you have an accident at home.” Baloo says as he nuzzles the side of Kit’s face.

“I guess I would have screwed up if I slipped, huh?” Kit says as, Don gives one of his psychotic grins and places his heavy paws on Kit’s neck. 
Don begins to choke Kit with his strong wolf paws, making sure to avoid any tender bones that could snap, ‘not yet’, he thinks to himself, ‘but close, he needs to get close’. 
“That’s it Donny Boy.” Baloo chimes in as the wolf chokes Kit Cloudkicker. The bear kneels down under the pair, bringing his lips to Kit’s cock. 

Kit’s whole body shivers, face turning flush and head going into a tail spin from the lack of oxygen, a familiar feeling to the young bear from his many nights in the closet experimenting with breath control.
 “Are you going to be a good boy and sign up for flight school now?” Don teases Kit as he motions to the list on the bar to one of his air pirates. 
“We can choke you like this every night if you want, just need to take the dive first. “ Baloo says as, from across the bar, a dog pilot has the chair kicked out from underneath him, the dog enjoying a nice, slow, suffocating death.
Karnage lets go of Kit’s neck, the young bear gasping as he breathes. 
“He’s mine after he wakes up, a long adventure with the other pirates would do wonders for you my boy” Karnage says, pointing to Kit’s chest.
By now most of the air pirates are standing around Don, Kit and Baloo, some of the pirates making lewd hand motions at Kit Cloudkicker.

 “Sign… here” Dump Truck says as he holds out the clipboard, handing Kit the pen.
Kit looks over at Baloo for a moment, Baloo smiles and stands up.
“He’s all yours Donny Boy.” Baloo walks away, humming something about the necessities in life. 
“Sign it already!” Mad Dog taunts Kit and hops excitedly from foot to foot. “Got a nice collection of toys back in my quarters for you to try on. “ Dump Truck nods and hurrs while playing with one of his nipple piercings.
Kit was interested in some of the scenes in the leather BSDM magazines that he found under Baloo’s bed.
He takes the pen and looks down at the paper, signing his name under number 26 (there must be a lot of bodies piled up on the beach kit thinks to himself, they’re already up to number 20). 
Another Thembrian has his head lopped off just as Kit signs the paper.

“5 more to go before your turn, kiddo.” Don teases Kit.
“How should we do him in boss?” Mag Dog says while playing with a knife.  “How about the chopping block? Make a nice bear roast out of him.”.
Gibber whispers something in Don’s ear.
“Kinky! But too messy.” Don says, stroking his chin with one paw, reaching down with the other stroking Kit’s cock to keep the horny young bear on edge.
“We could garrote him in a flight jacket.” Another pirate says. 
“No my boy, you’re going to be hanged like a true pirate. You’re one of us now; Baloo sold you to us, for some plane parts”. Don teases Kit as they hear Wildcat trying to start to Sea Duck. 
Dump Truck gets a small piecing needle, cleaning one of Kit’s ears then making a dot with the pen Kit used to sign the snuff form. “Hold still.” He grunts, licking his lips as he pierces Kit’s ear, sliding a gold ring through the hole, and closing the ring shut. He holds one of Kit’s hands warmly for a moment.
“Looks like two hounds are going to stall out, yes/no?” Don says to Kit, pointing to the stage as two afgan hounds are led up under the lights.
Don sets the young bear down on the floor, working some lube and a few fingers into the bear’s butt. He strokes his cock before slowly sliding it into Kit from behind, humping the lucky bear, Kit moaning as the magnificent Don Karnage takes him. 
The tow hounds decide to be hanged together. Blindfolded and on two chairs, two afghan hounds hold hands for a moment before the air pirates take their hands and tie them behind their backs with their fly scarves.

The chairs are kicked out from underneath the flyboy hounds, both bouncing at the end of their ropes, twisting and kicking air. One hound sprays his cum onto the other hound, who, in turn starts to spray his cargo back onto the other hound.
Don moans out suddenly as his seed fills Kit’s rear, holding his head back as he grits his teeth, letting the knot pop out of the bear’s ass with a satisfying hiss. He takes his paw and rubs the dribbling cum onto Kit’s lips, the bear greedily licking off the red wolf’s seed.  Don licks the back of his paw.
“Keep him busy for a while boys.” Don says as he swaggers over to a lizard flyboy who has accepted the role as group urinal.

Dump Truck and Mad Dog take turns humping Kit; surprisingly both are very gentle and reassuring with the young bear, giving the newly acquired pirate a reward with a reach around. 
By the time Don returns Kit is wearing Dump Truck’s hat and sitting in Mad Dog’s lap, Dump Truck coaching Kit on how to exhale on the way down on the long drop.
“Oh oh looks like number 25 is on the chopping block. Guess that means a Kit Cloudkicker is next.” Don says with a silly laugh. 

The guillotine makes a thud as a small cheer goes out around the bar. 
“Looks like you’re up.” Mad Dog croons as he grabs up Kit by the elbows, taking him up to the second floor landing. Kit is somewhat tuckered out and in bliss from all the humping by Don, Dump Truck and Mad Dog that he doesn’t fight or resist.  
Mad Dog secures the noose around Kit’s neck, having the newly adorned air pirate stand up proudly on the high hangin’ ledge, tying a blindfold on him, the last remaining pirates giving Kit a group woof before he is dropped off the ledge to his demise.
Don pops open some champagne the moment that Kit’s neck breaks. 
They decide to let Kit hang there for the rest of the evening.
An announcement comes over the radio, “Okay pirates, you know the rules. All pirates report to the stage for immediate hanging. “. 

Mad Dog, Dump Truck, Gibber, and Will are the last remaining air pirates. The rest have either been hanged by one of the Thembrians, or had an unfortunate accident around Hacksaw. 
Mad Dog and Dump Truck are allowed to give each other a kiss and hold hands for a moment before their hands are tied behind their back, matching nooses draped over each other’s necks. Gibber and Will are tied and noosed as well, waiting for the trap door to fall out from underneath them. 
Without much fanfare, the 4 remaining air pirates (minus Don Karnage), are hanged as the trap door falls out from underneath them. The two remaining Thembrians cum on Will during his final dance on the rope. Gibber doesn’t make a peep as he dies with a dirty little grin on his face, a stream of urine and cum flowing from his cock. Mad Dog and Dump Truck are the last two to give out, Dump Truck bending his eyelet as he jumps wildly on the rope before stalling, Mad Dog spinning to a slow stop as he sprays the contents of his bladder on Dump Truck’s dead body.
The last two remaining Thembrians play a game of Russian roulette to finish out their lives.
“Oh Donny boy!” Baloo says as he holds a treasure chest open, standing in the doorway of the bar.

“Mine!” Don cries hysterically as he runs after Baloo onto the moonlit beach. 

The tide has started to come in under a full moon, a worm moon, which is precisely where Baloo intends to send Don Karnage. 
The sand under the beach, saturated with water from the abnormally high tide, begins to liquefy from sound of the engines of the modified Sea Duck.
Baloo tosses the treasure chest to Don, right over a giant X marked on the beach, Don laughing and dancing from foot to foot.  

Don doesn’t have much time to swoon over his treasure as he begins to sink into the liquefied beach.
“What is this sinking?  … Curse you Baloo!”

Don shakes his fist as the Sea Duck starts to take off from the island.  
As the sun rises the only thing that remains of Don are his long wolf ears, the tips sticking up past the sand, a curious crab walking by to give them a pinch, no reaction from the happily departed pirate king.
