The Midterm Demonstration
The Second Snuff: Drowning
[Synopsis thus far: Professor Damien gave his opening spiel for the midterm demo. A ferram -- part ferret, part sheep -- was hanged.]

Two more TAs wheel a glass-sided tank to the front of the platform, and hook a large hose up to the fitting at the bottom.

The professor rapped his lectern for attention. "Our next demonstration will be a drowning. Do we have any volunteers to try out our drowning tank? Anybody who wants to find out what it's like to hold your breath, putting off the inevitable as long as possible, then to feel water instead of air filling her (or his) lungs?"

Professor Damien waited, looking around the room.

Nikki sat there, feeling torn. Wow! Look at that tank! Solid top with good strong latches. That would be such a sexy way to go. I could swim around in that, but once it fills up I wouldn't be able to get air. There's a lot of room in there... maybe I could get one of the male TAs to go in there and screw my brains out while I drown. He'd be wearing scuba gear, of course, so it wouldn't be quite perfect. But it would be damn good!  The Lizardgirl looked around and spotted... an eel wearing a water globe and aerator, with a Grad Student patch on his blazer. And he looked totally dreamy Nikki's thoughts drifted... It would be so... sexy... so hot!... There's my fantasy, right there. But to really do it? Go all the way...? I'm not sure I'm ready for that. Not yet, anyway. Maybe at graduation.... If I keep my grades up, I'll be in the honor delegation, and you can bet I'll choose the water!  Nikki found her right hand starting to lift, seemingly all by itself. She put her left hand over it to hold it down.
Professor Damien waited a full minute. He looked over the assembled students. "No water lovers in this class? Strange. How about you, Yumi. Want to give the tank a try?"
The roe deer stood up, but shook her head. "I was thinking about the sword."
"Well, far be it from me to deny a student her desired end. I'll wait a little longer, then..."
Yumi sat down again. The professor waited another thirty seconds, scanning the students. His eyes passed over Nikki, looked around the room, then focused on the lizardgirl again "Nikki. Remove your clothes and come up here."

Nikki stared at him a moment. Caught! He knows what I want. She thought about protesting for a moment, but... it would mean an automatic failure. This is a required course. It's either the water or... transfer to an ordinary college.
The lizardgirl stood up and unbuttoned her shirt. A loris with a TA patch came over and nodded approvingly when she folded it up and laid it on her chair. Nikki recognized him from the study sessions, Cordell something-or-other... oh, yeah, Cordell Keys. She pulled her spike heels off, peeled her nylons down and laid them on top of her shirt.
A coyote four seats away sniffed quietly. "I'd guess you wanted this."

Nikki didn't trust her voice, so she just nodded. She pulled down her jeans and then her panties.

"You're entitled to have sex one last time, just like Kolby."

Nikki pointed to the eel. "I'd like him to fuck me underwater, please."

Cordell raised his voice. "Esmond, the lady would like your assistance."

The eel wormed his way through the rows of seats. "What can I do for you, young lady?"

"Would you join me in the tank and fuck me while I drown?"

"Be happy to. Front or back?"

"Front, please. I've done backdoor, but never got much out of it."

"A chance to get out of this apparatus and breathe nice, fresh water. And get laid. Let's go."

The tank was already hooked up to a hose and about a third full. The eel climbed nimbly up the ladder, then jumped into the tank. Cordell helped Nikki climb up.

"C'mon in, the water's fine," the eel called up to Nikki. She took hold of the edge and reached down with her feet. Esmond reached up to grab her waist and take part of her weight, helping her down.

Nikki was no longer afraid of the water. The prospect of drowning while getting fucked by this handsome, ultra-slim male had her clit itching and her cunny aching to be filled. It'll be my last fuck, but it will be the best fuck imaginable. The water was just warm enough to be comfortable.
Esmond sat down. "Come, sit in my lap and we'll talk about whatever pops up."
Nikki looked down, noticing that the water was already up his nipples. She also noticed something else... "Looks like it already did," she said, smiling. It will be up to my shoulders, just about. She shrugged, Might as well be drowned for a sheep as for a lamb, and sat down.
"Now..." he said, and grabbed Nikki by the hips. He lifted her a few inches He looked strong, but... Oh, yeah, most of me is in the water and has negative weight. Then he slowly lowered her onto his already hard cock. Nikki wrapped her legs around the eel and let him move her slowly up and down. The pleasure of him inside her was indescribable.

The way he makes me feel, I can hardly wait for the water to reach my nose. It wasn't long. She was just getting to the point where she needed to cum when the water reached her upper lip.

Esmond let her go for a moment and took off his water-globe. He bent his neck until his gills could breathe water, then grabbed Nikki again. He seemed to sense her need; he was bouncing her faster, longer strokes. A few seconds more and the water reached Nikki's nose. She almost panicked as she realized she couldn't breathe, then an upstroke brought her nose above water and she pulled in air -- only to be pulled down again when her lungs were only half full. Nikki had completely lost control of herself. She started using her own muscles to move her up and down, faster, long strokes that allowed her to gasp in a little air at the top of each stroke, then Esmond pulled her down again.
If I weren't about to die, I could love this eel. I could spend the rest of my life with him. What a passionate lover!
And then the water was too high for even a full upstroke to get her nostrils above the surface. Nikki tried to stand, to delay the moment when the water would cover her head, but Esmond held her, keeping the tip of his penis inside her. Nikki struggled, then gave in as the pleasure overcame her. She took Esmond's head between her hands and pulled him toward her, kissing him long and deep.

Esmond kissed her back, then placed delicate kisses on her eyelids, then kissed her again, longer and deeper. Then he pulled her back onto him, hilting himself in her.

She threw her head back and howled as her orgasm began. It came out as bubbles, of course, but Nikki didn't care. She just needed more of Esmond's fucking. She slammed herself down, then up again until he was barely inside, then just writhed with a mixture of pleasure and need, letting the eel control her movements again.

He paused, kissed her again, then pulled her down again. From then it was one continuous, nearly unbearable orgasm. She forgot about holding her breath to prolong her remaining minutes of life. She breathed in water, and her lungs filled with water instead of life-giving air. The knifing pain in her chest was just part of the pleasure. Only the pleasure , the pleasure of an eel-cock inside her, the pleasure in her cunt and clit spreading through her pelvis, up to her chest, and gradually her whole skin was tingling with pleasure. She breathed water out, then in again. And again, and again. It all part of the pleasure of fucking this eel.

It was too much, she wanted it to stop, and she wanted it to never stop.

But it did. Nikki never even noticed the moment when her need to breathe overcame her instinctive desire to prolong her life. She didn't notice the pain as her lungs filled with water instead of life-giving air. The pleasure grew and grew; she didn't hear the ringing in her ears, didn't see the outside world starting to gray out. She felt Esmond's hot cum jetting inside her, and her pleasure increased -- she hadn't thought it possible. She never noticed the moment when the pleasure stopped because everything had faded to black. Just pleasure, more pleasure, and... nothing.

And some minutes later, there was no more Nikki. Her body floated in the water. Esmond checked her neck pulse, then let her body go to float, face down, arms and legs dangling limply. He signaled Cordell, who shut off the flow of water. The tank was nearly full anyway.

Yumi sat, transfixed by the scene she had just witnessed. Her clothing was in disarray, one breast and her pussy visible to the students on either side of her. Her hands rested quiet in her lap, but they had been very active for a while, watching Nikki drown. The doe wondered if she would cum that hard when it was time for a male with a sword to cut her head off.

Esmond stayed in the tank a while, just relaxing in the warm water and breathing quietly. The lizardgirl had been a very good lay!
Professor Damien gestured, and another TA, a guinea pig, helped Cordell lift Nikki out of the tank. They put her on a gurney next to Kolby's body, then wheeled it out of the room.

=============================================================

The Professor turned to the students. "Next we will do a ligature strangulation. Do we have a volunteer? I see several students who seemed to get very excited when we were practicing this. Who would like to be strangled to death with a scarf? Or perhaps you'd prefer an Eta Nu Gamma necktie? Or a plain silk cord.

"Anybody?"

A hand shot up.

"Tiara, right?"

"Yes, Professor," the bunny replied, "And yes, I'm consenting to be strangled to death as part of this demo."

"Very good."

A naga came over and offered a hand to Tiara, helping her out of her seat. She noticed the empty two-liter bottle of soda under the seat, and whistled softly to herself. "Naked or clothed," she asked.

"Naked, fer sure," the bunny replied. She unbuttoned her bodice and pulled her dress over her head.

"Unhook me?" Tiara asked, turning her back, and the TA undid her bra. She slid it down her arms and offered it to the naga, who grinned and tucked it into her backpack.

The bunny slid her panties off and tossed them over her shoulder. A skunk two rows back and one seat over jumped into the air and caught them. He sniffed them gently and his eyes widened.

Sissy led bunny up to the front, where a sturdy-looking chair awaited her. Then she whispered something to the Professor, who picked up a walkie talkie. Two lab assistants opened a storage closet at the rear of the room and carried up double armfuls of fluffy towels, which they spread over the chair and on the floor underneath it.

"Can you control yourself while being strangled?" The Professor asked Tiara.

"I'm... not sure."

"Better strap you in, then." The Professor and the naga strapped Tiara's feet to the foot of the chair, then strapped her hands to the chair arms.

"Did you want to have sex one last time, either before or during your snuff?" Sissy asked her.

"I'd like a femme to lick me while I'm being strangled, please."

The Professor picked up his walkie-talkie again. A squirrel-femme wearing an Eta Nu patch on her chest came up and eyed Tiara, admiring her brown-beigeish fur She took a close look at the green pendant, but carefully avoided touching it. She bent over, smelled the bunny's slit and looked closely at it, noting the heart-shaped area of white fur around it. Then she smiled. "Okay, I'm your girl. My name's Jayden, by the way." She knelt down and started slowly licking the doe's inner lips.

The Professor stepped on a pedal and the chair rose into the air along with a ten-foot circle of floor around it. At the same time, two giant TV screens lit up above the stage. One showed a close-up of the bunny's head, neck, and chest. The other showed her crotch and the squirrel's tongue already at work.

"Ohhhh!" Tiara reacted to the pleasure between her legs. "Nice... nice of you to do this last favor for me."

The squirrel said something that might have been "My pleasure," but it was muffled with her mouth buried in the bunny's slit.

Sissy slipped a thin rope with a wooden handle at each end around the bunny's neck. Sissy took the handles in her hands. "Ready?" she asked. Tiara nodded three times rapidly.

The Professor addressed the class again. "When executing a criminal, the cord would usually be pulled very tight all at once. But we want Tiara to have an experience that she will remember all the rest of her life, so Sissy will pull the rope slowly. First she just barely takes the slack out of the rope. A foretaste of what is to come."

Tiara waggled her head, getting the feel of the rope, and smiled.

"Then she will pull a little tighter,  and again pause to let the victim adjust to the new level. And a little tighter, and another pause, repeated until the victim's breath is completely stopped."

The cord around Tiara's neck became uncomfortably tight, but the squirrel's tongue was flicking her clit and distracting her. A few seconds later, it tightened again, so that Tiara felt like she was being choked -- even though she actually was still breathing freely. "Oh, yeah, more," she said, and was amazed that her voice still sounded normal.

The rope tightened again until Tiara had to consciously force her muscles to get enough air. And a few seconds later, even further. "Feels so good," she tried to say, but what came out was a raspy strangled sound, the words barely audible to Sissy. Even the Professor, standing two feet away, couldn't make them out.

It struck Tiara that she would soon be dead. It was scary, but exciting. Jayden was now alternating between licking the bunny's clit and pushing her long tongue into Tiara's cunny, raising her to new heights of excitement.

And after a few moments, the rope was pulled all the way tight. Tiara was able to push the stale air in her lungs out, but could not bring any more in. She was completely strangled. She began to struggle, writhing in the chair, trying to escape the cord.She welcomed what it was doing to her, but her body wanted to live and was fighting to escape regardless of Tiara's wishes.

In less than a minute, Tiara was in serious trouble. She needed air desperately, but could not get any. Her body tried to pull her arms and legs free of the chair, to pull that rope from around her neck, but the bindings held. Tiara looked out and saw the audience watching her avidly. The majority just sat upright in their chairs, but quite a few were rubbing themselves through their clothes, and some were doing more. The skunk had unzipped his jeans and was stroking himself,  holding Tiara's panties to his nose with his other hand, breathing in her female fragrance.

And then Jayden's tongue sped up, concentrating on Tiara's clit while the squirrel's index and middle fingers stroked the inside of her cunt. Tiara's wriggling changed, she was trying to get that finger on just the right spot.

A snow leopard leaned over and whispered to the skunk, "Would you like help with that." He glanced at her and said, "Sure, if you're offering." She reached over and touched his hand; he let go and she wrapped her own around his cock and started moving up and down, at first matching the speed he'd been using, then gradually speeding up as the bunny's struggles seemed to weaken.

And then came the climax. Tiara's body stiffened as the sensations pushed her into orgasm, an orgasm that went on and on, seemingly forever, pleasure more than she could bear, but she could not escape the mouth and the fingers that were stroking and licking her.

And then there was a loud ringing in her ears, and she found it difficult to focus on the audience that was watching her die. The last thing she saw clearly was the skunk, head thrown back, howling as spurts of semen erupted from his cock, flying up into the air to land in the hair of three students in the row in front of him: an ocelot, a weasel, and a coyote. The weasel reached up, looked at the white stuff on her finger, and licked it off with a smile.

And Tiara's world faded away into a dull greyness and a loud ringing sound.

A few minutes later, the Professor checked the bunny's pulse. "She's done," he said, and Sissy released the rope and unstrapped the bunny. Another TA came in with a gurney, they transferred Tiara's body to it, and wheeled it out of the room.

The side doors opened, several furs in the University's food service uniform came in, and started handing stacks of paper to the students next to the five aisles in each row. The Professor turned to address the class again. "We've had an exciting morning, I think. Now it's time for a break. Food Service is handing out your meal selection sheets. With this many students involved, our selection is somewhat limited. Anyway, we didn't come her for the food, did we?"

About half the students laughed.

"Students in the aisle seats, please pass those sheets down to the others in your row. You will have 5 minutes to make your selections and pass them back to the ends of your rows. Please don't forget to write your row and seat numbers on the sheet, otherwise you're likely to get whatever is left over."

The skunk, Loren, and the snow leopard, Aleesha, looked at their menus. The selection was limited, all right. Hamburger, Hot dog, Pepperoni pizza, Sliced Turkey sandwich, Tuna Salad sandwich, or fruit plate. Potato salad, cole slaw, or French fries. Green salad or shrimp salad for starter. Coffee, tea, water, milk, Coca Cola, or Sprite.

Food started arriving less than 10 minutes after the choices were turned in. At least the hot things were hot, the cold things were cold, and it was reasonably fresh. And, as the Prof. pointed out, they weren't here for the food.

The screen in front flashed several times, then displayed: desserts and more drinks on the tables in back of the room. Loren and Aleesha went back, poured themselves fresh cups of coffee, and chose a piece of cheesecake and a chocolate sundae, respectively.

Some of the students went off to small private rooms at the side to work off the effects of watching the morning's snuffs; the majority had either not found anybody they wanted to relieve tensions with, or didn't bother "getting a room" but used the seats, the floor, or leaned up against a wall.

After an hour, Professor Damien rapped for attention again. "We will now get onto the afternoon demos. Our first will be a suffocation. Who here would like to demonstrate the realities of having your air supply blocked from the outside?

YCH auction is now open for the next section: suffocation. See auction rules
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