The Midterm Demonstration
The Third Snuff: The Strangling Cord
[Synopsis thus far: Professor Damien gave his opening spiel for the midterm demo. A ferram -- part ferret, part sheep -- was hanged and a lizardgirl was drowned.]

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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