Reefer Den Romp #1: Tipping Point
by Ketaryn Messner
The midafternoon sun caught the glass of the chubby skunk’s bong at just the right angle to temporarily blind him as he looked up from his smartphone. Hissing and covering his eyes with one paw for a moment, he clumsily tossed his phone aside and grabbed for the bong. Once he had his fingers wrapped around it, he picked it up and then leaned over the table to fumble for one of the several lighters scattered about.

One quick hit later, his annoyance at getting the sun in his eyes was long gone.

It was a common enough sight at Ryland Tanner’s house—or, more specifically, in the now somewhat ramshackle side-addition to the house. It had already been there when the skunk had moved in several years back, and had probably been some kind of nice covered patio when the previous owners had lived there; now, it was filled with a bunch of furniture that didn’t match, piles of pillows, stacks of old food boxes, and mounds of junk. There were windows that had screens, but no glass, and various blankets and bolts of fabric were draped about the walls to create a semblance of both insulation and ambience. The tables, of course, were festooned with lighters, grinders, and other various paraphernalia used for smoking marijuana.
Ry affectionately called this place his reefer den.

The skunk was something of a minor fixture in his neighborhood. The area was a fairly typical suburb, and Ry imagined most of his neighbors either commuted up to the city for work or had blue collar jobs nearby; all he knew for sure was that he had the reputation as being the local lazy stoner who mostly kept to himself. People didn’t avoid him, exactly, but since he was a big homebody himself, nobody in the neighborhood really went out of their way to seek him out, preferring instead to leave him to his vices. Ry was fine with that; he wasn’t hurting anybody or bothering anybody, and so nobody bothered him or came complaining.
That wasn’t to say that nobody ever stopped by. The skunk had his friends, of course—mostly guys around his age who liked to hang out, get stoned, and relax with a buddy. It wasn’t really a huge secret that anyone who came and went from his place was probably there for drugs, but so long as they were all just enjoying things amongst themselves and not dealing to kids in the neighborhood, it was a no harm, no foul kind of situation.
Of course, just because neither Ry nor his buddies hung out dealing to kids didn’t mean that kids didn’t know the skunk’s house was a place to score some shit. The only trick, really, was not getting caught, but teenagers had been finding ways to sneakily get their paws on weed since long before the skunk had even been born, let alone set up his cozy little reefer den.
The rustling of one of the window screens caught Ry’s attention a moment or two after the skunk heard it, and he chuckles as he turned his head to see the back half of an otter flump right through the open window and onto the floor behind a pile of boxes. He set his bong down atop the coffee table next to his couch, then dragged himself to his feet, chuckling as he tottered over to where his little friend was sprawled out on his back, short legs and thick tail doubled over his face.
“You okay there, Dade?” Ry asked, arms folded across his chest.

The little otter untangled himself from his precarious position and dragged himself to his feet, smoothing out his t-shirt and shorts with his webbed paws. “Uh, yeah, I’m all right,” he replied bashfully, his ears bright red inside as he turned his spot-freckled face up at the skunk. “I didn’t realize you’d moved that cushion, is all.”
“Oh, yeah.” Ry turned to look back over in the direction of the coffee table. “One of my buddies grabbed it to sit on the other night and I guess I forgot to move it back.”
Dade reached back and rubbed near the base of his tail briefly. “Ah, don’t worry about it. I don’t think I bruised anything.” He then gave a slight wince. “Probably.”
The otter was a little younger than most of the schoolkids who dropped by now and then—Ry guessed he was around twelve or so; he vaguely recalled something about seventh grade? Either way, no angry otter parents had ever come knocking on his door, so presumably the kid was smart enough to come and go without getting caught. Old enough to stay out of trouble was fine by him.
“I, uh, took the long way home from school,” Dade murmured. “And as I was passing by I could smell the, uh, the smoke, so I figured you were home and might, ah...”
“Easy, kiddo,” Ry assured, ruffling the short otter down between the ears. “Yes, you can hang out and smoke for a bit if you want. Heck, bong’s already loaded and everything.”
The energetic young otter bounced on his feet briefly at being given permission. Otters really were precious little bundles of energy, Ry thought, giving the side of his own hefty gut a sympathetic pat-pat. Well, after a hit or two, that level of energy was sure to be curtailed, but that was probably half the fun for the little guy, the skunk imagined. He plunked himself down on the couch, then patted the cushion next to him. “Go on, sit down. Have a hit.”
Fidgeting his paws some, Dade finally took a seat as well. He eyed the bong with apprehension, then reached out to pick it up. Ry had shown him how to use it on the otter’s previous visits, but evidently the little guy still found it intimidating. “Just go easy with it, like I taught you,” the skunk said, patting Dade on the shoulder. “The water’s even decently fresh,” he added, even as he struggled to recall when, exactly, he’d last changed it out.

With the spire of glass looking oversized in his small paws, Dade brought the mouthpiece of the bong up to his muzzle. He closed his eyes for a few seconds as if to brace himself, and then he picked up the lighter, flicking it clumsily a few times before managing to get the flame to come on. He then dipped the flame a bit too hard into the bowl, and Ry winced inwardly as he saw the too-dense column of white smoke shoot up the neck of the bong and right into the young otter’s lungs.
The fit of coughing and sputtering was, in retrospect, probably predictable. “Maybe I should’ve grabbed a small pipe or something instead,” Ry offered, already letting his gaze roam around the den for one of the many pipes he owned, finding none within easy reach.

“It’s... I’m... okay,” Dade responded through some residual coughing, the bong clunking back onto the table as his shaky paws hurried to set it down. The otter’s eyes were a bit bleary, but after a few seconds of bearing through it, he seemed to recover well enough. “I just... sometimes I forget how hard that can hit.” His words ended with the hint of a giggle.

Ry grabbed the bong and got ready for a hit of his own. “Just try to graze the bowl with the flame and don’t suck too hard,” the skunk instructed before proceeding to demonstrate, the art of taking a smooth and solid hit one he’d long since mastered. He held the smoke for a few moments, head tilted back as he felt the tingling rush hit him, and then he set the bong back down before slowly exhaling, sinking back into the couch some as he did. “Mmm. Like that,” he muttered.

Dade eyed the bong as he sat near the edge of the couch cushion. He fidgeted his paws together some more, his overall demeanor taking on an even shier note. His bright eyes fixed on the water pipe and the torched bowl of weed, and his thick tail slid off of the cushion behind him and draped down with the narrow tip nestled between his feet.  “So, um,” he started, keeping his gaze averted from the skunk, “do you think you could do it for me the way you did last time?”
Ry blinked a few times, his mind having difficulty landing on exactly what the otter meant. The skunk was pretty high right now, which wasn’t helping, and he also would have been pretty high for whatever Dade was talking about, which helped even less. What could the little otter mean, then? What sort of special trick could their last session have involved? Finally, Ry accepted that he wasn’t going to remember on his own.  “Uh, remind me what that was?” he told the otter.

Now Dade shrunk in on himself even further, his arms tucking in, shoulders narrowing. His paws were fussing together down near his lap. “Like, the thing where you took the hit from the bong and then gave it to me.”
All at once, the memory came rushing back to Ry’s mind: it was later on in the afternoon one day after school a few weeks back, and Dade had shown up when the skunk was even more baked than he was right now. Afraid of searing his throat and lungs by taking a hit himself, the little otter had hemmed and hawed about being too nervous, and so finally the skunk had decided to try showing the kid how shotgunning a hit worked.

The mental image lingered, his muzzle locked briefly with the young otter’s as he exhaled the smoke right into the boy’s lungs.

The skunk shifted on the couch. He honestly hadn’t thought about that since it had happened, and to be reminded of it now, by the otter in question no less, had his head in a tizzy. Sure, he didn’t mind smoking up with teenagers who wanted to drop by—as a long-time smoker himself, he understood the curiosity, and appreciated the company—but it wasn’t like a weird thing beyond that. Plenty of people the skunk’s own age dropped by to smoke, too.
But now, seeing the look in the otter’s eyes as he asked for a repeat performance, Ry could feel his heart pounding. Through the haze of the weed addling his brain, flashes of memory kept jolting in, replaying hints of sensations he’d felt but had subconsciously suppressed over the last few weeks. It had just been a few seconds of mouth against mouth, a maneuver to get a nice hit of pot smoke into his little friend’s lungs, nothing beyond that.

Ry picked up the bong and his lighter, filled the chamber with a nice, thick hit, and then set a paw on Dade’s cheek to help guide the otter into position, their muzzles coming together with a shy slowness on both their parts. The young otter let out a delicate sort of moan as the skunk’s lips forced his open, the sound making Ry tense up as the weirdly enticing perverse thrill of it all washed over him. A soft groan buzzed in his throat, and whether Dade had been waiting for that signal or if it was all just a coincidence, the otter chose that moment to slip his tongue into the skunk’s muzzle.

In his surprise, Ry coughed on reflex, much of the smoke in his mouth lost either through his nostrils or the sides of his snout, the twelve-year-old otter seeming to definitely be kissing him outright and not just trying to get a bong hit off of him. Awash with uncertainty, time seemed to hold still for the skunk, frozen between two heartbeats, and when it started back up again, he was returning Dade’s kiss.

A few seconds later, Dade pulled his head back, breaking the kiss with a soft-but-nervous giggle, his ears and cheeks both showing strong hints of a blush through the shorter, paler fur. “I, um, guess I didn’t get most of that hit, huh?” he offered. His eyes shone with a spark of innocence almost too pure to be legitimate.

Ry was taking slow, heavy breaths, his tummy rising and falling as he gazed back at the small otter. This kid wasn’t even half his age—hell, he was closer to a third the skunk’s age, now that he thought about it. The two of them had no business getting up to this sort of thing together, but still the skunk’s body was gripped by excitement, his pulse rushing hard, the front of his jeans starting to firm up. It was wrong, to be sure—but maybe that’s what made it so right?
“Did, ah, did you want me to try that again?” Ry offered. “Make sure you get the full hit this time?”
Dade nodded.  “Uh-huh. If you’re okay trying again, I mean.”
The skunk said nothing; he simply took the bong back up, took another hit, and held it gently as he leaned back in, once more tenderly locking muzzles with his underage friend. This time, rather than surrendering to a brief yet passionate kiss, the two of them committed more properly to passing the hit off, the otter lazily slinking back out of the lip-lock, exhaling with an audible shudder. Smoke wreathed his head as he sunk almost bonelessly into the couch cushions, eyes showing obvious signs that the skunk’s weed was doing its job.
Still reeling inwardly from their recent kiss, Ry looked over Dade slouched there on his couch. Otters, as a general rule, were pretty cute, but the skunk had never found his friend cute in that respect; he liked males, sure, but ones closer to his own age. Nevertheless, it was impossible not to see the short mustelid in different way now, his slinky frame and soft fur more alluring than the skunk knew they should be, the self-satisfied smile on his face look more openly seductive than simply blissed-out. The more youthful features of his face started to make Ry feel a bit more conflicted until he locked eyes with the otter, and maybe it was the weed, or maybe it was wishful thinking, but he was sure he saw the glimmer of mischief beyond the boy’s years.

What to do about it, though? Ry still wasn’t sure, and so for the time being, he took another hit from his bong, buying himself some time by taking a long and powerful draw. His head spun as he kept the smoke in his lungs, his waking mind unable to tell the difference between the physical effects of the weed and the mental effects of being turned on by an underage mustelid. For now, that provided a pleasant escape where he could enjoy the sensations without worry about where they were coming from.

And speaking of sensations, it was the sensation of Dade setting his paw on the skunk’s thigh that brought Ry’s focus back to reality. He looked down to see the otter simply giving the top of his leg a gentle rub-rub, which would have been innocent enough if it weren’t for the extremely obvious bulge in his jeans. The otter’s fingers were still clear of touching anyplace too lewd, but at this point, even relatively closeness was electrifyingly risky. Ry shifted his weight a little closer to Dade to see how the otter would react, that tiny otter-paw shifting over to the skunk’s inner thigh instead of resting on the top.

That was invitation enough for Ry; he leaned in over the otter next time, and kissed him full-on, snarling under his breath as he felt the boy kiss back without hesitation. Soon enough, they were well and properly making out, the otter showing far more experience with tongue-kissing than the skunk imagined a twelve-year-old should have. Ry’s paws took hold of Dade’s shoulders and started to rub up and down along those slender forearms, the otter taking his paw away from the gap between the skunk’s legs and setting it instead against his chest. The faintest of eager squeaks slipped out of the otter’s muzzle as the two reangled themselves briefly.

Now Ry’s heart was pounding furiously in his chest, his hormonal desires raging, his inhibitions completely smoked away by this point. Dade arched in closer to him with palpable need, and their kiss grew deeper still as the skunk slowly let himself fall in atop the otter until he was softly pinning him to the couch cushions beneath the swell of his tummy. The kid squirmed beneath him, and Ry felt the distinct shape of the young otter’s trapped erection poking and grinding against the curve of his big gut. Well, if that wasn’t a sign that his little friend was into this, what was?

After a few slow, rolling presses of his stomach down against the Dade’s frame, Ry propped himself up on his arms, lifting his weight up as he stared down at the otter, his muzzle hanging open with panting breaths, his eyes wide and fixed on the boy’s face. The otter was panting in the wake of the kiss, the whites of his eyes were a distinct pinkish-red, and his slender chest rose and fall with his own excited breathing. The two were silent for several long, lingering moments as they looked back at one another, as if both taking the time to accept that, yes, they were really doing this.
Ry hooked his fingers into the waistband of the otter’s pants, and then made eye contact with him again, looking silently for the last bit of consent he needed but couldn’t bring himself to put into words for fear of making them too real. Dade gave a shy nod in response; twelve-year-olds were young, but they were old enough to know about sex, right? The skunk tried to think back to his own childhood, the marijuana making it difficult, but that seemed about right enough to him.

With a thumb and forefinger popping the button at the top of Dade’s pants loose, Ry proceeded to tug down the zipper and then pull those pants down off of the otter’s slender legs. He watches as the fur of those legs came into view, finding to his surprise (and embarrassed delight) that the otter’s thighs were peppered with the same series of light spots as his face, like oversized freckles of cream amidst the brown. The skunk’s fingers rubbed over those thighs a few times, brushing the fur back and forth, fingertips making almost too much effort to avoid grazing the edge of the boy’s briefs, a simple pair of tighty-whities that were quite prominently tented. Well, ‘prominently’ maybe wasn’t the right word, given that the young otter didn’t have a terribly large endowment, but it was still visibly hard as a rock under the damp, stretched fabric.

In any ordinary situation where he’d just taken a cute fella’s pants off, Ry would have dropped his head into their lap and started nuzzling about their package through their underwear almost immediately, but even in his horned-up, weed-dazzled state, the thought of doing that here made the skunk hesitate. It seemed too wrong, somehow—not that what he was already doing wasn’t wrong, but, well...his mind was in no state to make sense of that little conundrum.
Instead, he settled for giving Dade’s trapped member a few obliging squeezes before he sat himself back against the armrest of the couch and brought his paws to the front of his own jeans. “I know what we can do,” the skunk said, quickly if clumsily stripping his way out of his jeans; he tried to get them all the way up without having to stand up from the couch, but in the end he gave up and got to his feet, pushing the denim down past his thick hips. His black boxer-briefs sported a tent far, far more impressive than the small otter’s, but then the skunk was rather a lot bigger than the kid in lots of ways, really.

“Mmm. How’s this?” Ry murmured as he lowered himself back down onto the couch, over Dade’s frame like before, pressing his crotch right up against the otter’s. The boy groaned softly at the first slow press, and then he began to wriggle and writhe and grind back against that grown-up package, face pressed against the skunk’s chest to muffle the sounds he was making. Small webbed paws clutched and grabbed at the skunk’s forearms. finding easy enough purchase thanks to the lack of definition.

The combination of the otter’s sounds and the way he was moving brought a lustful, snarly grunt out of Ry’s throat. “Okay kiddo, keep that up while I just...” He allowed himself to trail off as he reached over to the grab the bong from the coffee table, off to the side of the couch. His fingers managed to nab onto it, the brown-tinged water within water sloshing as he tried to bring it over without spilling any of the weed in the bowl. Realizing a few moments later that he still needed a lighter (and needed both paws to smoke from a bong in the first place), he switched the bong off to his other paw—resulting in his full weight settling down atop of little Dade underneath him.

The pinned otter continued to squirm and wriggle beneath the heavy skunk’s form, louder (though still muffled) squeaks hitting Ry’s ears. “Just gimme a sec,” he huffed as he brought his shaky paws in close together in order to light the bowl. He sucked hard from the mouthpiece, burning out the rest of the weed in the bowl with a satisfying hiss audible through the bubbling. Time again felt like it hung on that moment longer than it normally might have, and with a loud groan, he exhaled a large plume of thick smoke that slowly, slowly dispersed to envelop the whole space around the couch.

Remembering the young otter still held in place beneath his belly, the skunk quickly set the bong back down on the coffee table. In his current state of distraction, though, he fumbled it at the end, the bong rolling off the table and onto the floor, bong water and ash spilling all over the ratty carpet. Whatever. At least it hadn’t broken. Hell, even if it had, Ry wasn’t sure he’d have stopped long enough to care. He bore his weight back onto his paws and lifted himself up a little. “Able to get your breath now, little guy?” he asked with a grin down at Dade.
Dade looked like a perfectly blazed, dizzy, happy little fella indeed, and that was before he gave his bleary, lazy little nod. “Uh-huh,” he said as he reached up with his paws to grab hold of the skunk’s shoulders, and he arched his hips upward to bring their crotches back together. As he did so, the angle of approach caused the young otter’s stiff little prick to snag against the skunk’s bigger package, the friction causing him to drag his own briefs down. The wet tip of the otter’s member pressed in against the side of Ry’s cock, the dampness seeping through the skunk’s boxer-briefs.

In response, the skunk felt his shaft throb hard, his own tip leaking out another reflexive gush of pre into the fabric of his underpants. He took one paw and grabbed at the elastic waistband of his boxer-briefs, pushing them down with a hard yank, his thick, black cock flopping out and slapping against Dade’s inner thigh. The rush of relief that came with freeing his erection from his underwear made the already-dizzy skunk get a spat of tunnel vision for several long moments as his body coped with and compensated for the rush.
Dade gasped breathily and bent his slinky torso forward some, webbed paw wrapping around Ry’s shaft, giving it a few slow pumps, a couple of the otter’s teeth pinching against his lower lip in concentration. Maybe this kid wasn’t as innocent as Ry had thought—which was probably a good thing? It definitely didn’t feel to the skunk like he was forcing himself on anyone. Well, unless he counted using his body mass advantage, but he couldn’t really help that.

Or could he? “Got an idea for us, kiddo,” Ry said with a dopey grin, giggling to himself thanks to the weed. Perhaps that last hit had been the proverbial one toke over the line, and if so, this was a line he was currently delighted to be crossing in more ways than one. Once again, Ry pushed himself back onto his haunches, this time reaching down to tug Dade’s undies the rest of the way off before scooping the otter up in both his arms.

The otter grinned. “Hi,” he said softly, eyes sparkling as he leaned in to kiss the skunk on the lips a few times before gradually deepening things. Ry reaffirmed his hold on the otter’s weight, and then turned to the side so that he had Dade propped between his big belly and the back of the couch. The skunk’s paws settled against the otter’s hips, and he started to grind forward, his own much larger shaft sliding back and forth against the otter’s tinier prick.

Closing his eyes as he filled the kiss with a happy growl, Ry lost himself in the sounds of squeaky panting and the couch creaking under their combined weight. The otter’s paws roamed up and down the skunk’s sides and flanks, his arms not quite long enough to reach all the way around that heavy-set grown-up frame. Through the pervasive scent of weed all throughout the den, Ry was finally starting to get a stronger tinge of his own fierce arousal mixing with the more subtle scent of adolescent otter, both of their dicks getting more and more slick and drizzly as they pressed them together.

The idea that this was wrong, that this was something he absolutely shouldn’t be doing, was the furthest thing from Ry’s mind now; if anything, the primary thought on his mind was how funny the term ‘otter-frotting’ sounded to him right now, making him giggle softly into that messy, passionate kiss as he and Dade kept bucking and thrusting against one another nice and slow. The otter’s slender young body felt wonderful as it wriggled and undulated against the swell of his belly, that modest preteen erection leaking all over his dark cock making the skunk feel positively enormous.

Ry grabbed the hem of the otter’s shirt and stopped working his hips long enough to peel it off of the kid’s body, revealing more of those pale spots running up all along the length of his sides. Dade had visited several times before, but Ry had never seen this much of him before. The otter blushed as he looked down the length of his now-naked body, skunk-cock making a visible furrow in the fur alongside his groin. “Um, hi,” Dade murmured again, his whiskers twitching as he grinned sheepishly at the skunk.

“Hi,” the skunk replied with a wide grin of his own, sliding his paws up to Dade’s shoulders, giving them a quick squeeze before grabbing the back of the couch just above them. With his new leverage, Ry resumed thrusting against the young otter as before, except this time, he was able to look down and watch as his shaft slid along his little friend’s—except for when his fat belly bobbed forward far enough to block the view here and there. Dade arched his head back, eyes scrunched shut and muzzle hanging open with barking little gasps and squeaks of pleasure that got more and more disordered and arrhythmic the longer they went.

Clearly, Ry realized, the kid was getting close to the edge—and for that matter, so as he. Lust and lightheaded pleasure were all that was driving the skunk now, and he continued to push and press in against Dade’s crotch, eyes going wide as he watched the small otter go over the edge, making a wet and spurt mess of his own belly, his crotch, and of course Ry’s own shaft and gut as well. As he came, the otter bucked and chirped all the more fiercely, his entire body feeling like it was shuddering hard along the spine in an intense and youthful climax.

Fuck, it was hot. And as he took it all in, some part of Ry that wasn’t under the influence of carnal perversion or marijuana was very aware that he’d never seen someone so young actually get off before (save for himself, when he was that young, of course). The way Dade’s face was twisted up with bliss, the way his body rocked and jolted, the scent of his release—the skunk took it and fed it into his own raging excitement, and he kept on bucking and bucking and bucking against the little otter’s spent cock and soft-furred thigh until it was his turn to add to the mess.

Thick streaks of jizz shot up the front of Dade’s body so far that the first spurt or two made their way clear to the otter’s chest; the rest proceeded to paint the little guy’s belly as the skunk’s pent-up nuts emptied themselves. When had he last jerked off, anyway? Probably not recently enough if he was horny enough to be doing this. Either way, if Dade minded the way the older skunk was making a mess of him, he had a funny way of showing it.

Afterglow then hit Ry like a ten-ton truck. Getting off while really high was something that really gave the skunk an intense head rush, and to get there here, with a cute yet forbidden young otter only amplified the experience. Loopiness caused him to wobble there on the couch, and his weight slumped back until he fell off the couch, his back jostling the coffee table as his butt hit the floor with a heavy, padded thud. In his bleariness, he grabbed for one of the bean-bag cushions nearby, dragging it in to use as a makeshift pillow as he stared up at the patchy ceiling of the reefer den while trying to catch his breath.

He wasn’t sure how long he lay there, sprawled out and half-naked and awash with satisfaction and an encroaching sense of uncertainty. With each passing minute, he grew increasingly aware that he was going to need to do something about all this, all while feeling more and more of an urge to just lie there in slowly receding bliss. In what sounded like the far, far distance, Dade also softly panted as he leaned back naked on the couch where the skunk had left him.

Before anything else, he was going to have to get Dade inside and into the shower to get thoroughly cleaned off; being caught giving kids weed was bad enough, but this? No, they were definitely going to have to get rid of any and all evidence of their little rendezvous this afternoon. Dade had been pretty chill about ensuring nobody knew he was sneaking weed, so hopefully that translated to, well, this sort of thing. For now, though, Ry just wanted to lie there for a few more minutes, continue catching his breath, and not think about later.

Because later, Ryland Tanner was going to have to think long and hard about what the hell had just happened here this afternoon.
