Reefer Den Romp #2: Slippery Slope

by Ketaryn Messner
For the third morning in a row, Ryland Tanner had woken up with a hard-on so powerful that it almost hurt. The haze of light hitting his bleary eyes told the skunk it was late morning, and he groped around largely without looking at his nightstand until he felt the hard, smooth surface of the pipe he’d left out before falling asleep. Step one, before he did anything else, was to get as blazed as he could manage by killing that bowl as quickly as possible.

Step two was to use the haze of weed and the lingering echoes of his dream to stay in the moment long enough that he could finish jerking off without feeling weird about the fact that he was imagining being with a twelve-year-old otter.

In the half-week that had passed since Ry’s young friend Dade last dropped by, when the little otter stopped in for an after-school smoke only to stay for a fair bit more than that, this morning routine had nearly become ritual. The skunk couldn’t bring himself to simply sit down and unwind by masturbating to his memories of getting frisky with the kid (no matter how often they played through his mind) without feeling too weird about it, but in his sleep, his subconscious turned those memories into what-ifs and other fantasies, causing him to wake like this, in desperate need of relief.
If there was one thing Ry Tanner was good at, it was giving in to his urges when he was stoned and horny. Even now, as he lit the bowl in his pipe and took an enormous draw, he could feel his cock pulsing and leaking under the sheets it was poking up beneath. Two solid hits later, the chubby skunk let his head fall back to the pillow, and he took hold of his balls and his cock with his paws and started mulling over how nice it would if his little otter-friend were to sneak back over to his place right around then.
He didn’t last long. He’d made it to the point where he was helping the kid get high by taking bong hits and shotgunning them into that tender young muzzle, paw searching between those stubby legs in search of the boy’s excitement, when his own excitement became too much, even with the weed dulling his other senses. Shuddering his way through an intense climax, time-dilated thanks to having smoked up, he found himself all too soon back in the reality of the moment, staring at his black paw, dripping with white.

“Fuck,” he muttered to himself. This wasn’t like him, he insisted. He’d just done something with a friend in the heat of the moment. Nothing more.

His spent cock twitched again, belying his eagerness to be proven wrong.

*

As the coyote working the taco track handed Ry a flimsy cardboard tray overladen with food, the skunk nearly dropped his carnitas and nachos in shock at the sight of the young otter who’d been on his mind so much over the past week. In an instant, it felt like his heart had stopped and his cock had gone from soft to ramrod-stiff, and the skunk blinked dumbly a few times before he was convinced that he wasn’t just seeing things he wanted to see.
But no, now that Ry had had the chance to give the young otter a good and thorough once-over, he was sure all right: that was his little friend Dade, out with his scout troop in full uniform, not twenty feet away across the grass. The otter was wearing one of the blue uniforms, unlike the bulk of his peers who were dressed in tan; presumably that meant he’d been with the scouts since he was younger and was still small enough to wear his older uniform.

The wrongness of his thoughts made Ry stiffen some more inside his pants, and the skunk desperately wanted to adjust what he was sure was a visible tent down there, but he couldn’t spare a paw without his cardboard tray of taco truck cuisine collapsing under its own weight. He’d been so worried about how he might react the next time the otter snuck on by his reefer den that he’d never imagined (not even in his recent, highly inappropriate dreams) he’d run into the boy someplace in public. And now here he was, in a prim and proper little uniform and fuck, the image was already burned into the skunk’s mind.
And now he saw what the scouts were doing here in the first place: setting up their own little stall here at the town fairgrounds, right across from the semicircle of food trucks parked by the edge of the grass. Ry wondered whether, in retrospect, he should have assumed the scouts would be here chipping in at the town fair, but as a single gay man in his thirties, he wasn’t really the sort of person who’d be expected to keep tabs on what kids were doing.
I seem to be keeping tabs on one of them, though, thought Ry to himself as he waddled over to a nearby bench and settled his bulk down, trying and failing to resist the urge to scope out Dade again even as he began munching away on one of his tacos.

He didn’t get more than two bites in before the otter suddenly turned around and perked up at the sight of his grown-up friend there on the bench. As the skunk’s eyes widened, his mouth wrapped around his folded-up taco, the young uniformed otter held up a paw, waved, and flashed a bright, beautiful smile. The cardboard tray in the skunk’s lap shifted as his cock surged within his pants.
A moment later, an older voice called out from across the way, the words inaudible to Ry over the din of the crowd; Dade, however, perked his eyes, and went scampering back behind the stall and out of view.

Ry reached into his pocket and pulled out a vape pen, huffing on it furiously for several long moments, not caring if anyone nearby smelled the telltale tinge of cannabis oil (perhaps they’d be too afraid to accuse a skunk of smelling like weed in the first place, he gambled). He then proceeded to practically inhale the rest of his food in record time, making a minor mess of the front of his shirt by the time he was done, pitching the greasy cardboard tray into the trash as he made an awkward beeline away from the fairgrounds and towards the nearest bus stop.

It was definitely not safe for him to stick around here.

*

As soon as he got back home, Ry ate two entire pot cookies from the batch he’d baked a few days earlier and then he flopped out in his reefer den, loaded his bong, and put on some music. He was determined not to jerk off to the mental image of Dade dressed in his little uniform, and thankfully, rushing his way through two solidly packed bowls back to back did a great job of helping him zonk himself right into a blissful, unfocused daze.
A couple hours later, once the first double dose of edibles had kicked in, the skunk had himself a third brownie for good measure, figuring that by the time the first two began to wear off, that third would be kicking in to help keep the high going. Not only was he a big skunk who could handle heavier doses, he was also a seasoned enough stoner to know his own tolerance, and a third brownie would, in his experience, keep him nice and blissed out for several more hours without totally knocking him out.
While he waited for that newest brownie to digest and kick in, Ry packed another bowl for himself, pipe in his left paw and lighter in his right as he brought both up to his muzzle. He was about to spark the lighter and take a draw from the pipe when his gaze met the bright blue eyes of an all-too-familiar otter standing outside just outside his reefer den.
Fumbling the pipe and nearly spilling the bowl all over his lap, Ry bobbled his paws and barely managed to get the pipe set back onto the low-set table without making a mess.  “Oh, shit, uh... come in, little guy, come in,” he said, stammering, brushing his paws over his lap a few times to wipe away an assortment of cookie crumbs and stray flecks of weed, which did less to make him look any more presentable than he might have hoped. Really, given the current state of the reefer den, a bit of extra cruft on the skunk’s sweat shorts would hardly have been noticeable in the first place.
Dade clambered in through one of the windows, much as he’d done a scant few days before, though this time he managed to keep from falling in through the other side and instead dropped down cleanly on his feet. Now that he was inside, Ry could see that the little otter was still wearing his scout uniform from earlier; as the boy finished letting himself down from the window, he reached behind him to grab his cap from where it was tucked into the waistband of his shorts, placing it squarely atop his head. “Uh, hi,” the otter offered with a sheepish wave of one webbed paw.
“Hi!” chirped the skunk in return, his voice pitching a full octave and a half higher than intended as his throat clenched up with anxiety. “What are you, ah...I mean...um, did you want a hit?” he stammered, holding out the pipe he’d been about to spark up himself.

Dade trotted closer with a faint spring in his step. “Maybe just a li’l one,” he demurred, settling down onto the couch with his rudder-tail draped off to the side. His first few flicks failed to spark, but soon he got the bowl to light at least enough for a miniature hit, the kid’s inexperience working to his advantage in that regard.

And the whole entire time, Ry could not take his eyes off of the boy or his uniform, the simple act of sitting on a couch and trying to take a hit from a pipe somehow looking so sensual and appealing thanks to the subject in question. A straining, painful lump formed in the skunk’s already tight throat. It’s not like the otter was naked or lewdly flaunting his body or anything, so why was he driving Ry so goddamn crazy?

“So, um, what brings you here?” the skunk asked as Dade passed the pipe and lighter back to him. “Well, the weed, I guess,” he noted before taking a hit of his own, torching a good third of the bowl in a single toke. He tilted his head back, closed his eyes, and waited a few seconds before exhaling the smoke in a messy, unstructured plume.

Dade fidgeted his paws in his lap. “I mean, well, the event at the fairgrounds is all wrapped up now,” he said, “and most of the troop went out for pizza after and so my parents think I’m with them.” After a brief pause, he added, “They’re not expecting me back for a couple more hours.”

Ry couldn’t help but chuckle despite himself. The kid had picked up a sense of brash assertiveness from somewhere, it appeared. Oh shit, maybe he got it from me? wondered the skunk, and the prospect immediately made his cock throb in his shorts. “So you snuck off to hang out with a fat ol’ skunk like me, huh?” Ry teased, mainly to calm his own nerves.


It didn’t really work.

“Well you saw me in my uniform earlier,” Dade replied, fidgeting with the bill of his cap and the fastener of his golden neckerchief, “and it got me thinking about how, um...well, my scoutmaster, he...he likes seeing me in uniform when we, ah, like...just the two of us...”

The otter’s spark of brazenness may have dimmed some, but Ry’s arousal only flared all the more in turn. The skunk didn’t know what was turning him on more: the fact that the young otter was admitting to fooling around with his scoutmaster, or that he was deliberately engaging in uniform play at age twelve or however old he was. And somewhere between the otter’s forwardness and all the THC in his system made Ry stop all of his earlier agonizing and fretting over his now-desperate attraction.

Normally, being blazed out of one’s mind made it hard to think clearly, but right now, the mental calculus was simple: the skunk thought this young otter was hot as hell, and that fact wasn’t just some one-time thing, regardless of whatever else he did. And here the otter was, all but soliciting him outright, baiting him with shy looks and that sexy little uniform.
In a heartbeat, Ry’s muzzle was locked with Dade’s, the otter’s muffled squeak of surprise slowly bleeding into an earnest, trembling moan as the skunk’s broad paws awkwardly prodded and stroked along the boy’s sides. The fabric of his uniform top wasn’t exactly sheer or silky, but the youthful and boyish frame may as well have been polished glass for how smooth and supple it felt to Ry’s touch. After several nasal huffs that bordered on snarls, the skunk finally pulled away for air, chuckling as he watched Dade dizzily catch his own breath in the wake of their fierce kiss.

“Show me some other things your scoutmaster likes,” Ry told him as he leaned back against couch, legs spreading, the fabric of his sweat shorts showing a vague yet prominent bulge. He waggled his hips and tail a few times, belly jiggling in turn as he sparked his pipe back up once again.

Dade wasted little time; as soon as he’d recovered from his moment of breathlessness, his slinky little form was down on his knees between Ry’s legs, and a moment later his adorable, freckled cheeks and whiskery muzzle were nuzzling and nudging at the bump beneath the soft, springy fabric of the skunk’s shorts. Ry sighed in pleasured relaxation as he took another hit, then set the pipe down on the armrest of the couch as he took in the sight before him. He grabbed the bill of the otter’s cap in order to pull it back and give himself a better look at the boy’s face.
Grinning proudly back up at him, Dade then stuck out his tongue as he gave the blunt, rounded tip of his sleek tail a proud waggle. “He says he likes me to keep the cap on, for one,” he trilled, one of his small, webbed paws rubbing the now-unmistakable outline of the skunk’s erection through those very forgiving sweat shorts. “But it’s a little easier for me if I do this.” The otter then grabbed his hat and turned it around so that the bill was facing backwards, which not only gave Ry an unfettered view of the cub’s face, but also gave said cub the space he needed to bury his snout right up against the skunk’s junk without the rounded swell of the large belly just above it bumping the hat off the boy’s head.

Fuck, this is happening. This is actually happening. This is actually, really happening. Ry’s head whirled in circles like a broken record as he stared slack-jawed between his own legs at the otter who was alternating nuzzling, nosing, and occasionally even kissing his package through his shorts. He was about to get head from an underage otter done up in his scout uniform. Fuck. There was no way of pretending he wasn’t into this, especially not as that pair of tiny paws hooked into the waistband of his shorts and tugged downward, causing the skunk’s rock-hard cock to spring free and smack against the otter’s snout hard enough to make the kiddo squeak in response.

“God, yes, that’s it,” the skunk hissed as Dade began to lick and kiss along the black flesh of his twitching cock, already glistening some with a fair bit of drizzle. With his eyes drifting closed on pleasured reflex, Ry fumbled for the pipe he’d set aside, nearly knocking it off of the armrest before managing to catch it. The near-spill made his eyes snap back fully open, and just in time for him to see the otter close his own eyes and lower his blunt little muzzle onto the tip of that dusky, pulsing cock.

A groan of sheer, complete bliss slipped luridly from Ry’s throat, sounding almost like it was echoing through the ramshackle reefer den thanks to the drug-fueled pulsing in the skunk’s ears. The idea of taking a fresh hit was temporarily forgotten as waves of pleasure rippled through the skunk’s body, the headiness of the edibles from earlier still greatly in effect. Time slowed to a crawl, and he could feel each tiny twitch of the little otter’s tongue against his shaft, those smooth and soft lips gliding along with practice that clearly came from the kid’s scoutmaster—or perhaps even more grownups, Ry then imagined, making his cock surge all the more.

Each breath brought with it a fresh, palpable shudder. Ry couldn’t take his eyes off of Dade as the young otter worked with downright aplomb. The weed haze blurred out everything that wasn’t the skunk’s sole focus, and even then, his mind jolted and reeled every few seconds as the adorable tween kneeling between his feet serviced him dutifully. Scouts had a thing about dutiful service, right? The skunk’s brain couldn’t form a clever enough thought about that, so instead he muttered, “You earn any of these badges with that muzz of yours?” He reached down and gave the otter’s breast pocket a little flick with his finger; he couldn’t actually focus well enough to see what any of the badges actually were.

“No, sucking cock gets you a ribbon, not a badge,” Dade replied as he pulled off of the skunk’s shaft, replacing his muzzle with a webbed paw in the meantime. He flashed a quick wink as if to reassure the stoned skunk that he was, in fact, joking, but Ry wasn’t sure that a scoutmaster who fooled around with one of his kids wouldn’t come up with some kind of prize to give out for it. He certainly would, but as he cupped the top of Dade’s cap-covered head and pushed his lips back down onto his cock, the skunk conceded that may just have been because he was a giant pervert.
At least now, thanks to a whole lot of THC and some unexpected prompting from Dade himself, Ry could admit that to himself. It felt bizarrely freeing to admit, which was probably helped a lot by the mouth on his dick. With each bob of the otter’s head, the reality of what he was doing reinforced itself, over and over and over at a soothing and luxurious clip. Now able to ride out the waves, as it were, Ry managed to get his paws on both his lighter and his pipe, and he was able to burn off the rest of the green in the bowl with a deep, steady pull.
Coughing out the smoke several moments later, Ry found a new sound nagging at his ears. It was a wet sound, not entirely unlike the sound Dade’s muzzle was making as it slid up and down the skunk’s length, but it was definitely something else. The skunk blearily scanned his surroundings to find the source of it before his twitching nostrils picked up a familiar scent; he then leaned forward some so that he could get a better look past his stomach.

The source of the sound was coming from between Dade’s own legs, the young otter having opened up the front of his uniform shorts, masturbating furiously as sucked Ry off. Ah, fuck, he’s really, really into this, the skunk thought, his member throbbing hard between the boy’s lips, his hips giving a few gently upward bucks against that soft snout. With a muffled whimper, the otter not only sucked harder, but worked his paw faster at his own modest little underage prick.

Leaning his full weight back against the couch, Ry let both the lighter and pipe fall onto the ratty rug on the floor, both of them forgotten and necessary at this point. All he needed was room to breathe and let this all happen, eyes hazily following the motions of the little otter’s blue-capped head as it went up and down and up and down and—

The suddenness of his climax made Ry cry out loud. His hips jammed upward, the tip of his cock flaring against the top of Dade’s throat before firing his first pulse directly down it. The jerking motion, combined with the sheer volume of the second spurt, made the otter sputter and cough and, before the skunk could stop him, the kid had reflexively pulled himself off. A moment later, splatter after splatter of thick, sticky whiteness lashed over Dade’s face, his muzzle, his neckerchief and the front of his uniform. The sight of the boy getting painted with jizz made the skunk’s balls tighten that much more, keeping his release messy and forceful until it finally ran unceremoniously dry.

Dade whimpered and squeaked as his old skunk buddy blasted that load in his face and then down his front, and his sounds grew sharper and louder as he hit his own climax in due course. He murmured out a string of muffled syllables that didn’t form any coherent words that Ry could make out (though that may have been the weed’s fault), and soon the otter was left panting and breathless with his head lolled back, a watery puddle of semen staining the carpet between his knees.

For several long moments, neither of them said a thing, the only sounds in the den being their ragged, post-orgasmic breathing. Ry looked down at his cock, already starting to droop in the wake of his ferocious climax, a surge of pride filling him as he admired his handiwork: a cum-splattered otter who made for the sexiest little mess the skunk had ever seen.

“Fuck,” he muttered after another moment as revelation dawned on him. “I’m gonna have to wash your uniform. Can’t send you home looking and smelling like that, kiddo.”

The dizzy-looking Dade cracked a sideways smile, a finger rubbing at his eyes to make sure they were clear to open. “I can hang out here while we wait for it to get clean,” he said. “Maybe we can have another smoke in the meantime, too?”

The suggestion brought a wide grin to the skunk’s face. “I think we can maybe do that, too,” he replied. “But first, let’s drag you off and get you out of those clothes.”

It wasn’t Ry’s intent to do anything else terribly untoward right away (and his cock probably wouldn’t be ready again for a good while, besides), but that didn’t mean this wasn’t going to be fun. After all, having a naked otter-boy hanging around at his place while cleanup was going on sounded like a pretty nice prospect.

Especially for a cub-loving skunk like himself.
