
“Urgh...Oh, man…”

Jacob Stripes sat up, rubbing the sore spot on his head. The last thing the chubby purple skunk remembered was hurriedly opening a package. They’d FINALLY made an onahole big enough for him, and one that attached to his tablet to boot! The thought of pretend-fucking his favorite supers (the associated app had a wide variety) filled Jacob with excitement, but now…

The skunk looked around, and let out another groan, this one of frustration rather than soreness. Jacob had been stripped, for starters; his jeans and T-shirt were folded on a table by the main dungeon door, with his shoes and socks beneath, leaving him wearing only tight, white briefs. He was stuck inside a cell, in what, at first glance, seemed to be a stereotypical dungeon; stone walls, iron bars, and suggestively-positioned shackles and manacles abounded. The cells were more spacious than one might expect, however, and instead of a rickety cot, each cell had a surprisingly comfortable futon rolled out on the floor. The toilet was even more or less out of view, in an alcove near the back. As dungeon cells went, it was rather cozy...but also [i]very[/i] familiar.

“Dammit, Von Zeppelin.” Jacob muttered, as he moved to the barred door. He gave it a shake, but it was fruitless. Apparently, von Zeppelin’s minions had actually remembered to lock the door this time, AND they took his cellphone so he couldn’t simply call for a rescue. As he looked around, Jake noticed a slip of paper slipped halfway under the door, and picked it up.


[i][Dear chubby prisoner, I cannot attend to your torture and terror at my very capable hands today. I had a five o'clock mani-pedi, and one does not simply cancel on the Wong sisters. Enjoy your despair! -Von Zeppelin][/i]


Jacob huffed. Great, Von Zeppelin wasn’t even there to ‘torture’ him. The effeminate raccoon’s tortures were usually mildly annoying at worst. That time he’d locked some sort of living rubber Skitty in a cell with Jacob had been downright fun, if exhausting. But now...nothing.


The skunk gripped the bars, and gave the door a shake. Alas, Jacob lacked super strength, so he merely managed to rattle the door rather noisily, before plopping his wide, padded rump onto the futon. Being a supervillain’s prisoner wasn’t usually this [i]boring![/i]


Not long after he sat down, though, there was a loud, exaggerated creak (Jacob was fairly certain it was a recording) as the door into the dungeon opened. Jacob got back to his feet, peering through the bars in the hope of seeing, perhaps, an unusually-subtle Red Razzle. What he saw instead made him duck back down, and blush so hard his cheekfur threatened to combust.


It was one of Von Zeppelin’s minions, as evidenced by the skintight blue bodysuit, with short, white legs and sleeves. But she was the first female minion Jacob could recall seeing; all the others he’d met were male, albeit not necessarily masculine.


She was a ring-tailed lemur, roughly five and a half feet tall, Her hair was black, but the tips were dyed the same striking, fiery orange color as her eyes. Her chest was modest (which was odd, considering Von Zeppelin’s infamy for bestowing enormous breasts on anyone who’d stand still long enough), but her butt certainly was [i]not[/i]; wide hips supported thick, soft buttcheeks, and led into strong, yet smooth, thighs.


Normally, Jacob would be gawking awkwardly at such a sight, but there was a problem. He knew this girl! She was a frequent visitor to one of Jacob’s favorite geek shops, The Mouse Pad, and the pair had struck up a few casual, friendly conversations. What made Jake go redder than Razz’s rump, though, was the memory of their last encounter.


He’d been thumbing through a new superhero comic, distracted by the titillating, frequently-torn costumes of the lead heroine, when he’d bumped into the lemur. Jake hadn’t realized what had happened, at first; only that the bulge in his jeans was suddenly pressed against and between two thick mounds, soft and heavenly even through her shorts. When he did realize that his crotch was nestled snugly against the lemur’s butt, though, he sorely wished he could pull his limbs into his body and implode, then bolted from the store. He hadn’t been back in the week or so since then, but fate always did seem to have a sick sense of humor


Jacob bit his lip, cowering against the door, praying the lemur would go away, only to unceremoniously tumble onto the stone floor when the door swung open.


“Hey, prisoner. Brought you some…” The lemur paused, holding a plate with a couple of pizza slices that seemed to have been recently reheated. “...Jake?”


The skunk, flat on his back, waved nervously up at her. “H-hi there, Ember...W-wow, I didn’t know you, uh, worked here.”


Ember chuckled, and helped the hefty, nearly-naked skunk to his feet. “I don’t usually bring work up outside, y’know? It tends to cause more trouble than it’s worth. How’ve ya been? Haven’t seen you for a while!”

Jake could only fidget nervously, looking anywhere but at Ember. “I, uh...must’ve been missing you at the shop or something…” he mumbled, unconvincingly.


Ember looked puzzled. “I dunno, I’ve been there a…” The lemur paused, and her lips curled into a wide, mischievous grin. “Waaaaait...You’re not still all broken up ‘bout that little bump last week, are you?” His blush, and impulsive attempt to hide behind his own tail, told Ember all she needed to know. “Aw, that’s adorable~”


Jake peeked out from behind his grape-colored fur. “Adorable? You’re not mad?”


“Ha!” Ember laughed. “D’you think you’re the first guy who’s hit this big ol’ bumper of mine?” She gave her butt a swat, sending the cheeks a-wobbling for a moment. “It’s usually obviously not an accident, though. but I know you’re too much of an awkward goofball to do that on purpose.”


Jake wasn’t quite sure he should take that as a compliment, but he was relieved that Ember didn’t think he was a creep. His relief was short-lived, though; once the past awkwardness had been resolved, he suddenly realized that he was in his underwear, in front of a gorgeous, friendly gal wearing skintight spandex. With a yelp, he tried (in vain) to cover his mammoth undie-bulge with both hands .but it was too late. Ember had noticed the growing swell in his undies, finally glimpsing it past his soft, round belly.


“Ooooh, wow. I guessed you’d padded yourself or somethin’...” Ember grinned, kneeling down to try and get a peek. “Nope...Guess you’re fat [i]and[/i] big boned, huh? Noriko’d [i]love[/i] you…”


Jake gulped. He wasn’t about to tell Ember that he’d encountered the chubby-chasing raccoon prostitute already. Even if he was, though, he would have choked on those words, as suddenly, one of Ember’s hands found the underside of Jake’s underwear, fondling the weighty nuts beneath the overstuffed package. “Hnn! E-Ember?”


Ember looked up at Jake. Her smile sent warm, pleasant tingles throughout Jake’s body, and his boner throbbed to full mast. “Mm...C’mon. This baby seemed to love the little taste it got…” She stood up, turning around as she did so, and gave her tush another taunting swat. “...How ‘bout we give it the full experience?”


Jake’s jaw dropped, and he could only gawk as Ember started to unzip her bodysuit, baring more and more of that soft, gray fur. This had to be a dream...it couldn’t POSSIBLY be happening! He was still asleep, or he’d hit his head when passing out, or it was some trick by Von Zeppelin, or…


His worrying came to a stop so abrupt, Jake could practically hear a record scratch. Ember had finally gotten to her butt, peeling the bodysuit over the plush, gray mounds. Her tail was hiked high, so Jake could see every wobbling inch, and that deep, dark, tantalizing cleft between the cheeks.


Ember kicked the bodysuit aside, and glanced over her shoulder at Jake. “Heh, I know the view’s pretty awesome, but it gets better. Drop the tighty whities, chubs, an’ show me what you’ve got~”


Jake gulped, but he couldn’t help but obey. Dream or no, he couldn’t resist an offer like this! He hurriedly began to work himself free of the snug underwear, while Ember patted the stone walls as if looking for something.


“Let’s see, let’s see...Ah, there we go!” There was a click, and a panel swung open. Ember retrieved a tube of Loob from the cavity, and closed it back up. “The Boss thinks he can hide his stashes. He was never really good at that.”


By that time, Jake was fully nude, reflexively hiding himself with his fluffy tail, but Ember casually batted the appendage away and squatted in front of the skunk. “It’s a little late for shyness, don’tcha think?”


Jake hadn’t responded, before his body stiffened. Ember’s lips had pressed against his cock-head, in a lewd kiss, before they’d spread open. Inch by inch, his fat, rock-hard shaft disappeared into her mouth. One hand fondled gently at his sac, while the other slipped around behind Jake, grabbing one fat, purple buttcheek to pull him forward.


Jacob was amazed at how easily she deep-throated him. Her lips pressed snugly against the base, his balls bumping her chin. His shaft was surrounded by slick, rippling lemur-throat, the base caressed by her strong, agile tongue. Most girls would’ve choked; he’d even broken a few of his cheaper sex dolls with his girth, but Ember was handling him with apparent ease; only the tears dampening the area beneath her eyes hinted at any real effort on her part.


After she held him for a moment, Ember started to slide back up his shaft, tongue pressing firmly against the underside. She stopped halfway up, and reversed, swallowing back down to the hilt. Jake lolled his head back, mouth agape, tongue lolling out and drooling. He didn’t initially notice as Ember’s hand left his balls.


Suddenly, he felt Ember’s hand beneath him, moving between his legs. Moments later, she slipped her arm up between his own rather plush buttcheeks, questing between them until one finger was tracing around Jake’s anus. Before the skunk could question or object, that finger, pre-slickened with some of the lube, disappeared into Jake’s ass, and pushed on one particular spot.


Jake cried out, and humped forward, burying himself, somehow, a little deeper into Ember’s throat. His cock spasmed and his balls twitched, unloading their sizable payload into the lemur’s esophagus. Her gullet rippled hungrily, guzzling down as much as she could as Ember slid back up Jake’s cock, before finally letting his tip escape her lips. The last few spurts splattered against her chin and the upper part of her chest, and the lemur licked her lips. 


“Mmm. Not bad at [i]all[/i]. Good to see those fat nuts aren’t just for show~” Ember teased, popping her finger free of Jake’s rump. Jake stumbled, in a bit of a daze, before falling back onto the futon with a whump.


The lemur giggled, and picked up the bottle of Loob that had been next to Jake. “Oh, you aren’t done, are ya? We’ve still not even gotten to the main event!”


Jake’s cock was already softening rather rapidly, but Ember was not going to be deterred. She started to smear the slick lubricant over that already saliva-slickened shaft, fingers and palms dancing over it. Her skillful handiwork, as well as the admittedly-pleasant feeling of the lubricant, quickly brought Jacob back up to full attention. The rest of his body was a little tired out, however; the chubby boy was panting heavily.


“Nhh...Ember, I dunno if I can go another rooooOOOH!”


Ember, who clearly hadn’t been listening, had turned around, and simply sat down on Jacob’s lap. With perfect accuracy, to boot; his shaft had been swallowed up into that shapely bottom with one swift motion.


“Oooh [i]yessss[/i]~<3 Mmnhh….C’mon, fat boy…” Ember teased, pulling Jake’s hands to her hips as she began to bounce in his lap. “Haa….N-not gonna make me do all the work, are ya?”


Jacob’s body, tired as it was, couldn’t resist. As her hot, snug, slick inner walls milked his shaft, his hips began to move with a mind of their own. The pair quickly got into a rhythm; with each of Ember’s downward pushes met with an upward thrust. The wet slapping sounds of Jake’s well-lubricated piston pounding Ember’s backdoor was nearly drowned out by the pair’s grunts and moans.


They were certainly going to be hurting later; Ember’s rump was heavy, and it was slamming against his hips with a good amount of force, while Jake was a big boy, rivalling some of Ember’s largest toys. Neither Ember or Jake could find it in themselves to care; soreness was a problem for the future. All that mattered now was the vigorous, lustful [i]buttfucking[/i].


Jake’s fingers clenched, digging into Ember’s hips, and he came again. Thick, hot jizz flooded into Ember, some escaping through her tightly-stretched ring to soak her cheeks and his crotch. Jake couldn’t stop; it felt like gallons had escaped him, and Ember’s ass was still determined to milk him.


The pair fell backwards, Jake landing on his back and Ember flopping against his broad, fat gut. For the next few minutes, even after Jake’s cock slurped free of Ember’s grip, they could only pant, trying to catch their breath.


Finally, Ember rolled off of Jake. “Nnngh. Not bad. Not bad at all~.” She smiled, rubbing her butt. “Mmm. Nice an’ sore….I’ll be remembering this’un for a while~” She grinned at the spread-eagled skunk. “So...Wanna get cleaned up an’ watch cartoons?”


Jacob could only nod dumbly.

-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+


Norithics Kusemurai, aka Dr. Von Zeppelin, walked into his castle, with a spring in his step. It had been a good day, really! Not only had he captured the fat nerd to bait a pair of jiggly heroines into his lair, AND gotten his mani-pedi, but he’d managed to slip some of his Bimbo Lipstick into a few purses, so the results of that was something to look forward to.


“Now, to let that cute meatball call his friends, and we’ll have a real par…” Nori stopped mid-sentence, and came to a halt in front of the minion lounge.


Sprawled on the couch was Ember, in uniform, with an ice-pack on her rump, and her head on the round, bared, purple tummy of his otherwise-dressed captive. Both were fast asleep, and snoring loudly, as some weird cartoon played on the TV.

“... Third quarter employee review,” Nori began monologuing to himself. “Worse than having [u]no[/u] staff.”
