Dorian’s chubby rump jiggled left and right as he entered the rowdy, dimly lit club, his long streaked tail flickering as he stepped up to the bouncer. He was a chubby but tall skunk, a rather cute look about him that always got others looking. He had a solid line of white headfur atop him, accented with a single magenta streak he had highlighted on. He had feminine violet eyes, a small but solid lip ring, and a brown bracelet on his right wrist, showing off the dark outline of a heart.

The bouncer gave him a short look over, the panther’s broad shoulders lifted in a defensive position until he spotted the bracelet. He gave the skunk a nod before stepping aside, Dorian allowing himself a brief chuckle before slipping by. The music in the room was loud, but not deafening, and everyone seemed to speak in a hushed sort of fashion. Several patrons eyed the skunk as he stepped in, a few pairs of eyes lighting up at the sight of his bracelet.

Dorian walked past the others with a slight air of condescension, not out of ego but more an uncontrollable joy of being noticed by a select few for his reputation. He had one destination in mind as he walked towards the far end of the bar, slow but surely reaching the usual spot that led to the VIP section of the club. Right in front of the stairway, a rather hot hyena, was looking directly at the skunk, checking him up from head to toe. He was rather fit and toned compared to the skunk, a very punk look about him with his mohawk and piercings.

The canine licked his lips as his gaze moved from between the skunk’s legs to the bracelet on his arm, drawing a deep smile before walking forward, turning to exchange nods with some of the hosts by the bar. Their disgust could be seen from miles away, but the hyena moved around the skunk slowly, watching his back and tail before holding him softly from the shoulders. He smiled gently, whispering softly into his ears “Don’t worry stud, they don’t know what they’re missing,” he paused, giving them another cocky grin, “...but I like what I see, name’s Korva, and you are in for some fun tonight!”

Dorian sighed gently at the slight touch of the hyena’s paws, catching a glimpse of the canine’s own bracelet. “Sounds lovely,” he whispered anxiously as his hands crept around the hyena’s rump, “I’d like to see just how much ‘fun’ you can handle!”

The hyena took the skunk by the hand, calmly walking him towards the stairs, his eyes glowing with lust. As they reached the top of the stairs, both furs showed their bands to the gatekeeper. The disgruntled Doberman threw them an almost hateful glare, nodding reluctantly to a chorus of chuckles from the pair as they passed.

They walked on before stopping at the room before last, its door displaying the same heart they both wore on their wrists. They entered and closed the door behind them. “Well, here we are,” the hyena said flirtatiously,  “I usually like a bit of foreplay, but you look like a guy who hasn’t taken a crap in years!” As his words finished the skunk’s cheeks seemed to turn a bit rosy. They both knew what they were there for, but Dorian rarely found himself with a partner this forward.

He swallowed a nervous gulp, nodding as he stepped towards the bed that sat in the middle of the room. It was lined with silky red sheets that seemed strewn about sloppily, almost as if the room were a mere formality. Dorian was the first to step towards the bed, his paws fiddling awkwardly with his belt until he managed to unlatch it.

The hyena waited patiently, eyes anxiously following the skunk’s movements as he slowly dropped his pants down to the floor, his underwear following their descent until his furry cheeks were left in plain sight. His body turned slightly as he reached for his shirt, his chubby stomach revealing itself as he pulled his shirt away. Between his legs his modest length hung out, half hard but still sheathed as he turned to face his new friend.

The hyena let out a long anxious murr as the fingers on both his paws began to push open every button on his shirt. He discarded it before moving his arms down, unzipping the front of his jeans to let his firm cock slip out. Dorian had just enough time to lick his lips before Korva stepped forward, trailing his paw around the back of the skunk’s neck and pulling his muzzle forward.

Dorian groaned out in a content grumble as his lips were pulled forward, stretching out to fit over the canine’s shaft as he pushed it down into his muzzle. “Nice set of lips ya got there!” Korva groaned as he kept his paw firmly gripped against the back of the skunk’s neck. Dorian tried his best to keep up as his muzzle was forced up and down over the hyena’s shaft. His saliva poured out over his cheeks in long globs, the hyena’s thrusting causing it to run over his waist.

Korva’s grip began to tighten as his whole body seemed to tense up, his hips bucking up as he suddenly fired off a long string of cum into the skunk’s maw. The two looked at each other in silence as they took the chance to each catch a long needed to pant. Dorian continued to look at the hyena’s hard shaft, surprised that it could still be so firm after a cum shot like that. “Don’t worry,” the canine reassured him, giving him a toothy grin, “I’ve had some endurance training.”

Dorian gave a soft chuckle as he himself was now fully erect. His smile faded for a moment as he gripped his stomach uncomfortably, a grumble sounding out before his rump let out a loud rasp. Korva sniffed as the fart escaped, his face stiffening as the harsh scent filled his nostrils, “Shit, smells like you’re ready to play!” The skunk nodded to him as he got to his feet, grabbing the canine’s paw to lead him over to a second door on the bed side wall.

Dorian opened the door slowly, revealing a rather curiously designed bathroom. There was a large drain on the floor and an equally big showerhead on the ceiling, but the rest of the room seemed to be slick clean tiles, no sink or toilet to be found. Where a toilet would normally be found, there was a pair of shackles chained to the wall instead.

Korva bobbed his head with a slight chuckle, patting Dorian on the butt before stepping over to the pair of restraints. He slipped his arms in them as the skunk stepped forward. Dorian gave him a wink as he reached his paw down, grabbing a nearby key off the floor. As he locked the shackles onto the canine’s wrists, he could make out the half-washed stains on the cold metal, each a varying shade of brown.

Dorian stepped away momentarily, setting the key aside somewhere safe before returning to his new slave. The hyena grinned, as cockily as before even in his current position, nodding as he said “Alright Dorian, do your worse!” The skunk turned to relax himself, slowly leaning his heavy rump down over the canine’s muzzle. He held it just an inch away, giving Korva just enough room to tease his pucker gently with his tongue.

Another warm rasp rang out over the hyena’s lips, Korva shuddering slightly at the taste, but still working away with his tongue. He allowed himself to enjoy a few more laps of the canine’s tongue before letting loose, the tip of a thick brightly colored log poking itself out. Korva ran his tongue around its sloppy surface until a few inches had slid out, his lips wrapping around it like it was a firm cock. He sucked on it gently as it made it the rest of the way out, beginning to chew as a small glob of cum began to form at the head of his cock.

“Like that, piggy?” Dorian grunted out dominantly, straining himself as an even thicker log poured out over Korva’s face, “Plenty more on the way!” The hyena squinted as his face was slowly covered, still wolfing down the growing pile in his muzzle like it was a treat. He finished just in time as another log came slithering out of the pucker above him, a moan escaping the canine as he let it pour down into his throat. When it was completely full, Dorian moved forward, letting the rest of his waste pour out over the canine’s chest, the thick sludge trailing down.

The skunk turned to get a good look at Korva as he finished, several logs stuck to the fur of the hyena’s chest, his eyes watering from the intense smells and tastes as he chewed down what was in his muzzle. Despite the intensity, Korva struggled out a shitty grin, watching as the skunk leaned in to rub his paws against the smooth logs. They were a darker shade of brown, and broke easily into his palms, sliding into a patch of mush over the hyena’s chestfur.

He ran his paws through the mucky fur until it was thoroughly coated, before looking down at the canine’s hard shaft with a longing gaze. Korva let out a muffled chuckle, swallowing down the last of his mouthful, “What’s up skunky, is there something you wanted to do?” The skunk sighed as he held the thick length softly in his paw, “Yeah...but I didn’t bring any lube.”

Korva let out a short chuckle, “You don’t need any, back that ass up!” Dorian blushed a tad before turning around, slowly crouching down again so his rear could sit on the hyena’s dirty face. Shit smeared on the skunk’s rump as Korva nuzzled, dragging his tongue over the dirty pucker over and over until it slowly began to loosen up. Dorian stiffened as the tongue reached deep enough, a strange but familiar feeling welling up.

He disregarded it at first and relaxed himself, moaning deeply as his tailhole was massaged into submission. When it was finally ready he grinned darkly, whispering quite suddenly, “Thanks Korva, here’s a little surprise!” The canine had only a moment to look up in surprise before the skunk’s pucker stretched open, two small glands pushing themselves out to shoot a small squirt of musk into his muzzle.

Korva coughed and sputtered, laying back on the floor as his vision began to blur, his head spinning in a strange haze. “Wh-wha-uhh-” Korva struggled to speak, still sensory shocked from the skunk musk. “Shh,” Dorian whispered to the hyena, rubbing his butt against the firm tip of Korva’s cock, “It’s ok, just give it a sec to sink in!” He sank down slowly onto it, his tight pucker stretching slowly to fit the canine shaft.

Dorian moaned long and hard as he began to ride the hyena’s cock, its length thicker than what the skunk was used to. He slid his rump up and down against the firm shaft until he felt another tight cringe, his glands pushing out around the cock to let another small squirt of musk out. By then Korva was wearing a stupefied smile, his head burning with an intense tickle like he had just whiffed a box full of poppers.

He pushed up as he best could to join in the skunk’s rhythms, but could do very little in his skunk-drunk state. Dorian didn’t seem to mind as he kept bouncing atop the hyena’s waist, the shaft slipping in and out from the mess the two had made. Dorian had never felt so full in his life and the canine shaft seemed to grow harder with each thrust it made into him. Finally without much warning Korva gave a hard smack against the skunk’s rear, pushing his knot in with sheer force.

The skunk whimpered as he felt the harsh bloated sting, his insides literally forced open by the firm fleshy bulb. Korva panted as he fired out long shots of seed into the skunk’s rear, filling up the already stuffed space inside. “I g-guess we both had surprises!” Dorian cried out as small tears welled up into his eyes, the pain from the heavy knot still relentless inside him.

He tried with effort to relax himself, and after what felt like an eternity, the pain slowly started to ease off. His breath slowed as he lay back against the canine, Korva reaching forward to wrap his partner in a tight hug. The two lay together calmly, the stench of shit and skunk spray radiating off their stained fur. After a while Korva sighed, pulling back gently to let his knot pull out with a firm pop, a trail of cum rushing out onto his lap.

Dorian turned to face the hyena with a gentle smile, about to speak before Korva put his fingers over the skunk’s lips. “Shh,” he whispered, “Before you get all mushy, I have one last treat for ya!” The skunk’s eyes were bright and cheery at these words, nuzzling his lips down as the canine raised just a bit. With the slightest grunt Korva strained himself, letting out a small firm log. “It’s all I got right now,” he chuckled, “...but I’m sure it’s strong!”

Dorian moaned as he let the small turd drop into his muzzle, chewing it slowly to savour every bitter detail. He let out the odd gag as he swallowed it down, the meaty bundle of waste more overpowering than he was used to. But he did obediently finish it, and as soon as he was done he cuddled back into Korva, their two gold bracelets making a slight clang, as they banged together. The two were comfortable and happy as they lay their dirty, perfectly content with their filth filled evening.
