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Someone hit me up on Facebook when the first Knotted 
release was announced. The guy asked me if I was gonna be 
some weird, perverted, fuzzy guy. “Those fuckin’ furries freak 
me the fuck out.” 

Another asshole shot me a message telling me I was worse 
than a Hustler porn issue ‘cause I peddle “sick animal fuck 
porn.” You can imagine how hard my eyes rolled. 

It got me thinkin’ though. Why not have a lit mag of short, 
erotic flashers? There’s an art to all things small in the literary 
world; to being pulled into a single moment instead of the 
whole story. That’s where Furnicate comes in. Time doesn’t 
fuck around. Sometimes, all you do is fuckin’ blink and that’s 
it. Gotta move on. 

Furnicate was created to feature and explore the small 
moments that leave in a snap. The stories here pull you in, 
give you the good time they wanted, and then throw you 
right back out of the motel door. 

Enjoy it, while it lasts.

Weasel
The Dude
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sex-Furred stories 

(We Mean, six-Word stories)
ThursTon howl & KC Alpinus

Beastly eyes meet ‘cross the room.
*

Knot-tying class. Shit. The instructor’s stuck.
*

Hot musk and sweet nectar entwine.
*

His once-sweet cum; now thick fur-clumps.
*

Soft muzzle nibbling against a neck.
*

Sit. Stay. Lick. Ouch! Bad dog!
*

Rough claws pinched delicate, pink nipples.
*

Kisses in soft-furred places. Love triangle.
*

A wagging tail and turgid cock.
*

He likes knots. I like barbs.
*

Fanged teeth nip a surrendered belly.
*

I’m blindfolded. Musk. Head or tail?
*

Long muzzle laps against puckered flesh.
*

Antlers aren’t handlebars. They’re love handles.
*
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Sweat, musk, and a tugged collar.

*
He pissed. I swallowed. No leg-lift?

*
Claws rake through fur and prick.

*
Tied the knot our wedding night.

*
Harsh, strangled cries and howling release.

*
“...compare thee to a Bad Dragon?”
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Like PLaying a VoLksWagen
TJ Minde

“It’s like playing a Volkswagen,” Chad said, stretching back in 
the passenger’s seat as he cupped his hands behind his head 
with a smile. Silence filled the cab of their bus before the 
other three men started laughing. The pine martin sat up and 
looked at the others. “What’s so funny?” 

The buck reached over and clapped his shoulder. “That is 
one of the oddest comparisons I’ve ever heard -- let alone 
about sex.”

“Whatever, Saul,” the marten replied. “You’ve never talked 
about a car like a woman?”

“I have,” the red panda answered from behind the wheel. 
“But except for gender, I don’t see how a guy could be like any 
vehicle, let alone a van. Unless you trying to call Zack fat.”

“Who’s Zack?” a lanky coyote asked. 
The pine martin smiled. “My boyfriend. You’ll meet him 

tonight, Mike.”
The coyote sighed. “Do you really have to call me that 

‘cause I’m you’re sound guy?”
“Yup,” the other three said in unison. Mike rolled his eyes 

as they chuckled.
When the patter of rain against the windshield started, 

Saul flipped on the wipers. Chad flicked an ear as the familiar 
rhythm-and-squeak began. 
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“But, as I was saying, I thought you -- of all people --would 

agree with me, Marty.”
“A’ight, I’ll bite,” Mike said. “How’s sex like playing a 

Volkswagen?” The coyote shook his head. “Sounds like the 
start of a joke,” he mumbled. 

Chad smiled, and turned around, facing the roadie behind 
him. “It does, but it ain’t. Remember when we first started 
to jam?” The marten looked from Saul to Marty. “Well before 
Mike joined us, we were clumsy and tripping over each other.”

“Some people, literally,” Saul said with a slid long glance 
to Chad. 

As a snort of laughter escaped the coyote, the marten 
swatted the buck, smiling. “Thanks for letting him know.” 
Chad shook his head. “But still, it was still fun. And we 
eventually got more confident. We got better.”

“Hell yeah, we did,” Marty said, as he struck the dashboard 
with emphasis.

The marten continued, facing forward, without missing 
a beat. “Eventually we started to get gigs -- and not just at 
Cool’s. Then we got the bus.” He rubbed a chocolate paw 
against the raised lettering on the dash. “She’s been there for 
us. And when I said that, I wasn’t speaking of any VW, but 
our VW.”

The pine marten sighed, tapping his fingers against the 
faux wood and turned back to Mike. “IF either me or Saul 
were driving from our jam sessions to the bar, or from the bar 
to a gig, we’d hear him tap all along the bus.” Chad pointed 
a thumb to Marty. 

Saul chuckled, pressing a hand to his forehead. “God, I 
remember that. It was almost like tuning a tom as he checked 
the tone and pitch; the dash, the windows, the arm rest, the 
sun visor. If it had a surface that could be hit, he did.”

“Shit, I remember that. It may have not sounded musical, 
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but it was fun,” Marty said.

The pine marten nodded. “Then last year -- on a rainy night 
like this -- the three of us were all feeling great and ready to 
play. I started humming out some notes while driving along. 
Just improv -- off the cuff.” Chad nodded to the buck. “Then 
Saul joined in with his low, bass-y voice. Just back and forth, 
kinda like another jam session. Then Marty, riding shotgun, 
upped the ante and pull out his sticks.” The pine marten 
mimed the drummer’s playing. 

“Oh yeah, I remember that night!” The red panda bounced 
with more excitement in his seat. “I didn’t have the bounce 
a snare or tom gets, but I picked up the beat you two were 
droppin’. And we just jammed.”

“Shit, that’s right,” the buck added with a snap of 
remembrance and pointed at the red panda. “You bounced 
all around, knocking on anything and everything you can get 
your sticks on. You knew what sound it made, knew what 
would fit when. You knew how to play her.”

“Oh,” Chad jumped in, “remember at that red light, he 
moved back and started playing your antlers, Saul?” The 
others laughed with him. “You’d’ve gotten music outta 
anything and everything that night, Marty.” 

The pine martin sighed and slumped into his seat in happy 
thought. “Dude, that was one of the best nights of my life. 
The energy was high and loose and we were just feeling it. Our 
voices were full of life.” Chad looked to the red panda. “And 
seeing you bounce around like on a sugar rush was awesome.”

Marty smiled. “I got the bus was bouncin’ like crazy.”
“And that feeling,” Chad said pointing to the red panda, “is 

what I was talkin’ about. That warmth of knowing everything 
is fitting so well. The purity of the moment. And the… the us-
ness of it all.” He sighed again, still smiling. 

“That’s what sex is like. Gender be damned. With a new 
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partner, you’re trying out new things, seeing what works for 
them and what works for you. It’s weird or awkward at first, 
but you grow into it -- grow into one. As you know what they 
like, you groove together more. You bump and grind, and 
when hips meet, it’s just so… pure and,” he waved his paws 
around, reaching for word. “Special.”

Saul nodded. “I get what you’re saying, now,” he crossed his 
arms with a grin. “I guess you have a point.” 

They sighed as one, thinking of the happy memory in 
silence.  As Marty pulled them up to a red light the wipers 
sounded off again. With a chuckle, the red panda started 
tapping out a beat. 

Mike smiled and nodded his head. “Like playing a 
Volkswagen.”
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Base desire
TygACAT

Sayen bent over ottoman. The raccoon’s large tail draped 
over her bare back. Her fingers spread her pink rosebud to 
invite her husband.

Itu closed the front door. The African Wild dog took in 
the sight that greeted him on his return from work. “You 
naughty old woman,” he said. Normally it was he to spring 
this sort of thing on her. The old wild dog’s member stiffened 
beneath his black slacks. The ‘ready anytime you are’ pills 
worked blessedly as advertised. He snapped the deadbolt 
locked on the door as his other hand rubbed his bulge. “Give 
me a moment to get settled.”

He walked past her, brushing his hand against her bare 
puss as he passed. She squirmed. He moved his fingers to play 
with her pucker. No small amount of lubricant leaked out. 
There was no doubt she entertained herself with her own 
fingers while she awaited his arrival. He ran his hand through 
that big fluffy tail, he stroked her nude and bare back, and he 
playfully squeezed at the flub of her belly.

Sayen giggled, “Hurry up, you ass.”
He would hold off on giving her what she wanted for as 

long as he could bare keeping himself from it. The painted 
dog stepped into the den in front of the raccoon. He stood so 
she could see the sizable bulge in his trousers. Sayen shifted 
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in anticipation. She licked her lips. He knew she was pushing 
her fingers further into her backside as she watched him.

He unbuttoned his shirt. One button at a time. When 
it was removed his undershirt was casually pulled over his 
head puttin his bare painted chest  on display. Trousers came 
next to a murr of approval from the raccoon. His boxer-
briefs strained with the erection beneath them; partly why 
he’d come to like this style of underwear. He stroked himself 
through the fabric. Sayen squirmed.  Itu removed the final 
garment. His member stood stiff. Precum dripped from his 
tip. He squeezed himself and rubbed slowly.

Sayen moaned her desire. He turned to face her. Still 
teasing he said, “I want some attention from this side first.”

The raccoon had one hand free to grab hold of his shaft. 
She licked his length. Her tongue helped pull his cock into 
her maw. She sucked. He moaned. Her tongue lacked the pre 
from his tip. He tried to make a dumb joke but couldn’t over 
the pleasure he felt. Who’d have thought her mouth being full 
would keep him from talking?

She released his cock from her muzzle. “That’s enough of 
that. Fuck my ass now.” 

“Okay, okay,” he said. “What’s gotten into you today?”
“You’d better, or I’m going to find a brothel.”
Itu chuckled but wasn’t about to test the seriousness of 

that threat. With her ass prepped and lubed from her play Itu 
had no trouble hilting his raccoon. Sayen moaned beneath 
him her contentment in her desires being fulfilled. He held 
himself there just enjoying the feel of her arse about him. 
One set of Sayen’s claws dug into the ottoman as the other 
played with her pussy.

“Now what?” Itu asked, unable to resist turning the knife.
“Fuck me, you nitwit!”
Itu barked a laugh and followed her instructions. He 
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bucked his hips with slow and deliberate intent. The only noise 
exchanged was the grunting and groaning of their effort and 
pleasure. The two had a long history of fun together, and gods 
willing would have much more to come. Anal had long been 
a guilty pleasure of theirs, and with recently reinvigorating 
their sex life it had been become a frequent indulgence. But 
even so Sayen had rarely shown herself so needy for it.

“I was writing a story,“ she panted. “Space wolf was getting 
pounded in the ass by Oryxman.” Sayen had in the past year 
or so developed a hobby of writing slash fiction. People even 
paid her money to write scenes of all sorts of characters in 
various situations. “And I had to have some for myself.” This 
was not the first time the raccoon had let her work bleed 
over into her real life. Itu had few complaints.

“Ah,” was all he could bring himself to say in response. 
With the many years of practice he’d had with his wife he 
knew how to take her. He read every twitch and groan as a 
subconscious instruction on how to drive his wife to rapture.  
Her arse clenched tight on him, returning the favor. She 
screamed, “Itu,” as she came. The wild dog was not far behind 
her; filling her ass with his thick seed. “Oh, gods, Itu,” Sayen 
moaned from beneath. Her voice told Itu that she was indeed 
sated. Itu panted and let out a ‘phew’ over the end of his own 
exertion.

But Itu kept himself in her. The pills had the lovely little 
side effect of keeping him hard for a good while longer than 
he would have been in ages past. While it wouldn’t last until 
the dreaded four hour call-your-doctor mark, it would last 
until they were ready to go again. And maybe even a third 
time. Until then he’d just stay put and enjoy her rump, and 
let her enjoy him.
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HoMeCoMing
Mog Moogle

The mole closed his eyes as his girlfriend’s paw pad rubbed 
his chest. The tension in his muscles melted under her touch. 
Breathing relaxed and he reached out to her. His fingers ran 
through her silky pelt. It was a familiarity that he longed for 
in the best and worst times. A chuckle from his lover drew 
his attention.

“Dougie, you should take these off,” she said as she rubbed 
his dog tags under his shirt. “You’re mine for the weekend.”

Douglass smiled as the otter straddled him. He reached 
down the collar of his t-shirt and—grabbed his tags and 
stuffed them under his uniform blouse. Pulling his thick 
glasses off, he rubbed his eye with the back of his paw. When 
the pulverized rock dust settled and most of the irritant was 
gone, he slipped the glasses back on his face and looked over 
the wall.

The window of the mud-brick house flashed, and 
the distinct bark of a Kalashnikov echoed. Lifting the 
cumbersome M249 and resting the handguards on top of the 
wall, Douglass squeezed the trigger. Impacts dusted up on 
the ground, the wall, and around the window. He let off the 
trigger as he tried his best to adjust for the sights that weren’t 
zeroed for him.

When the barrel of his opponent’s rifle appeared from the 
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dark interior, he squeezed off another short burst. Moments 
seemed like hours between the exchanges. His heart raced, 
and he heard his own breathing—like an echo in his ears. His 
girlfriend’s paws brushed through his fur as he peeled his 
shirt off.

She eased down against him and pressed her body against 
his chest and stomach. Her paws rubbed his cheek tufts and 
her fingers grasped the temples of his glasses.

“Leave them on, Freya,” he said as he took the otter’s 
paws in his and moved them away from his glasses. Douglass 
chuckled as her expression shifted to a pout. “I know, but I 
haven’t seen you in almost two years.” Her sarcastic frown 
became a playful smile, and her muzzle moved toward his. 
Douglass turned his head and kissed her.

The feel of her pelt as he caressed her back soothed him to 
the core. His paws—pressed down on the wound. Douglass 
tried to ignore the groan of the rat. He looked up at the 
honey badger that was ripping open a field dressing. “Doc, I 
don’t know if...”

“Shut up,” the honey badger said with a confident sternness. 
“Just keep pressure on it.”

Douglass nodded and closed his eyes. The darkness didn’t 
shield him for long as a new shower of powdered stone rained 
on them. The reports of the automatic rifle pulled him right 
back to the firefight. His paws were brushed aside as the 
medic replaced them with the bandage.

“Get back on that SAW and give me some fucking 
breathing room.”

Douglass nodded and reached for the heavy rifle, but 
the crimson stains on his fur made him pause. His vision 
blurred—before he adjusted his glasses to see Freya clearly. 
She sat atop him cowgirl and bounced on his length. Her 
muscles squeezed and released his shaft as she worked into a 
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frenzied pace.

Douglass grasped her hips and thrust upward to meet her. 
Her panting and moaning melded with the impacts of their 
bodies. The mixing of their romantic passion and carnal lust 
crescendoing in the night.

He rubbed her sides, over her breasts, feeling her erect 
nipples against his paw pads. The scents of their mutual 
arousal spurred his desire further. The need in his heart and 
his loins grew like wildfire. Shifting his grasp to her waist, he 
held her close to him as he rolled to the side, then moved her 
to her back.

Her legs wrapped around his body as her large tail brushed 
his thighs, and he looked her in the eyes as he thrust into her. 
“You’re so beautiful, Freya,” he said as his fingers interwove 
with hers. The soft webbing between her digits cushioned his 
callouses. “You’re my salvation.”

Freya shied away at his words, but never lost her flattered 
smile. She giggled as he leaned down and kissed her again. 
Their tongues danced together as their souls combined in the 
intimacy of it. When Douglass pulled back, Freya looked into 
his eyes. “And you’re still a hopeless romantic.”

The moment was—tense as Douglass listened to the chatter 
in his headset. The air chopped as the squad leader he was 
detached to argued with the warrant officer.

“I said, put us down, chief,” the wolf in light tactical gear 
said as he stood between the pilots.

“Our orders are to get you to the FOB, not get in a fight,” 
rang through the speakers in Douglass’ flight helmet.

“QRF is ten mikes out. We’re here now. Put. Us. Down.”
“It’s your ass,” was the reply. “It’s too hot for my bird to 

stick around.”
“Let us worry about that.” The wolf looked back at the 

mole. “Herrlinger, give Duncan your rifle. Take his SAW. 
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Keep us covered while we flank that village. Doc, you’re going 
to take position with Herrlinger behind that wall. Patch 
those boys up best you can.”

“You got it, boss,” the honey badger replied.
“Roger, sar’nt,” Douglass said as he felt his stomach lift 

into his throat as the Blackhawk made its approach.
The mole’s heart pounded. Adrenaline rushed through his 

veins—and his body tensed. He grunted as his climax poured 
into Freya. As it subsided, he lowered himself onto the bed 
beside her. He opened his eyes when her paw brushed his 
cheek.

“You okay, Dougie?”
Douglass smiled at her. The warmth of her paw seemed 

to brush away his scars. “More than okay, Freya.” Douglass 
rolled onto his back and looked at the ceiling as his girlfriend 
cooed and snuggled into him. “I love you.” He squeezed her 
close. “It’s good to be home.”
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tHroWing tHe Preakness 
dooKFiend

It had been hours since the starter’s pistol had gone off, but 
that did little to quell Barter’s pounding heart. The race had 
finished long before, and most of the other colts and fillies 
had left the racetracks and retired to their rooms. Yet Bar-
ter remained, pacing back and forth nervously around the 
pens. The young thoroughbred could barely hold onto his 
slipping patience, and the longer he waited the more likely 
he’d be seen by a stray voyeur wandering around the tracks. 
He could’ve chosen anywhere - a seedy motel, a dive in the 
bad part of town, or a high-rise in the heart of the city - yet 
he chose to meet in the very stables of the race he’d purpose-
ly lost. He’d been a favorite pick for many: some thought it 
was a sure win for the bay horse, but no one counted on him 
accepting a bribe that he couldn’t refuse.

Sure, second place wasn’t bad. He’d still received 20% of 
the purse, ensuring a life of luxury for the next year, and his 
reputation hadn’t been completely tarnished - not yet at 
least. Even still, the guilt battered his conscience in time with 
his hoofsteps as he waited for his promised gift to appear.

“Nice job back there,” a gruff baritone called out behind 
him. “For a second I thought maybe you’d gone back on our 
little agreement.”

Barter turned to face the voice. A beefy draft horse leaned 
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against the shadowy corner of one of the pens. His shirtless 
chest, covered in fine grey fur and dappled with white spots - 
heaved with each breath. His well-defined hamstrings tensed 
against the faded jeans. A part of the racehorse was relieved 
to know it wasn’t a random passer-by yet, his nerves prickled 
as he trotted over to the pen.

“I did what you asked. I’m just here to collect my side of 
the bargain,” Barter stated flatly. He was surprised by how 
collected and confident he sounded, though judging by the 
stallion’s face, his fortitude had little effect.

“I know damn well why you’re here, and it’s not the money. 
If it was, you’d have stiffed our little deal and made off with 
a larger cut of the purse.” A wry grin curled on the draft’s 
muzzle.

“Well then…” Barter paused before sauntering forward. 
“Let’s get this over with.”

He walked briskly with his head held high, though his 
knees wobbled with every step. The draft horse chuckled. 
“Get it over with, huh? I’d think after losing, you’d wanna 
savor every moment of your consolation prize.”

When Barter was close enough, the bigger stallion pulled 
him in by hooking a finger around his bright red and white 
blinker hood. His eyes immediately met the draft’s dark 
greys glaring down at him with powerful intensity. Staring 
deeply into them, he felt like he was facing the clouds of a 
hurricane which he’d have to ride out. Even though the large 
stallion spoke in a low whisper, the authority in the words 
pierced through Barter’s proud facade. “It’s not every day I 
see a slut who could drown in a rainstorm. Don’t you fret a 
thing, sweetie. We’ll get that head parallel with the ground 
before long.”

Barter couldn’t help himself, nor could he keep his hands 
from pressing against the stallion’s firm chest as the draft 
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petted over his racing jacket, his exposed abdomen, and the 
low-cut running shorts clinging to his rear. The colt’s bobbed 
tail slapped his own cheeks as he felt their shared intimacy 
stirring his nethers. His shorts now felt constricting, which 
made him all the more grateful when the draft horse tugged 
them down and dropped them on the muddy floor while 
he jerked Barter’s shaft with one hand. He eagerly fumbled 
around the draft’s fly, anxiously tugging at the button with 
one hand while the other worked the zipper, eventually 
fishing out the impressive maleness from the jeans.

Their prides erect, they pressed their bodies together and 
sandwiched their lengths between their gyrating bodies. 
Barter felt a sudden chill as a broad finger subtly applied 
lubricant to his hindquarters. They nuzzled one another, not 
out of intimacy but more a mutual need for carnal pleasure, 
as the stallion slid his finger in and out of Barter’s entrance. 
The larger male cupped the colt’s cheeks with his hands and 
hoisted Barter up against the adjoining wall.

He felt a hot pressure building underneath him as the 
stallion forced his rod in. He let out a whinnied sigh as it 
stretched his tight passage and pushed against his gland. The 
stallion bucked his hips, reaming the colt’s rear, heavy balls 
slapping his cheeks with each thrust. Barter rode the shaft 
with ease, squeezing himself around the base when it hilted 
inside. While he bore no love for his companion, he couldn’t 
say the same for the pounding he was taking. The stallion had 
a ferocity in his motions that hit the colt in all the right ways: 
brutal, powerful, yet unmistakably pleasurable. They made 
Barter’s hooves kick at empty air and his prick drool sticky 
pre from its tip.

They viewed each other as tools for the other’s pleasures. 
They were equal in their usefulness, both able to give the 
other what he wanted. They bucked, moaned, and fucked like 
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animals in a stall, and neither would’ve had it any other way. 
A warmth flooded inside of the colt as the stallion ground 
his beastly thrusts to a halt. He leaned against the wall with 
Barter trapped, hooves in the air, on his still pulsing shaft.

“Sorry,” he said quietly between heavy breaths, “I thought 
as a racehorse, you’d be faster.”

Barter was too busy with his own needs to respond, his 
hand already stroking his shaft to completion. He popped 
like a champagne bottle, spunk shooting in long ropes onto 
his race jacket, declaring him the victor. “It’s perfectly fine,” 
he said, stroking the draft horse’s mane. “I’ve gotten used to 
coming in second.”
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oraL Fixation
ThursTon howl

I may or may not have a problem.
The wolf tied my arms behind my back, my ankles together, 

and he kept all the knots tight. He caged my cock, and then 
he blindfolded me. In seconds, he pulled my body so that my 
head hung just barely over the edge of the bed. Next I felt 
muffs go over my ears. Suddenly, I couldn’t hear anything.

My mouth hung open.
Taste test 1. It was thin and cylindrical. It bent in a couple 

of places. My probing tongue found its tip and felt a sharp 
claw there. It tasted of freshly cleaned fur. I could taste the 
Ivory soap there. Easy. His finger.

Taste test 2. This one was a lot thicker. It stretched my jaw, 
and my tongue slid easily along its surface. No fur there. No 
particularly strong taste either. It kept moving forward until 
its tip pressed against the back of my throat. Then, I felt the 
thing stop at my nose, too big now. I gagged a little on it. Oh. 
It was our toy.

Taste test 3. This one didn’t penetrate. It just pressed 
against my snout. Musk filled my nose, and I breathed it in. 
I stretched my tongue up and at it. There was thin fur there, 
and then, my tongue pressed against the flesh of the surface. 
A hole. My tongue went deeper, and I tasted a sweeter musk. 
I felt muscles clench around me. His tailhole.
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Taste test 4. Soft flesh entered my maw this time, squeezing 

cautiously around my teeth. Whatever it was, it didn’t go 
far. Musk, but this musk was sweatier than the previous. 
My tongue rolled around it. Super fine fur here. His balls. I 
sucked at them, only barely grazing my teeth around them, 
almost teasing him.

Taste test 5. Tapered tip rubbed against my nose. Instant 
smell of pre-cum and musk. I knew what this was. It forced its 
way into my maw. I felt his weight over me. His knot pressed 
against my nose, and I gagged hard. I did not resist though. 
His movements became quick. He barely even pulled out. He 
had mounted my head like a dog, and my throat spread for 
him.

Taste test 6. When he pulled out, his cock pulsing, I felt 
liquid heat coat my tongue, nose, and face. I smelled my own 
breath on him. I smelled his seed. My tongue flicked out and 
cleaned around my nose, swallowing his cum happily.

I may or may not have a problem.
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tHe WHite raBBit
sTubs MCgee

I sit in the lobby. The server for this, ‘luxurious gay bar’, 
crashed. So much for luxury. And in such a timely manner. 
When my wife leaves for her business trip. When I just got 
the new ‘milk VR’ and ‘VR egg’. Now the most popular gay 
bar is shut down. I shrug my shoulders and head over to the 
motel. It’s the only place in this simulated area that doesn’t 
cost VR money, which means it doesn’t cost real money. 
Should just charge me upfront and not have to go through 
this charade. I exit out of the lobby. 

There’s an adjacent diner next to the motel. I enter the 
diner, and take my seat. The worn-out cushions at the booths 
have this green and red look. The stainless-steel counter top 
already has stains. I look over the menu. I still got some Static 
Currency to spend on ‘food’. Really just for me to waste time 
as I look around. And, as would luck have it, someone’s 
already looking back at me. 

This white rabbit, with these accents of pink, just slides 
to my table. Aside from the jacket and sunglasses, he has 
nothing on. His says “I do love Doberman.” Before asking, 
“Top, or bottom?” and “My place?”. I nod. He smirks and 
grabs my hand. 

We headed over to the room where he was staying. There 
was no smoke detector, though I’m pretty sure that, if we 
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were in the same room IRL, it would’ve been a non-smoking 
one. His clothes disappear. There’s no fade to his jacket and 
sunglasses. They were there, now they’re not. 

He walks over and proceeds to make out with my character. 
It’s alright. I don’t have the mod he probably has so it pulls 
me out of my zone. However, he wraps his hand around my 
member. That’s when the ‘milk VR’ machine starts. It’s slow, 
following along the same speed as him. Both stroke my cock 
as I stroke him back. His voice clips. I stop for a moment. 

“Sorry. Didn’t know how tight it was.” 
I hear some adjustment before we both get back to us 

stroking. As the milk machine strokes us. His avatar kisses, 
but I can’t kiss back. He smiles before he goes down and gives 
me head. I cry out through my headset. Damn, I didn’t think 
that they were that tight. My hands pushes his shoulders 
back and he pulls off my cock. 

He smirks. “Looks like I’m not the only one that needs 
adjusting.” 

I pull my headset up and fix the calibrations on my machine. 
I nod and he sucks my cock. I can feel the lubrication from 
the machine seep onto my dick. I see through the mesh that 
he’s lucking the tip but my machine isn’t that advanced so it 
doesn’t matter. 

“So,” I say as he looks up. “What now?” 
He grins as he pushes me onto the soft mattress. I chuckle 

as he lifts my legs. I play sub, and gasp as his strength surprises 
me. Then he licks my hole. The egg turns on, and now I 
groan. The egg is gentle in its vibrations, just as this rabbit is 
gentle in his strokes. Meredith never did this, but then again, 
Meredith isn’t some twink off the streets, virtual or not. 

“Oh God! Oh God!” I kept whining. 
“Name’s Daniel, but you can still call me God.” He said. 
I smirk before he pulls off my tailhole. I can hear the cap 
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pop and the cold, slick lube inserted into my asshole. I can 
feel the toy vibrate again. I grunt. The vibrator pulsates in 
rhythm to the fingers as they go in and out. 

“There it is.” He says. 
And then I feel it. The egg throbs. I whimper as he forces 

his finger into my prostate. I howl, so loud that I may wake 
Meredith up, if she was here. But I’m alone. And just as my 
mind wanders, I feel his tip enter my hole. The egg vibrates 
non-stop, as it teases my prostate. I’m not sure which orgasm 
this is. He keeps himself in rhythm until it’s over. I the loop 
of balls which slap stop before I hear him moan. I see white 
seed drip from my behind. 

I don’t even wait for an afterglow to log off and tend to 
unfinished business. I rush into my room and flop onto the 
bed. My hands stroke my shaft so hard, I feel like I can tear 
it. The scene before, the rabbit, the egg, the motel, all play in 
loop. I get so close before I hear the phone ring. It’s Meredith. 

I grab the phone and answer. “Hey honey how’s your trip 
been?” 

“Been going swell.” She says. “Hope life back at home isn’t 
too boring.” 

“No, no. It’s swell.” 
“That’s good.” 
“Wish you were here though.” I feel as if I could gag after 

finishing that sentence. 
“Same. Well, I just wanted to call and see how things were. 

I’m right now hanging with the girls.” 
I chuckle. “Alright sweetie. You all have fun now.” 
“Thank you!” She hangs up. 
I look back to my dick. It’s now soft. I play with it a few 

times but it won’t go up. And the scene won’t go away. Just 
like the wedding ring will forever stay.
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teetH
reChAn

The lioness bares her teeth in a smile at me and I shiver, 
knowing what’s coming. When her strong paws take my 
shoulders and pin them to the mattress, I hold still except 
for the tremble of anticipation in my belly. 

Leaning in close Carli runs her chin against my long 
muzzle, then parts her mouth just enough a line opens in her 
pearly whites. This she fits my jaw into before tilting her head 
to the side, to drag the points along my mouth. My nipples 
are so hard now, and I’m sure she can smell my arousal. 

When her lips meet the base of my muzzle they delve down, 
and her maw opens this time, wide and full over my throat. 
I whine despite myself even before I feel the points along 
my delicate neck, before they press down with a mother’s 
tenderness. The frantic jump of my pulse against her tongue 
must be so obvious, as clear as the damp shine of excitement 
on my thighs. 

For who knows how long, her jaws run along my neck, 
because I could not keep track. Hurry up, just give me something, 
I think. As if she could hear me, she draws back and with a 
casual pinch she nips my shoulder. I moan.

To be her lips, her tongue, so that I spent every day nestled 
against her sleek, dangerous ivory.

Those points pluck at my upper chest, capturing a bit of 
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fur and skin beneath to tug. My back arches and my tail, 
knowing wagging is too undignified of a wolf, brushes and 
stirs along the sheets.  Trailing down my upper chest, Carli 
takes her time with each snag, holding me and wiggling, 
before pressing in until I whimper and curl my toes and a 
small part of me fearfully wonders, like I’ve done a hundred 
times before, if she’ll break the skin.

Does Carli’s dentist know just what the lioness is packing? 
The perfection she’s hiding behind her lips?

This hot trail finds the peak of my breast. I glance down 
to watch as she traces the bare skin with each little tooth, 
only taking the nub fully into her mouth once she has. I get a 
glimpse of her golden eyes looking up at me from the shadow 
of dark curls, then she tries to take my whole breast into her 
mouth. It won’t fit, but Carli always tries, and she draws back 
so slow, letting me feel every point. 

Now I growl and struggle. Not to say I want her to stop, 
but to demand more right now.

In all her feline cruelty, Carli leans back and grins down 
at me, flashing me all her chompers. Any time I see those 
points, when she laughs or yawns or is burning mad, my tail 
hikes of its own accord and I want to pant. 

Seeing them now I dampen the sheets, and know it’s 
coming now. So I say, “Come on, eat me.”

Her chuckle is smoke and honey. “Here I come.”
The lioness wedges her thigh between my own, putting the 

power of her taut lower half into the grind against my heat. 
She pounces then, taking my throat to grip, to growl. If she 
had our strap-on Carli would take my scruff, but this is even 
better. I gasp and hold still, even as my insides vibrate like a 
plucked guitar. 

Carli’s whole body rolls, letting her thigh drag between 
mine like a violin’s bow, even as her upper body rocks, giving 
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subtle shakes to her muzzle. It’s left me panting, and I feel it 
all building, building.

In that moment Carli’s muzzle closes enough to stop my 
breath. Realizing I can’t breathe, my stomach jumps and I 
fight. Even as I fight, I come, and muffled as I am I cannot 
wail my delight. I’m not finished before she lets me breathe, 
and I spend the last moments of the rush clinging and pushing 
against her, in echo of a fight and in approval.

She relaxes, lying on top of me to nose my neck as I catch 
my breath, her paws now caressing my shoulders at the sites 
of her biting. 

I seize her arms and roll her over, my tail high and my 
mouth close to hers. We share a look, a grin, and then I lick 
her cheek in a long lap.

“Oh,” Carli groans. “That tongue.” 
That tongue lolls in a pant before I put it to work, taking 

my turn.
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tHe tHird
riley blACK

Scroll up. Scroll up. Scroll up. Sasha’s thumb was getting 
tired of searching through all the flotsam and jetsam of sta-
tus updates. She muttered a little prayer to the minor gods of 
social media “Show me something good…”

But there was nothing. The otter clicked off her smartphone 
screen and let her paw fall to the bed with a whumpf against 
the covers. She sighed. She wished Flick were still here.

He hadn’t been gone all that long. Really – Sasha rolled her 
eyes at herself as she flipped onto her stomach, kicking her 
feet in the air – he’d only left for his business trip the morning 
before. He’d even be back tomorrow night. But as much as 
she relished her time alone to sleep in, order take-out, and 
watch sappy movies that always made her tenrec boyfriend 
feign death on the couch by the halfway mark, she’d rather 
be cooking some late-night snack with him or picking a new 
movie to watch than trawling apps for anything interesting. 
She’d lazed enough for the day. Her body was telling her now 
was the time to do something but didn’t offer any ideas.

She picked up her phone and clicked the screen on again. 
8:17. “Ah! When did I get so lame?”, the lutrine lady chastised 
herself as she pressed the phone back into the sheets. But a 
little voice from the depths of her mind said “He’s probably 
still up. And you know what he likes…”
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Sasha smirked. “Yes, I do”, she thought, and she rolled off 

the bed, tiptoeing her way over to the door of the apartment. 
After some trial and error she’d learned that the lamp 
standing there was the best for nighttime selfies, and she tried 
to position herself close enough for the light to illuminate 
her shape. She was already in the right uniform. She bought 
a multicolored collection of chemises for around-the-house 
comfort a while back, but Flick always loved how tight they 
were. How even when she wasn’t cold he could see the bumps 
of his nipples. The white one – the one hugging her heavy 
breasts now – was his favorite just for that reason, and the 
lacy pink panties weren’t a bad complement.

Sasha shot and shot and shot, flopping back onto the 
bed as she sorted through what she had to work with. She 
bared a fang as she swiped through. Smiles looked forced. 
Pouty faces looked confused. The one good shot was blurry. 
But eventually she picked one that was serviceable, the busty 
otter pulling down the center of her top to offer a better 
view of her cleavage. “Still up?, was the caption.

The blue-white glow of the screen illuminated her face as 
she watched for Flick’s reply. A little ellipsis appeared almost 
immediately. 

“!!!”
She giggled. Success!
“Well if I wasn’t before, I am now,” he elaborated.
“Good”, she wrote back, teasing the fur of her thigh and 

hip with languid strokes.
“No, not a good boy at all,” he replied.
Sasha’s ears perked. “Oh? Do tell. ;3”
“I’ve been thinking about you all day.”
The otter’s fur fluffed as the game picked up. “::purr:: What 

have you been thinking?”
The ellipsis popped up, and disappeared. Then popped 
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up and disappeared again. Sasha knitted her brows, eager to 
hear what her love had been thinking about.

Finally, the message posted.
“I’ve been thinking about watching you get fucked.”
Sasha sat bolt upright, her paw against her muzzle to hide 

an irrepressible grin? What?! 
They’d mused about threesomes or extra pairings before. 

But they’d never done anything about it. It was too hard to 
find someone – especially in this city – and most of the time 
they were so tired from work that going unicorn-hunting 
wasn’t on the agenda. 

Sasha’s heart beat a little faster, and she could feel the 
slickness start to build between her legs. Flick had never 
mentioned anything quite like this before. The ellipsis 
popped up again and the otter hurried a reply. She didn’t 
want him to get self-conscious.

“Oh yeah? Who do you imagine fucking me?”
“Remember that tiger barista you were getting all flirty 

with last weekend?”
She did. She didn’t think she was being that flirty, but she 

had to admit the toned feline had a pleasant build.
“Hehehe. Maybe? ;3
What do you imagine him doing to me?”
Sasha slid a paw down her panties, slowly circling her clit. 

“Please, tell me,” she thought. She hadn’t felt this kind of 
tension since she and Flick were dating. She felt like sparks 
should fly off her fur.

The next message only made it worse.
“I want to watch you on all fours, lifting your tail and just 

begging for it. I want him to tug your hair just how you like 
it, so I can watch you moan.”

Sasha shivered, sliding one finger, and then two, into her 
pussy, the pressure of her paw rubbing her clit as she slid 
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them back and forth. 

“And what WolD you be doinG?”
Fuck. Well who cares about typos right now?
“I don’t know if I’d be able to take it,” Flick replied. “I’d 

kneel in front of you so he could fuck your mouth onto my 
cock.”

“Oh fuck” Sasha gasped as she clenched her teeth, slipping 
her fingers out of her drenched lips to rub her clit harder, 
desperate to feel the orgasmic ripples run through her. So 
close.

“I want you.”
“I want you… to be filled.”
That was enough. Sasha spasmed and curled up on herself, 

her foot paw twitching, the end of her tail flicking. She hadn’t 
cum like this since… it was hard to remember. She gasped for 
breath, the thought of being given so much attention riling 
her up all over again.

Her phone buzzed.
“Still with me? :3”
Sasha happily exhaled and thought for a moment before 

tapping out a reply. 
“Yes. And your dream? Well, I think that could be arranged. 

;3”
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tHe dare
FerriC The bird

I was never one to turn down a dare, especially one that came 
directly from my best friends.  That’s how I ended up on my 
knees, resting on a yoga mat, in the stall of the local gas sta-
tion, staring at a crudely drilled hole in one of the stall walls.  

My friends and I were far from normal girls.  Mary was the 
lizard, Stacey was the lynx, and I was the rabbit of the bunch.  
The name’s Lisa.  Whenever we got together there was usually 
a bit of alcohol involved, and then… anything could happen.  
Sometimes we sat around and made fun of a crappy movie, 
but sometimes we simply talked all night.  Sex was always a 
common topic for us, and it was never long before something 
naughty came up.  I knew more about the other two girls sex 
lives than all of their past boyfriends combined, and they 
knew the same about mine.

It was a dirty little game we played; seeing just what sorts 
of naughty details we could exchange before everyone got too 
drunk to remember anything in the morning.  Sometimes 
things were juicy, but by this point we were all pretty immune 
to each other’s naughtiness.  I was proud to claim the title of 
‘best at oral sex’, and I was always happy to defend my title if 
they wanted a demonstration.  

One thing had led to another one night, and my oral skills 
were once again the topic of discussion. So much so that 
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Stacey began to wonder if I practiced down at the local glory 
hole.  That question got me curious, so with a few drunken 
internet searches I finally found something.  It listed the 
location of some glory holes in the area, and I quickly began 
to browse through them.  

At this point the others were fully on board and cheering 
me on.  I’d managed to find one that was literally right down 
the road, and because of their double dares I posted my name 
for a timeslot later on in the week.  

The next day my post was still up to my surprise.  I was 
a little hungover, and I strongly considered deleting it and 
forgetting about everything.  But before I could Mary caught 
me in the act and swatted my paw away.  I knew I couldn’t 
go back at that point - she’d never let me forget it.  I was 
a bit nervous, but I’m never one to turn down a challenge.  
Especially since both of my friends sent me constant 
reminders all throughout the week.

So the day finally came and there I was, staring at that hole 
in the wall that I never knew existed. It was… pretty much 
what I expected. The scents of a public bathroom weren’t 
exactly arousing, but I made due.  I was scheduled for two 
hours, and was honestly expecting to be bored most of that 
time.  Maybe I’d get one or two interested guys, but for the 
rest of the time I simply had my phone with me. I was already 
sending the other girls selfies and pictures, not letting them 
forget that I was brave enough to actually go through with it.  
And then, all of a sudden, the door to the bathroom opened 
and someone started to walk inside.

I got quiet and put my phone down, hoping he was just 
there to actually do his business.  I watched his feet get closer, 
and before long he was in the stall next to me.  Then came 
a loud unzip, and soon enough there was a canine sheath 
poking through the wall.  I hesitated, unsure of what to do, 
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but with a growl from the other side I slid my paw onto it.  I 
gave it a few soft strokes before leaning forwards to wrap my 
lips around it.

It didn’t take long for that cock to surge into my mouth. 
It grew at an impressive rate, brushing against the roof of my 
mouth and threatening to keep going.  I pulled back just a 
bit before that, but the guy on the other end didn’t seem to 
appreciate that loss of sensation.  “Come on slut, all the way 
down…” he growled out once more, leaving me  to straighten 
out my position and dive back down with a firm push.

My skills showed off proudly as that tip pushed in, bulging 
out my throat as I gave off a slight gurgle.  He certainly seemed 
to enjoy it as he gave back a soft howl on his side of the wall.  
His paws wrapped around up top of the stall as I felt him 
pull back, and then thrust hard into my throat once again.  
I found a spot to breathe here and there, but for the most 
part I didn’t move as the guy did most of the work.  Back 
and forth his hips flew, making me close my eyes and focus 
on keeping my throat straight for him, as his heavy pants and 
needy whines only sped up.  His knot quickly began to grow 
as well, but there was no way it was locking with my jaw.  I 
did slide a paw up and squeeze behind it, eventually making 
the canine howl and shoot his load right down my throat.

I gasped heavily as he slid himself out, feeling a little spit 
and cum sticking to my chin as I wiped it off with my paw.  
He pulled that cock out of my view quickly, and with a few 
shuffles he was gone.  I didn’t even have time to pick up my 
phone and tell my friends anything before the door opened 
again, now with a pair of scalie footpaws walking in my 
direction.  I knew they were coming for me the moment they 
turned towards my stall, and with a gulp I wondered just 
how many guys were waiting out there. Little did I know it 
was going to be a BUSY night...
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tHe PreCiPiCe
russell roTTie

Darkness clouded our vision, stifled by satiny fabric, while 
the muffled sounds of electronic music throbbed behind 
closed doors and matched the beat of our hearts. I could feel 
my husband’s heat against my back, our fur mingled bound 
back to back by leather straps. My nose could pick up my hus-
band’s scent and heard the wet squelch of wet flesh against 
flesh; lips wrapped around his cock. The idea that a stranger 
was sucking my husband off made my pussy burn with desire 
only helped along by the expert fingers that teased my nerves 
with confidence. Two digits were quickly lubed by my damp, 
velvet, walls as they expertly sought out all of my most sensi-
tive spots. Our moans created an abstract, musical composi-
tion as our bodies were pleasured without our direct control. 

“Please, more,” I whimpered then yelped as I felt a firm tug 
to the bindings. 

Hips pulled away from the fingers, talented digits dragged 
and lightly scratched, as my husband’s cum ran hot into a 
hungry maw. The way he whimpered and howled behind 
strained teeth made my own desire grow exponentially. 
With urgency, I thrusted forward determined to reach my 
own peak. I heard the two stranger’s chuckle and a new set of 
hands cradle each of my breasts. My ears laid back as fingers 
tweaked my erect nubs, body quivered in pleasure. Those 
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hands pulled me backward and buckled my husband forced 
to support my weight. 

“Keep her held high wolf, it is only fair that she gets off 
next,” a man said, who’d I gathered was a wolf like me.

A leg lifted off the ground held by an unseen hand and left 
my other foot stretched but planted; I struggled to maintain 
my balance. I felt humid breath brush past my pink lips before 
a broad and slightly raspy tongue licked between them. Fur 
ruffled at the sudden change of sensation, tunnel clenched in 
heated need for the feline. My moans and vibrations made 
my foundation whimper, legs spread to better support my 
weight. In a way I was proud of my husband’s strength but 
also turned on to know that such a strong male would so 
easily become subservient. My thoughts were jerked away 
when my body bowed and I felt a nearly stingy pleasure run 
through my body. The strangers were there to keep us upright, 
thankful for their alertness. I couldn’t help but growl as that 
tongue lashed my clit and summoned a pleasurable tightness 
in my loins. Before I could reach a swift peak the tongue dove 
deep between my lips. 

I settled down and moaned, head rolled back to press 
against my husband’s. The tongue hooked, curled, pressed 
at my walls and allowed me the pleasure of warmth rather 
than sudden climax. Ears swiveled back when I heard sucking 
and realized that the unknown male had forced my wolf’s 
mouth down on his cock. Was it a long and slender or thick 
and stout, either way it sounded like it filled the cocksucker’s 
maw. That muffled gurgle and squelch of his throat muscles 
worked to swallow and pleasure the other male. I felt the 
heat spread through my body and a subtle splash could be 
heard and felt, the smell of my arousal stifled the other men. 
I had soaked the bridge of the snout between my legs, but the 
man didn’t seem deterred as his tongue continued. 
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 I rode my high while our positions changed, bondage 

released and exchanged. I was hung from the ceiling and I 
assumed the body that bumped against me was my husband. 
I could hear and smell his breath, musky with canine seed, as 
he hovered above my chest. Legs spread by his body, I felt the 
heat of him being positioned between my lips and fed into me. 
We both moaned and squirmed as his thick, familiar, length 
speared and filled me full. The pulse of his heart throbbed 
and bounced his shaft against my spot making me whimper 
in need. The tip tickled my cervix but never threatened to 
pierce the stiff ring. A subtle knot pushed past labia lips and 
seated itself behind my opening. A new set of belts pulled 
our hips tight against each other. 

“Mmm,” the feline purred, “she’ll be bred tonight wolfie. It 
is your times to start new.”

My fur bristled in anticipation as the promise of my 
husband’s seed filling my fertile body made me squeeze 
around a swelling knot.

“I already bred that snout, why don’t you dump a load into 
our male bitch,” a voice encouraged.

“Gladly, I want to feel the moment he breeds,” the other 
voice said with a chuckle.

I whispered, “don’t hold back, I want this my strong wolf. 
Relax and enjoy.”

“I love you,” I heard him say before he was cut short by a 
sharp inhale.

The rock of our bodies was one sided and my wolf’s moans 
and whimpers grew in intensity. I could feel his pre-cum 
as it filled me, warmed me, kept my toes curled with each 
jet of his arousal against sensitive flesh. Our fluids mingled 
and dripped along my taint and his swollen sack. The slap of 
hips against hips rocked our bodies and allowed my wolf’s 
skewered shaft to move in the slightest of ways. Centimeters, 
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it was enough to send my body toward another heated 
climax. I could feel his knot lock itself in place pushed tight 
against my sensitive flesh. It grew heated, warmer than ever, 
and I wanted nothing more. The male who railed his ass was 
relentless, primal grunts and huffs heightened along with our 
own. My husband began to make those cute, whimpering, 
noises, the ones that made him seem vulnerable while 
consumed by lust. But those sweet noises crumbled away 
with an echoed howl, his seed hastily filled every part of my 
box.

“Yes,” I thought to myself, “let’s start a new chapter.”
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