Chapter 1: A Coin Toss

Tristan lived in a country where a single coin toss determined someone's fate. Upon reaching the age of eighteen, they had the option of exile or participating in the coin toss. If they chose to leave, they would receive nothing from the country at all. Not even clothes to wear, stripped naked, cast outside the borders.

The coin toss was the key to prosperity, creating a permanent underclass. If the coin landed on tails, they became slaves for the country.

"What do you plan to do tomorrow? I just want to know," his mother said.

They were having a feast, for it might be the last meal Tristan eats. There were all kinds of fish for him to choose from. It was the best meal an otter could ask for.

"I don't know," Tristan took a bite out of the crab leg. The day was looming, and he hadn't made a decision yet.

His father said, "There's no way you can lose. We both won."

"And if I do?"

"Why be such a pessimist? We both won. Just tell us your choice, please."

They were worried about him. Even if something bad happened to him, they still wanted to know.

The otters hugged each other.

"I'll participate in the coin toss," Tristan said.

"You're not going to bed until you get nine tails," his father said. "Better start now."

"Dad, luck doesn't work that way."

"Do you want to be one of those losers? It's for your own good."

The odds of getting nine tails in a row were exceedingly low. Not wanting to defy his father, especially on what could be the last day of seeing him, he tossed a coin, again, and again.

If he got all the bad luck out of the way, surely, good luck was ahead of him. His parents watched him toss a single coin again and again.

They recorded the results meticulously. Some fourteen hours later, very sleep-deprived otters could barely keep their eyes open. He was on a three-tail streak when they decided they ran out of time.

They drank coffee to stay awake for the day. His parents drove him towards the city hall, where the event would take place.

There was always a huge turnout for this event. He had never seen so many animals gathered in one place. He wore his finest clothes. He also wore a real rabbit's foot along with a four-leaf clover necklace to further sway the odds.

His parents joined the audience while he took his place in line. He was the tenth.

A tiger holding a megaphone called the first one up to the stage. "Let's see your fate."

The tiger gave the rabbit a coin. It landed on tails.

She didn't take the loss well and had to be subdued by security. They dragged her away while clawing at the ground.

Tristan's legs felt weak.

A lion was up next. His coin toss landed on heads.

"We welcome you as one of us," the tiger said.

The lion stepped off the stage triumphantly. A squirrel was next, and she too won.

A wolf tried his luck. His toss landed on tails. At least, he didn't cause a scene. He went with security peacefully to parts unknown.

The fifth one was a sheep. "I choose exile."

The crowd booed at the decision.

The security guards stripped him naked for all to see. Everyone chanted shame as he made his way out of the building.

A deer stepped up as the sixth. He launched the coin. It landed on tails. His fate was sealed, but not in the way Tristan expected.

The tigers stripped him naked. "Time for a snack." They tossed the deer into the audience.

"I thought I was supposed to be a slave," the deer said as he fell through the air. The mostly civilized crowd turned into a bloodthirsty mob. The predators tore the deer apart as they feasted.

Tristan wet himself as he saw the deer's fate. It was worse than being a slave.

"Weakling," the bear in front of him said.

"You're one to talk. You're going to lose," Tristan said.

"I'm not a loser like you. Wetting yourself in public, have you no shame?"

The seventh was an oryx. He chose exile.

A tiny female mouse chose exile.

The security guards stripped her as per protocol.

"No one's going to mind." The announcer swallowed the mouse whole.

"Hey! You're not supposed to do that," Tristan said.

"What's a little otter that wet himself going to do? Worry about yourself. The world has too many mice anyway."

This was wrong. The mouse should've been exiled. Everyone watching didn't care.

The show went on as normal. The bear stepped up as the ninth. He tossed the coin. He won.

The jerk won.

Tristan stepped up to the stage. The announcer gave him a coin. "You're going to lose anyway."

He tossed it into the air. It landed on tails.

The security guards came to escort him away.

"I don't believe it," Tristan said.

"Face it, you lost," the tiger said. "As you were meant to lose."

Tristan picked up the coin on the floor. "Hey! This one only has tails. I demand another coin toss."

"Fine, check this one. Not like it matters. You're a loser." The tiger gave him a normal coin. "Anything wrong with this one, Your Highness?"

"No, this one's fine." Tristan tossed it into the air only for it to land on tails again.

"Take him away."

A lion and a wolf escorted him to a computer room.

"What's going to happen to me?" Tristan asked.

"Can't believe you stood up to the tiger," the lion said. "But I don't know what's going to happen to you."

The wolf said, "Wish you could've been one of us. Can't believe he pulled such a trick. With modern technology, do you know how few of us actually need to work?"

Tristan shook his head.

"The only thing that AI can't do for us is sex, and statistically, that's where you're going to end up."

"I'm going to be raped?"

"More than likely. Maybe you would become one of those who do real work. It's also not rape if you enjoy it."

The lion opened the vacancy application. "You're going to work in Utopian Pleasures."

"Is – is there a way I can get out of this?" Tristan's legs buckled from under him.

"You lost. You knew the price."

They drove the lethargic otter to his new workplace.

An enthusiastic skunk greeted them. "Oh, just the otter I wanted. Enough to create a perfect pair."

"Pair?" Tristan said.

"Been wanting to do a new show. I needed someone who could vomit. Do you know how many species simply can't?"

Tristan felt sick.

"If you don't obey, things can get much worse." The skunk turned his attention to the wolf and the lion. "You two don't need to stick around."

"I want to," the wolf said.

"Fine by me! Anyway, as I was saying, I've been wanting to do a new show. So, here's your job. You're going to clean out the cum from our client's tailholes with your mouth. You're going to do that all day. If you vomit, the rabbit is going to catch it in a bucket. The rabbit is going to swallow it at the end of the day for all to see."

"And if I don't?" Tristan said.

"Then she doesn't need to do anything. Let me call your co-worker here."

The same rabbit from earlier arrived. She was the first to lose the coin toss. She held a wooden bucket.

"Kamari, meet Tristan. Tristan, meet Kamari."

"Your eye," Tristan said. Kamari had a black eye.

"You better not throw up," Kamari said. "We're going to room 201. Hurry up." She looked at him briefly. "You have a rabbit's foot? What the fuck?"

"It's for good luck."

"I cannot work with him. I refuse." Kamari fell to the floor, screaming.

The skunk said, "As I said, it can get worse. Tell me when you had enough."

The rabbit struggled to say words under duress. She eventually managed to say stop.

"Now you don't need anything that can slow down your work." The skunk stripped the otter naked. "You won't need these again."

"To room 201," Kamari whimpered.

A naked otter and a well-dressed rabbit walked together. They made their way to room 201.

He saw a naked fox showing signs of distress as he was deepthroating a lion.

"About time you showed up!" A tigress presented her tailhole to him. She had cum inside her tailhole.

Witnessing the price for defiance earlier, Tristan got on his knees and moved his head there. The scent already made him gag. The skunk's words echoed in his mind when he extended his tongue for the first lick, then the second. The bitter cum filled his taste buds. He swallowed after collecting a mouthful.

He retched with his mouth pointing to the empty wooden bucket. Nothing came up, and he resumed his task. Cum smeared his nose when he tried to lick deeper into her tailhole. The tigress squeezed his tongue and laughed. The taste got worse, but it was easier since it wasn't his first swallow anymore.

"Better than I thought," the tigress said. "Not bad for a newbie."

"Room 305," Kamari said.

"Claim me again!" the tigress said. The lion and the tigress got back to fucking.

The naked fox dashed off to his next location in a hurry as if his life depended on it.

Kamari and Tristan made their way to the third floor.

A male wolf awaited them with several puddles of cum mixed with piss beneath his tail. He was trying his best to clench his butt. The room had other wolves lounging on sofas.

"Clean me," the wolf said desperately.

As soon as the wolf showed him his tailhole, a torrent of piss cum fell to the floor. Tristan, just like before, used his tongue to clean the tailhole. The addition of piss made it taste even worse.

After a few swallows, he began to retch. He vomited into the awaiting bucket along with the undigested remains of yesterday's dinner. He could see bits of fish scales in addition to the tainted cum. The bucket held a foul, green-white slurry.

"Fuck you," Kamari said.

He kept lapping at the wolf's tailhole until it was clean. "I'm done," he said as if he accomplished something.

"He hasn't gotten off yet. Get your face back there," another wolf said.

Tristan rimmed the wolf until Kamari told him to go to the next room. The wolf's mournful cry of a denied orgasm made the others laugh. They forced his face into his own mess.

They couldn't linger and watch. As they walked away from the room, they heard sounds of the wolf retching and gagging. The sound faded into the distance as they got further and further away.

They made their way to room 515. A squirrel with an absolutely filthy tailhole waited for him there.

"Clean her up so we can start round two," the lion said.

Five predators of various species with their dripping cocks watched him work.

Tristan lapped at the whitish brown cum. The scent was fouler than before. He swallowed every so often while miraculously managing to keep it down. His stomach churned as he swallowed more of the bitter mess. There was just so much. The squirrel hissed in pain whenever he touched her flesh.

"We're going to room 753," Kamari said.

"You're not going anywhere. She's not clean," a cheetah said.

"But the app says so." Kamari showed him the cell phone.

"And I say you stay. Be lucky I don't take out my frustrations on you for being too slow."

Kamari pushed Tristan's face into the squirrel's messy tailhole. "Lick faster."

Tristan got a nose full of cum while he tried his best to obey. He sucked, he swallowed. There was just so much cum. The squirrel's hisses didn't help his conscience. He was hurting her with his licks.

After many swallows, he felt something surging up his throat. He vomited again into the bucket. The bucket looked more appetizing with the addition of mostly white fluid.

"You fucker!" Kamari kicked him in the stomach.

"That's no way for prey to behave." The lion forced Tristan's cock into Kamari's mouth. "Suck."

Tristan was on the floor, clutching his stomach in agony while he was getting sucked off by his co-worker. Despite his sense of foreboding, he couldn't help but enjoy the moment.

If only he hadn't lost the coin toss.

