You are Lux, a slender femboy college student with a penchant for the avant-garde, stepping into the pulsating embrace of your very first rave.

The neon fishnet clinging to your frame casts a kaleidoscope of shadows on the pavement as you approach the venue, your heart racing in time with the distant bass drops. You've chosen an outfit that screams 'look at me' - a vibrant, too-small thong that barely conceals the enticing swell of your modest assets and leaves your tailhole tantalizingly exposed to the cool night air.

As you stand before the velvet rope, the bouncer nods approvingly at your boldness, the subtle glint of his smile piercing through the strobing lights. "You're gonna turn some heads in there," he murmurs, unhooking the barrier and ushering you into a realm where reality and illusion intertwine to the rhythm of electronic beats. The anticipation is palpable, a thrumming undercurrent that resonates through your very being as you sashay into the kaleidoscopic heart of the party, ready to embrace the night's uncharted adventures.

You don’t know anyone at the rave, so you’re content to just dance to the beat of the music on your own.  That’s when you’re noticed.

The older, husky male approaches you, his eyes scanning the skunk's form appreciatively. He extends a hand, a smirk playing on his lips as the lights from the rave dance across his fur.

"Name's Brutus," he says over the thumping bass, his voice a gravelly rumble that resonates in the pit of your stomach. "First time here, I'm guessing?"

He gestures to the sea of bodies around them, all moving as one to the music. "Let me show you around, kiddo. There's more to this place than just dancing."

As Brutus's strong paw envelops yours, you're pulled through the heaving crowd and behind the DJ stage, where a velvet curtain parts to reveal a hidden VIP lounge.

The air is thick with the scent of sweat, pheromones, and something faintly sweet and illicit. The dim lighting casts deep shadows over the leather couches and gyrating forms, creating an atmosphere of both allure and danger. Figures of various species and sizes cavort together, some engaged in passionate embraces, others in more extreme acts of pleasure.

A few sets of eyes flicker in your direction, curious and hungry, before returning to their own pursuits. A bar, stocked with an array of glowing drinks, stands against one wall, manned by a stoic-looking wolf in a tight, sleeveless shirt that leaves his muscular arms bare. The thump of the bass is muffled but omnipresent here, a constant, seductive heartbeat beneath the murmur of hushed conversations and gasps of pleasure.

As you stumble in amazement, the beat of the music catches you off guard and you trip, your nose plunging into a small mountain of white powder scattered haphazardly across the velvet carpet. The coarse, chemical scent fills your nostrils as your eyes water, and you recoil, coughing and sneezing. The surrounding figures pause in their activities, looking over at the disturbance with a mix of amusement and annoyance. Brutus, his smirk widening, reaches down and helps you to your feet, brushing off the glittering dust from your fishnets. The substance clings to your wet nose and the tip of your tail, leaving a glowing trail as you stand.

As your body processes the pile of cocaine he accidentally snorted, the world around him spirals into a disorienting blur of lights and sounds. Your heart races uncontrollably, and a numbness spreads through your body, leaving you unable to resist as Brutus's calloused paws begin to explore your exposed flesh.

He chuckles, his hot breath fanning over your ear. "Looks like you're enjoying yourself, darling," he murmurs, his grip tightening around your waist. The room seems to pulse in time with the music, the walls closing in and the floor feeling spongy beneath your feet.

You stumble, drool pooling at the corner of your mouth, and Brutus catches you, his gaze predatory. The pile of cocaine is forgotten, replaced by the intense focus on the powerful, overwhelming sensations coursing through your veins.

Unconscious, Brutus effortlessly carries you -- the slender skunk's limbs draping over his broad shoulders like a ragdoll. He navigates the dimly lit VIP lounge with a confidence that speaks of his familiarity with such scenes, heading towards a private room.

The door swings open, revealing a space even more decadent than the lounge. Red lights pulse in the private chamber, casting a sinister hue on the velvet-covered surfaces and the large bed at the center. He lays you down on the bed, your fishnets torn away from your tailhole, exposing the tight, untouched ring of your anus. His saliva glistens on his thick cock as he lines it up with your vulnerable opening, his breaths growing heavier with anticipation. The smell of sex and debauchery is thick in the air, mingling with the faint tang of the spilled cocaine that still clings to your nose and tail.

The older husky presses the head of his engorged cock against the tight, unyielding ring of yout tailhole. With a grunt, he pushes. His muscles bulging as he applies his strength. 

Despite the painful stretch, he doesn't relent, his lust overriding any concern for the unconscious skunk's well-being. The sound of tearing fabric is soon followed by the wet, forced entry of his cock into Lux's anus. He groans in pleasure as he feels the skunk's sphincter give way, and he buries his length to the hilt in one swift motion. The room echoes with his grunts of effort and the wet smack of flesh against flesh as he begins a brutal, punishing rhythm, the bed squeaking and shaking beneath them.

The onlookers from the VIP lounge exchange knowing glances, some nodding in approval at the display of power and dominance, while others watch with a mix of envy and hunger, waiting for their own opportunities.

The Clydesdale working security, who is a towering figure of muscle and authority, saunters over to the bed. His gaze lingers on the sight of Brutus's cock pistoning in and out of your helpless form.

His own massive member, already hard and leaking precum, is revealed as he unbuckles his belt. Without a word, he grips the base of his thick cock and aligns it with your slack jaw. With a smirk that promises both pleasure and pain, he begins to force his length down your throat.

You gag reflexively, but with Brutus's weight on top of you and the drugs clouding your mind, you're unable to resist. The Clydesdale's shaft stretches your mouth wide, filling it completely as he starts to fuck your face with a merciless rhythm that matches Brutus's assault on your ass.

The two men grunt and curse in pleasure, their bodies moving in a synchronized dance of domination. Your nose is flattened against the Clydesdale's velvety fur, and you can feel the vibrations of his deep bass voice as he encourages Brutus to go harder.

Brutus's knot swells and presses against the stretched entrance of your tailhole, a painful but undeniable sign of his approaching climax. The Clydesdale's massive cock fills your mouth and throat, reaching depths that seem impossible, causing you to gag and drool uncontrollably around his shaft.

You awaken.

Your eyes water as you struggle to breathe, the panic rising in your chest only to be smothered by the sheer weight of the situation. You feel the head of his cock hit the back of your throat, and the pressure builds as he prepares to unleash his load down your gullet.

The Clydesdale chuckles cruelly, his breath hot against your ear as he feels your throat tighten around his cock.

"You're gonna love the little souvenirs I'm gonna leave ya," he sneers, his voice thick with the promise of pain and degradation.

Meanwhile, Brutus's knot finally forces its way past the tight ring of your sphincter, the agonizing pressure giving way to a new, more terrifying sensation as the bulbous flesh lodges itself deep inside you, stretching you to your limits. You can feel his warmth spreading through your body as he starts to thrust with renewed vigor, his knot swelling even larger within you, a clear sign that he's about to cum.

You cry.

The Clydesdale's hand cracks against your cheek, the force of the blow making your vision swim. The vile words "little femboy whore" resonate in your ears as he grinds his cock deeper, the flared tip bruising your throat.

You can feel him tense, his balls tightening against your chin as he reaches his peak. With a triumphant roar, he cums, flooding your mouth and throat with his hot, thick semen. The sensation is overwhelming, and you choke, trying to swallow the deluge as the Clydesdale's disease-ridden cum fills your stomach. Brutus's claws dig into your flesh as he feels your body's involuntary contractions around his knot. He, too, reaches his climax, his hips jerking as he floods your ass with his seed. The pain is intense as his knot swells even further, locking you two together in a forced union of violation.

The Clydesdale and Brutus pull their cocks from your abused orifices with cruel satisfaction, leaving you gasping and trembling on the bed. The sensation of their cocks retreating is almost as painful as their insertion was.

A mix of their cum and your own blood trickles from your tailhole, painting a macabre picture of your violation on the velvet sheets. The Clydesdale wipes his cock with a smug look, his spit landing on your cheek as he speaks. "Enjoy your syphilis, slut," he sneers before zipping up and leaving the room.

Brutus chuckles, patting his sweaty, cum-soaked stomach.

"You were fun," he says, his voice dripping with condescension, "but you're gonna be real popular around here now." He saunters away, leaving you alone in the dimly lit VIP room, surrounded by the lingering scent of their lust and your own despair. The velvet curtains flutter as they exit, allowing the pulsing lights from the main floor to cast an eerie glow over the scene of your degradation.

The room spins around you as you try to push yourself up from the bed, your body feeling heavy and used. The velvet sheets stick to your fur, the sticky residue of countless orgasms clinging to you like a second skin. Your tail hangs limp between your legs, the tender flesh around your anus swollen and raw. The lights from the main floor pierce the room like harsh daylight, a stark contrast to the darkness of your experience.

You manage to stand, legs wobbly and unsteady, the floor sticking to your paws. The door opens with a painful squeak, and you stumble out into the abandoned rave venue. The candy-colored lights flicker and buzz overhead, casting an eerie glow on the empty dance floor. The once vibrant and chaotic space now feels cold and forsaken, a silent witness to your horror.

You make your way through the detritus of the night's revelry, dodging discarded clothing and empty bottles. Your fishnets are torn beyond repair, leaving your bruised tailhole and the sticky mess of cum on your thighs fully exposed. As you stumble out of the venue, the cool air slaps your face like a wet towel, a painful reminder of the reality you've been forced to rejoin.

“Fuck, I love Reno,” you mutter to yourself as you stagger back toward the college’s dorms.

