A Costly Theft
Written by Noctivagus

Bethany and Lord Davis are the intellectual property of Dragga and I claim no right thereto.

Mallow is the intellectual property of myself, please ask before using him. 

Warning! This story contains unwilling m/f demi-skunk/ raccoon vore, and fatal, though non-graphic, digestion If you don’t like that, don’t read it. 


The sun shone brightly over the courtyard, glinting off the crown of Lord Davis as he sat upon his throne, looking down at the gathered masses, tongue slowly running over his large, bucked, rodent teeth.  “Bethany the raccoon,” the lord spoke, a smile coming to his lips as he slowly crossed his legs, leaning back and steepling his fingers, “for the crimes of theft from the royal guard and treason against the crown by proxy you are hereby sentenced to death,” he continued, licking over his teeth again, “bring forth the executioner!” 

From the shadows of an alcove a small, demi-skunk stepped forth, his frame rather thin and feminine, soft, pink flesh glistening across his bare chest and shoulders, soft black fur coating his arms from the elbow down, his fingers each ending in a well-manicured claw. Though on his lower body he wore a pair of soft blue trousers woven of the finest silk he wore no shoes, showing that his legs, as well, ended in the paws of a skunk as well, and from the back of his pants rose a thick, full tail, the white stripe of a skunk giving his species away immediately, carried up into his hair as well, the stripe sitting cleanly between two softly furred, pointed ears. He gulped nervously as he stepped forth into the crowded courtyard, the eyes of all within the city upon him. He certainly didn’t look like the predatory type, standing just over five and a half feet tall, and with such a painfully thin frame as well, yet he had been chosen to carry out the execution of the thief, stripped bare save for the leather bindings at her wrists and ankles holding her in place, before him.

“Mallow,” the king spoke again, nodding appreciatively at the skunk who stood so nervously below him, clearly enjoying, at least, the way he looked, “you are hereby appointed, by royal decree, official executioner to carry out the sentence of Bethany: death, by digestion. Do you accept the decree, or shall you join the prisoner in her fate?” 

Mallow gulped nervously again, looking at the poor, doomed girl before nodding softly, his tongue slipping out over his lips. “I do, my lord! For king and country I shall carry out the execution of the condemned,” he replied, slowly stepping forward, kneeling down at the raccoon’s feet. Without a word, he slowly opened his jaws as wide as he could, lifting her ankles up and slowly managing to squeeze both feet into his mouth, tongue slowly running between her toes and over her rough pads, getting a bit of a taste for the girl before taking his first swallow. Her feet bulged his throat out, clear impressions of each individual toe plain to see in the soft flesh of his neck as his jaws cracked loudly, making him wince a bit. 


Mallow had never eaten an entire person before, never really swallowed anything larger than his head truth be told, but he wasn’t going to let his king down, certainly not when the penalty for failure was the same fate he was inflicting upon this poor girl. His eyes were already watering as he slowly swallowed his way up her legs, not even to her hips, the widest part of this particular meal, but he couldn’t afford to fail. He ran his tongue along her thighs, hot drool matting down her fur as she whimpered, squirming against her bindings, and against the tight muscles that were constantly trying to pull her deeper, and closer to her fate, only succeeding in making the skunk a bit more uncomfortable but certainly not doing anything to even slow her slow descent, inch by painfully slow inch.


The skunk was truly crying by the time he finally did reach her hips, tears streaming down his soft face as his mouth was pushed painfully wide, bracing himself against the hard wooden platform they were both forced upon during the course of the execution, his belly groaning in pain as her feet and lower legs stretched it wider than it ever had been before, sharp claws digging into the planks as he strained, her hips popping rapidly past his stretched lips, tearing at the corners a bit, the raccoon slipping suddenly deeper into his mouth, her ringed tail thrashing about in terror as the demi seemed to be making real progress in his task. His tongue flicked out, again, lapping at her belly button almost teasingly now, the hardest part already past him, giving his body a few minutes to adjust to the new stresses he was putting it through before taking another swallow, another few inches of raccoon vanishing into him. 

Already his tummy was bloated with the mass of living meat he had forced into it, his own belly button poking out as he leaned back now, lifting his head high and showing the bulges in his gut off to the crows as he let gravity assist him, a string of small but steady swallows bringing the doomed girl gradually closer to her fate. It had taken him almost an hour, as opposed to the normal five minutes it took the more skilled executioners to finish one of the condemned, but finally the doomed raccoon’s head slipped past his jaws, every feature of her face painfully clear to those in the crowd who knew her as more than just a prisoner-turned-meal, the demi-skunk sitting back and sighing happily, both hands rubbing over his glistening, round gut as it gurgled, the tip of Bethany’s tail still sticking from his mouth for all the world to see and, while her fate was not yet done, much of the crowd, save the condemned’s family and the lord, departed, having seen the sentence through enough to sate themselves. Lord Davis, though, rested upon his throne, watching eagerly as the skunk’s belly roared, the girl’s tail thrashing about for another two hours before finally stilling. “The deed is done. The criminal is no more. You have done well in your task, Mallow, and your life shall be spared, for now,” the king’s voice thundered, impressively loud for such a small ruler, the skunk merely licking his lips again and slurping the tail the rest of the way down before letting forth a massive belch, a single, silver coin flying from his lips and landing on the platform with a dull clink. 

“Oh, and it looks like she’s returned what she had stolen as well…  Hmm, you may release the prisoner then, Mallow… whenever you’re finished with her,” Davis said with a dismissive flick of his wrist, letting the demi-skunk rest on the platform alone with his now-round gut, a stunned look on his face. Poor Bethany, it seemed, had committed a very costly crime. 

