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    It all started with a vibration. Not so much a good vibration, but more a sexy vibration. Carson had his phone in his front pocket, and when the hot delivery guy drove up to the bookstore, he learned something new about the cute husky. The fox pulled out his phone and unlocked it. Yup, it hadn’t just been a coincidental text message, but instead it was Knotz, the hookup app he used. He lived and worked in the middle of the gay district, so he figured there was no better place to use it. During his breaks, he could skim through hundreds of profiles, arranged by proximity, and sometimes find someone doing the same thing in the bookstore.


    Carson set his phone under the counter, finished helping a young tabby cat find a self-help book, and then sidled over so he could see the front of the bookstore. There was the husky, talking with his boss. Carson casually swiped through a few of the dog’s pictures. Some of them he even wore the iconic brown shorts and little else, or just the brown polo shirt with his paws on either side of his erect member. One goofier picture had the husky’s cock—a little bigger than average—out through the zipper, with what looked like book boxes in the background. He must have taken the picture in the back of the truck. The fox smirked. Did that mean he fucked guys in the back of the truck? That certainly sounded dangerous and fun.


    His boss walked back into the building with the delivery checklist, and Carson silently accepted it from the lion. It was a few minutes to noon, which meant Terrence left to go home for an hour. Then, the husky walked into the bookstore, but he wasn’t looking around. Instead, his eyes stayed on his own phone while his curved tail bobbed back and forth. Carson might always assume huskies were bottoms, but that might just be a stereotype. It was probably just the cute tail, and this delivery guy had a really nice ass. His phone buzzed again.


    Do you take a lunch break? Read a message from the Knotz app. Carson clicked it. Yup, it was from the husky. He looked up, and the dog smiled at him. It wasn’t one of those ‘hey-laaadies’ smiles, but a more genuinely excited one. Carson guessed he probably delivered all over the city, but didn’t run into gay, available foxes at every establishment. The husky walked up to the counter. As he leaned on the polished surface, the fox couldn’t help but take in his muscular thighs, tight ass, and waving tail. He might not be a bottom, but dammit, the fox really wanted him to be.

  


  
    While Carson went over the delivery list and compared it to the husky’s manifest—he had one of those giant digital scanners every delivery guy seemed to have—he also casually typed on his phone. To any customers, he might be pulling up something official, assuming they didn’t get too close and see the pictures of husky cocks and profile info. According to his stats, he was versatile, preferred smaller guys, and wasn’t looking for anything serious. All that sounded right up the fox’s alley; Carson liked to top and bottom, was a bit too fit to fall into the ‘twink’ category, and used the hookup app almost exclusively to fuck.


    I don’t have a lunch break today the fox typed into the app. He heard the husky’s phone buzz. To the dog’s credit, he also fell into the role of looking like they were doing business.


    Want to double-check the boxes before I unload them? The husky asked. Now there was an idea.


    I’m sure you ask all the foxes that Carson sent back.


    Only the cute ones ;) came the response.


    Well, at least the husky charmed well. He was confident, not pushy, and Carson suspected that if he said no because he was still technically on the clock, they’d only part ways for a couple of hours. If the husky lived in the gay district, Carson could easily find him after work, thanks to Knotz. Then again, getting fucked or fucking someone in the back of a delivery truck just sounded super fun and a story he’d want to share.


    The two of them finished their cursory look over the delivery list, and then both walked outside. Carson rarely worked the registers, so the only employees wouldn’t be inconvenienced by him disappearing for a few minutes. He waved at Sarah, one of the cashiers, who waved back without saying anything. She might know what was going on, since she picked up on things like that, but apparently she didn’t want to say anything with customers so close by. He’d offer to take one of her shifts if she needed more time off this week.

  


  
    The husky unlocked the back of the truck, lifted the grate, and then climbed into the vehicle, which gave Carson a very nice view of his ass. The fox smirked and wagged his tail, then accepted the husky’s help to climb up as well. He didn’t really need it, but it was an excuse to stand very close to him once both his feet were on the metal floor of the truck. Almost immediately after, the husky shut the sliding grate again. There were some small lights along the ceiling, but overall it felt more like an attic than anything else. Carson liked it. Even though someone could technically just pop open the back, who would do that with the truck parked in the middle of the street, in broad daylight?

    Carson smiled, and flicked his ears when the husky’s paws moved to his waist. Some guys always wanted foreplay, or to know his real name, or to talk about interests. One lion had even read him poetry once. The delivery guy, however, just hooked his thumbs into the waistband of the fox’s dress pants, ran them around to the back, and undid the button above the fox’s tail.


    “What’s the plan?” Carson whispered. He wasn’t sure if his voice would echo, but right now he could smell the husky getting aroused over the scent of cardboard and adhesive.


    “I was going to bend you over one of the palettes, if that’s fine,” the husky whispered back. There were definitely a few big palettes covered in plastic wrap near the back of the piles of boxes. Now that Carson’s eyes had adjusted to the dim light, he could see the husky was definitely already hard in his shorts. Well, no time like the present.

  


  
    Carson happily obliged, and let the husky lead him down the narrow empty space in the middle of the back of the truck. The fox wondered if the space was kept clear just for this sort of situation, but it looked like nearly every box had been strapped to a shelf or the floor to prevent jostling. It made this less like a trip to the attic and more like getting banged in a warehouse. The fox was good either way.


    As his pants were wriggled down to around his knees, he stretched over a waist-high palette. He could see shipping labels for one of the hardware stores a few blocks down; hopefully they wouldn’t mind a fox getting pounded on top of their shovels and rakes. He widened his stance, and heard the husky undo a button and unzip his pants. They couldn’t really get completely undressed; both of them needed to get back to work, and a few minute delay wouldn’t be noticed. The husky better not tie, Carson thought. That might get awkward. Just to make sure it didn’t get messy, he peeled off his shirt and draped on the other side of the palette.


    The fox jumped, and couldn’t help but dig his claws into the plastic under him when he felt a tongue against his tailhole. He’d expected the husky to have lube ready, or just rely on a lot of precum, but this was a welcome surprise. The husky’s wide tongue lapped across his rump, then dived inside him, and the fox let out a happy sigh. He looked back, and could see little more than the husky’s perked-up ears and his muzzle twisting this way and that. Carson’s cock definitely liked the attention too, since he got hard much faster than he might have if the dog had just started to grind against him. He generally didn’t mind just getting fucked and then going about his business, but he bet the husky would take care of him afterwards, if he put this much work into foreplay.


    Carson bit his lip so he didn’t moan as the husky stood up and leaned over him. Now he could smell little else but the husky’s arousal and precum, and he felt the tip of husky’s cock push against his tailhole. He relaxed as best he could, and couldn’t help but let out a little grunt as the husky slipped inside him. He was somewhat loose to begin with, and the rimming certainly hadn’t hurt. Carson lifted up on his toes to get a slightly better angle, and he felt the husky’s knot bump into his rump. Strong arms lifted him up off the palette, and he placed his paws firmly on the surface, his arms tensed and straight.

  


  
    Then, the fucking began. Carson loved getting a good pounding as much as giving one, and he leaned his head back, trying to hold still while the husky slammed in and out of his rump. It had been a couple of days for him, but the soreness disappeared pretty quickly and was replaced by the wonderful sense of being filled and the pressure on his prostate. His cock leaked precum onto the truck floor, but he didn’t care. The husky’s paws roamed over him, sometimes moving over his chest, sometimes just holding him up as his hips pistoned back and forth, and every now and then giving the fox’s knot a squeeze. In this situation, he really hoped he didn’t climax before the husky did, since it would be tough to explain shots of cum all over a delivery order.


    The fox shifted a little and spread his stance, letting the husky thrust deeper and giving him shivers up his spine. The truck was large and heavy enough that it wouldn’t rock—and assuming the delivery guy had some sort of de-scent spray—no one would know they were in here. He could go back to work, clean up in the bathroom, and no one would be the wiser. Except for him, anyway, and the list in Knotz he kept for people that he knew were good fucks. The husky might be pounding a little harder than he liked, but dammit, he was enthusiastic and wasn’t trying to be all super-dommy or aggressive.


    His phone buzzed in his pocket, and Carson realized someone else he could potentially fuck must have walked by the truck. Damn, he really should have closed Knotz before climbing in here, but the prospect of husky dick had just been too much. Those white-furred paws now dug into his hips, and the only sounds left were the rush of flesh on flesh, the husky’s heavy breathing, and his occasional low whines. He could feel the husky’s forming knot bump against his tailhole.

  


  
    “Don’t tie,” Carson breathed out, and really hoped the husky heard him as his thrusts became more erratic. The fox’s own cock swung back and forth, and ached to remind him that this would be more fun if he grabbed his knot and squeezed. Well, he needed to focus on keeping his balance, so his own release would have to wait.


    With a gasp, the husky held still, his cock deep inside the fox as his length started to pulse. Carson clenched hard, which elicited an almost pained yelp from the husky. Cum poured into him, and he ground back against the husky, threatening to take the knot but not actually pushing hard enough. His legs shook, he could feel the husky’s legs shake, and he stayed tensed. God, it felt so good to be filled. Sure, it happened any time he wanted it to, but that didn’t stop it from being awesome.


    The husky reached around him, one paw around the fox’s knot and the other gripping his shaft. He stroked the fox a little too hard, but it got him where he needed to be. Carson shuddered and whined, biting down on his lip—he didn’t want anyone outside the truck to hear him howl. He watched as his cum coated the husky’s paws, and a few shots dibbled down onto the truck’s floor.


    The husky relaxed on top of him for a few seconds, then slowly pulled out. Carson clenched, made sure nothing was going to drip, and then stood back up to his full height and pulled his pants back up. By the time he turned around, the husky had already tucked his softening cock into his shorts, wiped his paws off on a towel, and retrieved a spray bottle from behind one of the boxes.


    “Here,” he said, then spritzed the fox. It smelled like lavender, but after a couple of seconds, he couldn’t even pick up a trace of the fucking that had just taken place. The husky then sprayed himself. After that was taken care of, Carson reached back over the palette and grabbed his shirt, free from all the extra scents.

  


  
    “Now you need to actually deliver your packages,” Carson said, and then realizing what he’d just said, giggled. The husky started to giggle as well, which helped keep the mood very lighthearted.


    Carson double-checked to make sure they were both decent and then yanked open the back of the truck. The midday sun nearly blinded him, but he squinted and carefully climbed down to the pavement. He accepted the first box from the husky, who had gone back to his scanner to check off the boxes. The fox, however, needed to do a little more cleanup before he continued with more official business.


    He set the box down in the back room, then walked into the staff bathroom and locked the door behind him. It didn’t take him very long to clean up, but he didn’t want to forget later in the afternoon that his ass was full of cum and relax. That would have been embarrassing. He also took a few seconds to wash his paws, spray himself with some cologne from his backpack, and brush out the visible swaths of his fur as best he could. Also, he checked Knotz again when he heard the delivery truck’s pneumatics release and the giant vehicle pull back into traffic. The husky had left a simple message: I get off at seven. You get off again after that. Carson added him to his list of “Repeat ‘O’ffenders” so he could look him up easily tonight.


    There was also a message from a cute mouse who frequented the store. He’d posted a few pictures of his erect cock, and another of him riding a wolf dildo. Carson saved those for later, since he really didn’t want to smell like sex while he was at work.


    Carson finished the rest of his shift without anything else major happening. Terrence came back from lunch, Sarah left, and that cute mouse from Knotz talked to him for a few minutes. He had glasses, which Carson liked on nerdier guys, and wore tight t-shirts to show off there wasn’t much to him. Carson bet he could probably carry the mouse around his apartment and then toss him onto his bed. That thought didn’t help his desire to stop getting hard at work. They arranged to hook up the next day, and traded actual phone numbers. The mouse was cute, and Carson hoped they could mesh easily; he liked to have a few people he could always go back to if fresh meat didn’t work out.

  


  
    After the fox clocked out, he unchained his bike from the alley behind the bookstore and rode back to his apartment. One of the advantages of living in such a large city’s gay district was the diversity, though not just in the form of cuisine and cultural expansion. If the fox was in the mood for a cute mouse, he could find a cute mouse; if he wanted a tiger to top him that could happen just as easily. There was a recent saying that a gay guy in a modern city was always only twenty minutes away from a free blowjob. As far as he could tell, that was true. Sometimes, he was the guy giving that blowjob, and he liked it that way just fine.


    More messages waited for him at his apartment when he logged back into Knotz. He generally kept the app closed when he biked home, since he didn’t want a constant stream of vibrations, or short wolf howls if he’d forgotten to turn the sound down. A few coworkers over the last couple of months had snapped around at the howl, but none of them had ever asked him about it. He wasn’t positive if any of coworkers were gay—he had some suspicions—but they definitely didn’t use Knotz.


    Carson’s phone pinged a few times while he watched television and ate a late lunch, but he didn’t answer any of the messages until a picture of the husky’s ass popped up on the screen. A few hours ago, he’d been excited to have some more fun with the dog, but now, the magic of getting fucked at work and of the delivery truck had faded significantly. He used too many emoticons and inspirational quotes on his page, anyway.

  


  
    Not feeling well, maybe another time the fox sent to the husky, and watched as the app changed the other canid’s status from ‘Later’ back to ‘Available.’ Well, it was good to know that Carson wasn’t breaking the cute dog’s heart. Besides, he probably fucked all kinds of guys in that truck. Those shorts had to get him all sorts of tail.


    For a few minutes, Carson just flipped through pictures and profiles on the app while his television moved into the game shows block. No one else in his building used the app, but he was close to enough to a few other walkups to ping nearby users. There was a really muscular lion a few blocks down, an arctic fox around the corner, and a maned wolf with no pictures of his face in his profile that was in the building next door.


    When the fox looked up from the multitudes of cock shots, spread ass cheeks, and smirking muzzle, he realized it was already way past when he needed to sleep in order to wake up for work tomorrow. His cock was rock-hard in his pants, and he whimpered as he readjusted it. He could take care of it right now, especially with all this amateur porn at his fingertips, or he could just wait and get a blowjob in the morning. He decided on the latter. Besides, he had no idea who might be logged into Knotz in the morning. With this many potential hookups, every day was a new adventure.
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