Loving a Wolf
by Striped Charr

  Teasing a Wolf

  
Bed springs creak softly as the
soft body of a red fox climbed onto his stomach. Behind him in the doorway stood
his conquest for tonight; a dark, smoky furred wolf with piercing blue eyes and
a smirk that caused a shiver to run from the fox's tail up his spine. Both
creatures remained fully clothed, but that doesn't stop the fox from raising to his
knees and hiking his tail, swaying his hips to the side. They both knew the
clothes wouldn't last much longer.


The wolf, who introduced himself
as Max at the club, had already seen plenty under the fox's tail during the
night. There was very little rational thought left in his mind by the time they
finally left the club, heading a few blocks north to the fox's apartment.


Max would have bent the devil of
a fox over the bar and not thought of the bystanders or consequences until his
knot was buried deep and his cum flooded the fox's hole. Luckily the fox
understood what the deep growl meant, helped by when Max pushed him against the
bar and ground his tented pants into the fox boys slim back. The fox simply
flicked his tail, smacking the wolf across the face and headed out the side
door into the night. Max, his pants uncomfortably tight, stalked after him,
pushing mindlessly through the crowd.


The fox was leaning against the
ally wall outside the club's side door by the time Max caught up. He reached up
on his toes and pulled Max's head down for a deep kiss. The height difference
made it uncomfortable for Max to lean down, and for the fox to reach up, so the
fox broke the kiss and gave the Max's hard cock a teasing rub through the thin
denim pants.


"Names Kyle". The fox whispered,
stroking the defined stomach of the wolf through his button-up shirt.


"Max", replied the wolf with a
rumble, and once again ground his hardened cock against Kyle's stomach, the
rumble turning into a growl. A steady stream of pre slickened the inside of his
boxers. Not that Max minded. After all, it gave his hardness a nice coating of
flavour for Kyle to soon clean.


Max cupped Kyle's bubble butt and
hoisted him up for a better angle of attack. With the fox's muzzle now at the
same height as Max's, he sandwiched the fox between his hard chest and the
plain brick wall of the alley behind, before closing the distance and using his
tongue to dominate the fox's sweet tasting mouth. This position let him grind
his thick cock against the base of Kyle's tail, letting the smaller fur feel
just how hard he was because of the fox's teasing.


Max didn't let Kyle pull away for
several minutes. Kyle quickly gave up trying to control the pace of the kiss
and settled for the wolf's dominate pace. He wrapped his legs around the wolf's
thick waist, barely able to lock his ankles together behind Max's back. Kyle
failed to stifle a whine as he was held off the ground, groped, and forced to
endure the thick tongue invading his mouth.


By the time they separated, the
fox's pants had become much too tight. Max just grinned. After all, he wasn't
in any better state, and Kyle deserved some discomfort for what he'd done to
Max during the night.


Kyle pushed against Max's chest
and wriggled his way free of the wolf's clutches. With a last teasing stroke
against the large bulge in Max's pants, he flicked his tail once again hitting
Max in the face and sauntered out of the alley, swaying his hips all the while.
Max was again left alone to stare after the retreating fox's fluffy tail.


Now here he was, eyes fixated on
Kyle's swaying ass, his pants no less tight than before. Deft paws made quick
work of his buttoned shirt to reveal his defined chest and toned abs. While his
fur was mostly a smoked grey, his stomach faded to a murky white. He unbuttoned
and unzipped his pants, letting them drop unceremoniously to the ground with
his wet boxers. The murky white on his stomach continued down around his groin,
under his tail and faded half way down his thighs. 


Kyle however, was much more
interested in the thick, red cock jutting out from Max's now exposed white
sheath. His pointed wolfhood looked a bit over 10 inches including the fat knot
that was already out of the sheath. Max saw a brief flash of fear in Kyle's
eyes at the size of his cock, which pulsed and released another stream of
viscous precum in response. Max just licked his lips and rumbled a growl. The
bitch didn't even realise his knot was only half full.


Max stepped closer to the still
bent fox, eyes fixed on his nervous prey. One large grey paw latched onto the
base of the teasing, red tail, while the other gripped the waistband of the
fox's tight pants. Max used his hold on the fox to slide him across the bed,
closer to the edge and closer to Max.


The wolf leaned down and bent
over the fox, covering his much smaller frame. His hands rested on the bed on
either side of Kyle's head. His solid chest pressing the fox into the mattress.



"If these clothes remain on you
any longer than 30 seconds, I'll tear them off" the wolf rumbled into Kyle's
ear, and bit the scruff of his neck through the shirt.


Kyle gasped out when he felt the
sharp canine teeth from the bigger male pierce through and clamp onto the
sensitive flesh of his throat. Momentarily paralysed by his submissive
instincts, he was pressed into action from the feeling of sharp claws running
down his chest.


Kyle never much cared for the shirt,
besides, it now had a puncture around the neck thanks to the gnawing wolf maw still
attached to him. But these pants were his favourite. They were tight around the
legs, showed off his ass nicely, and he didn't need a belt to keep them up.
Frantically, the red canine unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, trying to shimmy
his way out with his chest still pressed to the bed and his head secured by a
very strong jaw.


Finally, the fox wiggled his way
out of his pants and boxers, kicking them off the bed. He guessed his time was
up when the wolf tore the collar of his shirt open with his teeth. The paws
running across his stomach flexed and dragged down. In seconds the fox was left
only in the tattered remains of his shirt clinging to his left arm by the
remaining sleeve. He released a sigh of relief that his pants made it out
undamaged.


"Mmmm much better. It's a crime
to cover up such a delicious meal." Said Max. "Now you can feel just how much
wolf is going to be ravaging your tailhole." And he pressed his cock through
the fox's slim legs. He thrust back and forth a few times to let his length rub
over the fox's own exposed flesh, much smaller than that of the wolf.


"P-please be careful, you're
longer and a lot thicker than any other guy I've been with." Whimpered the fox.
The size of the wolf was now easier to comprehend while it was sandwiched
against his own.


"Don't worry little fox, I'll
prepare you properly." Chuckled Max. Kyle felt two strong paws around his
midsection suddenly tighten, and then the world spun as Max reversed the
direction Kyle was facing, and flipped him onto his back. "But only if you
prepare me to my liking."


Max stood up and rested his full
balls across the fox's red forehead. From here he has a better vantage point of
the unclothed fox. He had the standard colouring and markings of a red fox;
mostly red along his back, legs and arms. White fluff on his chest, under arms
and thighs, and black tips on everything, including his sheath. His black
foxhood was a much more modest length of roughly 5 inches. A fully swollen knot
had already popped free of the sheath. A trail of precum led from his cock tip
to his bellybutton where it started to pool in his slim stomach.


Kyle could no longer see anything
past the half inflated knot of wolf flesh right above his eyes. His breath
tickled along the wolf shaft. A trickle of precum had started to run down his
neck and upper chest. All he could smell was a thick haze of musk, stronger
because of how long it had been trapped and leaking in Max's pants.


"Better hurry up fox, or I'll
take matters into my own paws again." The wolf said, grinning down at the fox.
He dragged the fox further off the bed, so his muzzle hung suspended off the
side. Moving his hips back, Max repositioned the tip of his cock so that it squirted
a stream of sticky precum against the fox's lips.


A tentative red tongue flicked
against the underside of the wolf flesh, followed by the fox taking the tip
into his uncertain muzzle. The taste of wolf flooded Kyle's taste buds, and
another spurt of precum shot to the back of his throat.


With a sigh, Max eased his hips
forward slightly until the tip of his cock reach the back of the fox's throat.
He pulled back before thrusting forward again to begin a slow, pleasurable
rhythm. Max was happy as long as the fox continued to flick his nimble tongue
against him, and swallow his periodic spurts of precum.


Max grasped behind the fox's
thighs and effortlessly raised his ass closer to his muzzle. Still thrusting
slowly into the fox's muzzle, he nosed against the fox's taunt balls and
breathed deep. Max savoured the smell of fresh fox. He wouldn't smell like
anything other than wolf when Max was done with him.


The fox, still with his muzzle
full, gasped as a meaty tongue swiped across the rim of his hole. Max grinned
at the response forced from his bitch's muzzle and blew cool air across the saliva covered hole. Kyle's eyes went wide and he stopped working his tongue
against the shaft filling his muzzle. A deep growl reminded him of his task,
and he quickly resumed with vigour.


Meanwhile, max was having a
wonderful time above. He placed his paws on either cheek and spread the fox
open. His target now completely exposed, he set to work eagerly rimming the fox
hole in front of him.


Scarcely a few minutes later,
Kyle was reduced to a moaning, shivering mess of a fox. His chest and face was
covered with his own pre. His claws had partly shredded the sheets under him as
he flexed his claws and clenched the sheets in sheer pleasure. Max had managed
to work his cock down to the beginning of his now full knot. Over 9 inches of
wolf filled the fox's muzzle and throat, spurting pre directly into his belly.


Max sighed in content and dropped
the fox's thighs to fall back on the bed. His thrusting speed picked up in pace
and effort, swollen balls bouncing off Kyle's nose. He leaned back over the fox
and rested his head on his arms near Kyle's feet. This position meant he could
really start upping his enthusiasm in breeding the fox's muzzle. Powerful quad
muscles tensed causing him to mash his knot against the nose buried in his
groin.


"Going to fill that sweet muzzle
of yours before I fuck you properly." The wolf rumbled, glancing down at the
bottom of the bulging muzzle below. The fox hardly heard what was said, but he
felt the vibrations throughout his body, and the intensity of the muzzle
fucking increased. He knew full well what was coming, and whined as he prepared
for the forced seeding.


A bark and a muffled growl was
the only warning the fox received when Max reached his peak. The first stream
shot straight down his throat, nearly scalding him with the heat and force. Max
wouldn't want Kyle to miss out on tasting his well-earned treat, so he quickly
withdrew as the second stream filled the fox's muzzle. Max felt the desperate
gulps as Kyle tried to keep up with his production, but he was quite the
shooter.


Grinning in the midst of his
orgasm, Max allowed the fox to breath by pulling his still spurting cock back
from his muzzle. The fox gulped fresh air for the first time in what seemed
like an eternity, coughing up thick wolf seed as a result. Max wasn't done yet,
and he aimed the next few shots into the face of the panting fox, covering his
face and neck in heavy, musky cum. The next few shots he aimed higher, shooting
the rest of his copious load across the chest, stomach and sheath of the still
dazed fur below him.


Kyle was dizzy. All he could
smell was thick musk. All he could taste was the slightly salty tinge of
strong wolf seed. His entire front side felt weight down like a layer of mud was
coating him. He supposed that wasn't far from the truth.


Max let out a slow, relaxed
breath, his tongue hanging out the side of his mouth. He glanced down to
observe the mess he made along the front of the fox. He felt proud of himself
for how thoroughly he'd marked the fox with his seed. He wasn't surprised to
find his cock was still hard as steel, pulsing along the top of the fox's
muzzle and dribbling the remainder of his load along Kyle's cheek. He glanced up
along the prone fox, eying a limp red tail and winking hole underneath. He
still had an unmarked rump to ravage and claim.


Swift paws secured the fox's slim
red and white torso and manhandled him into a new position on his hands and
knees, facing away from the wolf. The soft creak of bed springs and the heavy
depression formed on the mattress announced the larger beast's presence on the
bed behind the fox. A gentle paw stroked down Kyle's fluffy tail, and roughly
yanked it up and pinned it along the fox's back.


Kyle stifled a desperate gasp
when he felt the tapered point of the massive wolfhood teasingly prod his hole.
He clenched his hole in fear, but luckily Max was content to rub his cock along
the cleft of his furred ass for the time being. A few more thrusts left Kyle's
taint practically dripping with slick wolf pre. A quick prod repositioned the
tip of the throbbing wolf cock back at Kyle's entrance. Max bent over the fox,
placing his arms on either side of his head, and lightly resting his bulk along
the fox's back. The heat and musk pouring off the wolf in heady waves dazed the
fox again, relaxing his hole enough for Max to slip the tip of his cock inside.


Kyle's eyes went wide as Max
began his first, solid thrust. It was nowhere near as rough or hard as it
perhaps could have been, but the wolf was unwavering in the force applied
behind his thrust. Fat, hard wolf cock spread open the fox's no longer tight
hole in a methodical fashion. Not speeding up or slowing down until the start
of the knot was flush against the fox's stretched ring of muscle.


Max looked down at the fox below
him and released a content sigh into his scrunched up face. The weight of the
wolf on top mixed with the near unbearable entry beneath his tail created a
mixed pleasure and pain concoction that went straight to his head. Kyle tried,
but he couldn't support himself any longer. Collapsing to his chest presented
his ass in a much better position for the wolf to start breeding his bitch.


Max repositioned his legs to the
inside of the fox's thighs, spreading them further apart to better open his
hole. He would need all the help available to tie his baseball sized knot
inside the fox. Satisfied with his current position, Max held still for several
moments to let the fox get accustomed to his length and girth. When the fox
began gyrating his hips to try encourage the wolf to continue, Max responded by
slowly withdrawing his sheathed cock until his tip popped free. Kyle moaned
lustfully at the empty feeling, desperately wishing to be refilled. Max smirked
at the pleading whimpers coming from the smaller fur and repositioned his cock
near Kyle's snug hole.


Kyle, beyond eager to be
refilled, wiggled his hips until the tip was wedged back up his hole. He let
out a content sigh and gently eased back on the shaft. The sigh quickly turned
into a frustrated growl when Max matched his backwards thrust with a backwards
thrust of his own, keeping only his tapered tip inside. Max chuckled at the
attempted growl, this fox just wasn't meant to be dominant.


Unfortunately, denying the fox
also meant denying himself and even after cumming recently, his balls were full
with another load to pump into a tight hole. Re-sheathing his cock where it
belonged, Max wasted no time in starting a steady fucking pace. Kyle released a
long, drawn out moan which climbed in pitch and volume when the wolf didn't
pause for a second while building his rhythm. He'll probably have a lot of
annoyed neighbours to deal with come tomorrow morning. But fuck them, they
didn't have a wolf panting above them, or over 9 inches of cock under their
tail, or a full knot bouncing off their ass cheeks.


Heated moans filled the bedroom
air accompanied by the slapping noises made by wolf balls on fox flesh. Heavy
wolf musk and the scent of rut and sweat soaked the room and filled both
beasts' minds. Time blurred Kyle as he lay chest down ass up on the bed,
receiving a thorough railing from behind. A small puddle of drool collected on
the bed next to his muzzle, while a much larger pool of fox pre soaked into the
already ruined sheets below. Between thrusts, wolf pre leaked out of his
stretch ass and dripped off his balls and down the inside of his thighs, adding
to the growing pool.


Max happily pounded away into his
bitch underneath, amazed by how tight the fox remained even now after taking
his cock repeatedly. Velvety smooth walls closed in tight, caressing his length
on each inward thrust, and tried to keep him deep when he dragged his hips
back. As pleasurable as the current pace was, Max was still a long way from
cumming and his knot hadn't gained any purchase in breaching the fox's tunnel.


Max slowed down his thrusts
slightly to favour quicker, harder strokes. Each inward push ended with him
grinding his knot down into the fox. The result was noticeable immediately as
his knot stretched Kyle's hole open a little bit more each time. Kyle however,
couldn't handle the new tempo. Those harder thrusts battered his prostate hard,
and the stretch his tailhole was made to endure was delightful.


Max felt the previously
constricting tunnel around his cock clench harder than even the initial entry,
and then heard a strangled gasp-moan from the fox. He remained deep, grinding
his knot against the impossible tight hole and rode out the fox's first orgasm
with him. Once the fox slipped into his afterglow and his passage loosened
considerably, Max withdrew is hard wolfhood. Kyle's tailhole remained slightly
gaped after being stretched partially around a thick knot. This angle of attack
wasn't working as much as Max had hoped, and his loins were burning with a need
to tie his bitch.


Max withdrew from the fox but
remained kneeling above his prey. His wolfhood jutted out from his crotch, hard
as steel. Precum dripping from the tip onto the prone fox's ass cheeks and
tail. Kyle now free from his burden of the beast laying over his back, rolled
over onto his side, entirely satisfied with his night despite his abused ass.
Max remained in his vantage point to peer down at the fox drifting off to
sleep.


A sudden, deep bark startled the
fox out of his sleepy state. Rolling onto his back, the fox brought his paws as
a natural reaction. Max took this opportunity to grip both the fox's skinny
wrists with a single hand and trap them high above his head. With his other
hand, he lifted the fox's feet and rested them on his shoulders. Now leaning
over the fox who was immobilised and staring wide eyed up at him, Max grinned
and leaned his muzzle down.


"You've still got a long night
ahead of you little fox." Max growled next to the fox's ear. "I hope you didn't
think you'd get out of taking my knot." Kyle, bent in half as he was, left his
tailhole exposed and vulnerable. A quick readjustment from Max and his tapered
head was once again against the rim of the fox's ass. A quick, hard thrust and
they were back in action at a brutally fast pace, the sound of slapping flesh
more pronounced than ever.


This new position spread Kyle's
ass wider apart. It was quickly apparent that Max's knot was working deeper and
deeper inside him with each thrust. With how stretched the fox was from before
combined with the relaxing effect of his recent orgasm meant Max was quickly
reaching the point of no return. With one last grinding thrust, he popped his
knot in and howled.


Kyle's breath hitched when the
wolf's knot was locked inside him and whimpered when he felt the intense heat
flooding him, signalling the wolf's orgasm. The new pressure against his
prostate was pure bliss causing his muscles to seize, and cum to pour out as he
joined the wolf in his orgasm. Quick but powerful jets burst from his foxhood
and streaked across his upper chest and face.


Even with two loads of his own
cum plastered over his face and body, he still couldn't scent anything other
than dominant wolf. It would take days before the scent of wolf rut was out of
his fur. The cum coating him from earlier when he was face fucked had dried and
remained clumped in his fur in a thick layer. Kyle reconsidered and decided it
would take days just to wash the cum out of his fur, not to mention to scent of
it. Eyes closed as Kyle finally laid back to sleep, he could worry about
restoring his fur tomorrow. Maybe a long soak in warm water will ease the
throbbing under his tail.


"I'm not done quite yet little
fox, I did say you had a long night ahead of you." Max said, still leaning over
the folded fur. Foxy eyes snapped open when Max began a slow thrusting rhythm
once again, inhibited largely by his huge knot locking them together. Kyle
couldn't move. His hands were trapped above his head by the wolf, his legs were
squished to his own body and the wolf's bulk made wiggling impossible. His
voice escaped him with a gasped and he never was able to find it again to
protest. Not that he would have said anything other than "harder", "faster" and
"fuck me again!"


~ ~


Sunlight filtering through the
blinds eventually woke the sleeping fox from his exhausted slumber. Max had
remained in him long into the early hours of the morning. By the time he
relented and allowed the fox to pass out, Kyle's stomach was visibly swollen
with wolf cum. The wolf was gone now, Kyle assumed he left at some point during
the night after his knot had gone down. Glancing to his side revealed that Kyle
had slept well past his usual time and into the late afternoon. 


Groaning, he sat up slowly,
keeping in mind his poor abused tailhole. Twinges of pain haunted him as he
finally slid off the bed. He was relieved to see his stomach back to its
natural flat state, but he guessed that explained the cold, very sticky patch
of sheets he awoke on. Standing up was a chore of its own, but he desperately
needed to air out his room which still smelled like wolf rut and cum. As much
as he enjoyed the wolf's dominant scent, fresh air blowing through his room was
surprisingly refreshing.


A deep blush coloured his muzzle
as he felt a warm trickle down the back of his legs. He reach back with a paw
and winced when he swiped over his slightly gaped hole. Sure enough, gravity
was doing its work and causing a steady stream of warm wolf cum to run over his
hand. He ran his other paw down his front, feeling the mass of mattered fur and
clumped seed dried to his body. A long soak in the bath tub sounded like the
best idea at the moment, before he leaked too much seed on the carpet.


Gathering up a set of fresh
clothes, Kyle limped towards the bathroom. He passed by in view of the front
door and his blush returned as he saw multiple slips of paper pushed under his
door. The slip of paper that caught his eye was laying by itself on his kitchen
counter. One paw was clutching his clothes and the other was beneath his tail
trying fruitlessly to stop wolf cum from dripping on the floor, so he could
only glance at it on the way passed.


As he had guessed it was written
in a hurry by Max before he left. The wolf's message stuck in his mind for the
duration of his two baths (one bath and multiple coatings of conditioner left the
scent of wolf rut stronger than his own natural musk). The message contained a
phone number, presumably the wolf's, and a quick note. Good luck getting laid while smelling more like a wolf than a fox.


Kyle lay on his bed, stomach
down, with an ice pack resting below his tail contemplating when he should call
Max, who he'd already added to his contacts. He didn't even last until the end
of the night before he cracked and pleaded the wolf to come back the next day.
Kyle knew the wolf wasn't exaggerating with his message. No one would touch him
while he smelt so strongly of a dominant wolf and it would no doubt last a
couple of weeks, probably longer. A few minutes later, he was whimpering into
the phone about how good of a fox he was and listening to what the wolf was
bringing over for him to wear. A form-fitting tank top, a too short skirt and a
pair of tight red panties. Kyle knew he had no choice but to agree.
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  Obeying a Wolf

  Kyle was struggling to come to a
conclusion as to how he got into the position he currently was in. Stepping out
of his car in the shopping centre car park was the single hardest decision he
had made for quite some time. Visiting the shopping centre was nothing new to
him, being the most convenient source of food, clothing and entertainment meant
he was here regularly. The difference this time was his current attire.


His nimble red paws tugged
lightly at the bottom of the short skirt, trying desperately to add a little
bit more modesty to his embarrassing situation. His black tipped sheath was
wrapped in a pair of red and white striped panties, the tightness not helped at
all by the exposed black tip of his modest foxhood pressing against his
waistband. Kyle longed to tug the skirt down further, but he was showing an
alarmingly large portion of his fluffy white midriff thanks to a light pink
crop top hugging his chest. He was afraid that if he tugged his skirt was any
lower, his red and white crotch bulge would probably be visible.


He had always known his soft
facial features and thin figure made him look slightly like a female, and a bra
stuffed lightly with tissues helped a little to sell his feminine appearance.
Hopefully no one would recognise him as a male, or even worst, recognise who he
was. His fox cock pushing out of his sheath wasn't helping matters in that
regard in the slightest.


The story behind his current
predicament was nearly as embarrassing as the resulting situation he currently
found himself in. A week ago the wolf Max had brought over his promised
clothing; a skirt longer than his current one was, which he longed for right
now, a second pair of panties similar to his current ones but coloured a solid
red, and a spaghetti strap tank top. At the time he was reluctant to play dress
up for the domineering wolf. Now he wished he could wear that outfit instead of his new clothes, but the other set was currently in the wash after a
thorough soaking of wolf cum from last night.


~


Kyle awoke this morning snuggled
against the side of the smoky coloured wolf, his paw stroking over Max's
defined white furred abs. It was alarming to wake up pressed against another
fur with a large paw cupped around his ass cheeks. Kyle had just assumed Max
would disappear during the night after he could separate their tie, like he did
the previous times he'd visited. An adventures rub brushed past the sticky pool
of precumleft by the tip of a very hard wolf cock extended completely out of its white furred sheath. Glancing down revealed that the wolf was suffering a
serious case of morning wood, tented sheets and growing wet patch included.


He heard a gruff gasp from above
as he teasingly wrapped as much of his slender paw as he could around the thick
wolf cock and stroked slowly. He grinned to see such an immediate reaction when
blue wolf eyes snapped open above, and a hard spurt of precum coated his paw
below. The wolf altered his gaze from the grinning fox beside him to the large
tent caused by his exposed wolfhood and the paw he felt still stroking over it.


"Good morning little fox, did I
not feed you enough of my seed last night?" Max said, glancing back over to the
fox. "Maybe if you swallowed my cum instead of gagging and bitching about how
'There's too much master!'" His meaty paw currently resting over the red furred
ass stirred into action and slipped a paw pad up along the fax's cleft.


"I- I didn't call you master" The
fox said, blushing a deep crimson and hiding his face in the wolf's smoky chest
fur. Kyle whimpered some more when the wolf slipped his pad passed the rim of
his ass until it was sheathed completely inside his tunnel. Kyle knew Max could
feel his own seed still filling deep in his ass, dripping over his pad delving
up the fox's tunnel. Max withdrew his paw which now had a thick layer of cum
soaked into his fur and brought it around to wipe across Kyle's nose and face.


"Seems like there's still plenty
under your tail. Perhaps I can feed it to you if you're so desperate?" Max
rumbled to the fox. Kyle whimpered and licked his nose to clean off the fresh
coating of wolf seed spread over his muzzle. "No, don't worry little fox, I
have plenty more stored up for later. Right now you have other things to worry
about more than receiving your next dose of wolf." Max ran his hand down the
front of Kyle's chest feeling the liberal coating of dried wolf cum he'd
applied multiple times the previous night. "You smell too much like me,go
wash yourself and I'll tell you what you'll be doing today."


Max had insisted that Kyle shower
with him while hot water filled up the nearby bath tub. When Kyle thought
shower, he didn't think he would be on his knees looking up at wolf standing
above him, cock still as hard as it had been all morning. Before turning on the
water, Max surprised Kyle by supplying him with his own personal shower.
Scalding musky yellow piss splashed against his muzzle, forcing him to quickly
shut his eyes and begin to move away. A threatening growl stopped his movement
immediately and he was forced to accept his fate of being thoroughly marked by
a wolf he'd known for little over a week.


The initial burst of Max's
morning piss was the worst. The heady yellow stream poured across his muzzle
and dripped down his chest, quickly changing from its natural colouring of
white to wolf urine yellow. The stench and strength of the stream eased as Max
emptied his full bladder over the fox's head and along the front of his body.
Towards the end, he growled down at the fox to open his mouth. Reluctantly,
Kyle conceded and let the now mild strength piss quickly fill his muzzle and
overflow down his body.


The wolf's flow came to an abrupt
end which startled Kyle enough to open his eyes and gaze questioningly up at
the wolf.


"Swallow." The single word sent a
shiver down Kyle's spine and he quickly obeyed. Musky piss emptied into his
stomach with two large gulps causing Kyle to bend over and cough at the strong
taste left in his mouth.


"Open." Again Kyle obeyed and
obediently opened his muzzle for the wolf to continue his morning piss, but
this time he continuously gulped down the piss before it began to overflow.
After what must have been several minutes, the wolf's stream ebbed to a stop
and left the fox with a bitter taste in his mouth and a very full stomach. Kyle
looked down at the mess along his front side. The piss had slickened up the
dried cum and matted down his fur. The stench of wolf covered him stronger than
ever and he was certain anyone passing by with a keen nose will know exactly
what had been done to him.


The rest of the shower saw Kyle
remaining on his knees with Max's wolfhood resting over his face, gently
nursing the wolf's full knot and swollen balls. It amazed him how full those
balls were now considering how much cum was plastered over him after last night.
All the while Max showered, he explained what Kyle would be doing today. Just a
simple errand to the shops to grab a few essentials like food, coffee, lube
etc. After a long soak in the tub and several coatings of conditioner, the wolf
dressed him up and sent him out.


~


The tingle and slight ache he
felt below his tail was testament to the hard railing experienced multiple
times last night and brought him back to the present. Walking towards the
centre entrance reminded him far too much of the discomfort under his tail,
leaving him wishing he could drive home and relax for the rest of today. But
the wolf had suggested he go to the
shops to pick up some things, just like he'd suggested him to dress up now and last week. Kyle knew Max would
never get violent with him if he declined the wolf's suggestions, but if he
disappointed the wolf, the wolf would almost certainly... disappoint him in other ways.


The tingling below his tail
suddenly got stronger, causing him to miss a step and stumble against the
bricked side of the shopping centre. The sensation brought back the realisation
of his final piece of attire; a bullet vibe shoved deep under his tail to rest
near his sensitive prostate with a thin piece of string leading from his hole
and tied around the top of his balls. This particular vibe was remotely
controlled and was renowned for its very strong maximum vibration setting and
long distance range. Based on the gentle strength of the humming device inside
him, he could only assume it was on a very low setting.


Blushing a deep red and leaning
heavily against the wall, Kyle glanced around discreetly trying to see if
anyone saw him stumble. Luckily no one was around in the car park so the fox
could release the breath he held and relax a bit. Max hadn't switched the vibe
on at all on the drive over, so the sudden activation was startling. Now the
vibe was on, Kyle could adjust well enough to the sensation, as well as
adjusting the new tent lifting up the bottom of his skirt. After a little
rearrangement below, his leaking tip was trapped under the waistband and was
presentable as long as no one looked too closely. He dreaded if he got anymore
aroused and poked out. With no shirt to cover himself with, he would make for a
very revealing and embarrassing sight.


Kyle shivered slightly at the
cool, conditioned air that greeted him as he entered the centre. Today was a
comfortably warm day and he would normally have no problem with the
temperature, but today he was wearing much less than normal meaning the
temperature drop affected him more. He wrapped his arms around himself
subconsciously thinking every passing by was staring at him. The quicker he
completed his short grocery list, the quicker he can get out of here. Hopefully
the buzzing under his tail doesn't get any more intense than the current very
light setting.


He grabbed a basket on the way
into the closest supermarket and hurried to begin gathering the items on his
list. With everything checked off except for lube, he walked down the last aisle
required of him before he could finally leave. Kyle was browsing for his
favourite brand when his back stiffened and his ears fell flat against his
head. It seemed Max had decided to crank the strength of the vibe up
significantly. And he wasn't stopping. Within moments, Kyle's foxhood reached
his full length outside his sheath, knot and all.


He dropped the basket to the
ground beside him and fell to his paws and knees. The sudden movement dislodged
his cock from under his waistband to flop freely in the air under his skirt.
His balls and scrunched up sheath were still nestled in his striped panties,
but his cock hung in full view underneath him. Kyle was in a world of his own
as he spread his thighs, arched his back and raised his tail, almost begging
for a phantom fur behind him to fuck him deep, gasping all the while. The vibe
reached its maximum setting and remained there for several moments, all the
while Kyle was presenting himself on his hands and knees to anyone who happened
by. Spurts of precum shot from his hard cock and pooled below him on the
previously clean floor.


When the vibrating under his tail
lowered back down to a manageable level, he was able to pick himself up and
catch his breath. The aftershock of tingles still travelling through his body
made him shiver and release another short trail of precum down his already
soaked shaft. Reality crashed down around him when he realised where he was and
what he'd just done. Luckily no one else was in the aisle when he entered and
judging by the lack of people gawking at his lewd display, he hoped no one had
walked past during his... episode.


Kyle couldn't tuck his black
foxhood back under the waistband of his skirt without a few inches pushing up
over his lower stomach, contrasting heavily with his white belly fur. It would
have to do though, so he grabbed the closest bottle of lube and chucked it into
his basket. He found if he looped his arms under the basket, he could hold it
in front of his crotch and hope it didn't raise too many questions.
Unfortunately by now his leaking cock had created a visible, sticky wet spot
along his stomach and caused a very distinctively male musk to hang around the
fox.


Without a moment to lose, Kyle
hurried to the self-serve checkout, thankful for the automated machines
protecting his identity and modesty. While scanning the last item and paying
with a few rolled up notes that Max had earlier wrapped around Kyle's stiff
morning wood, he heard a store announcement for cleaning and sanitation to
clean a spill in aisle 12, the same lube aisle Kyle had just left. Kyle felt
heat rise to his face and a red flush to tint his cheeks. Hopefully they would assume
it was a spilled bottle of lube, but the stench of fox rut hanging around Kyle
left no doubt in his mind that they knew about his little accident.


Kyle carried his shopping bags
with a similar method to how he carried his basket; arms looped through the
bags so they bounced in front of him and covered his embarrassing hard erection
jutting from his skirt. The exit was visible now, only a few more hundred
meters, a quick jog across the car park and he was relatively safe in his car.
With his focus set on the sliding doors signalling his freedom, Kyle never
noticed the large striped tiger whose own focus was squarely on his phone,
walking towards him. At least until his muzzle bounced of the tiger's muscled
chest.


"Sorry miss, wasn't watching
where I was going." The tiger mumbled down at him. Kyle glanced away and
mumbled a soft 'No problem' before trying to hurry passed the male blocking his
path. A heavy striped paw landed on his shoulder and pushed him against the
nearby wall. "Or do you answer to 'Sir'?"


Kyle, trapped against the wall in
full view of the shopping centre by a strong paw had no option but to look up
at the male in front of him. While the tiger was definitely not the size of
Max, he was still much larger than the lithe fox. Kyle was petrified with fear.
The tiger obviously knew he was a male, and their close proximity only
solidified that fact as his musky pre stained stomach and cock filled the air
around him with the smell of fox. Eye's wide, Kyle stared into the tiger's
predatory grin and began to start pleading to the bigger fur to not beat him
up, or turn him over to the cops.


"I swear if I closed my eyes, I
would have thought you were a wolf." The tiger growled, silencing any pleading
whimpers. "Now I can smell you properly, slut. And you smell good, like a fox in heat" The tiger
lowered his muzzle to the scruff of Kyle's neck and huffed deeply, trying to
scent the fox's natural smell. "Your wolf must have fucked you hard for you to
smell this much like him. Did he mark you? Piss over your pretty muzzle? Maybe
shove his cock in your mouth and make you swallow until your belly was full?"


"H- He's not my wolf, we just fuck." Kyle replied. He felt very subconscious
about being held against the wall like this in a public place and wrapped his
arms harder around his body to help hide his straining foxhood still pressed
along his stomach.


"Oh? Not your wolf? In that
case..." The tiger said and glanced around quickly before dragging Kyle by the
scruff of his neck and shoving him through the doorway of a nearby supply
closet. Locking the door, the striped male turned and flicked a light switch to
illuminate the fox cowering in a corner. "You didn't answer my question slut,
how well are you acquainted with the taste of wolf piss?"


"He... u-urinated on me t-this
morning. Growled at me when I tried to move away... and then he told me to...
o-open my mouth and swallow." By the time Kyle had finished, his cheeks were
flushed a deep rosy red. He had dropped his bags near the door of the closet after
being pushed inside so he had no way to hide how strained his cock was. Not to
mention his skirt had flipped up and his shaft came loose from the waistband
once more to flop in view of the grinning tiger.


The tiger stalked closer, reached
down and hooked his arms under the fox's armpits before lifting him to his feet
and pressing his back up against a tiled wall.


"I was tempted to shove you down,
bury my cock down your throat and let you decide if you like tiger piss better
then wolf. I still am seriously considering it, if only to get that horrid
stink of wolf off you." Powerful striped hands cupped around Kyle's bubbly ass
cheeks and lifted him of the ground. A paw pad slipped up along his ass cleft
and toyed with the rim of his tunnel. "At least you're not leaking his cum,
suppose that's a plus. You'll be leaking mine soon though."


Probing tiger paws flicked across
the string leading from his balls into his hole. "Oh? What's this? Did your
little fuck buddy send you out with a parting gift after all?" The striped fur
questioned to the fox, his paw wrapped around the string of the vibe still
buried deep inside and with a hard tug, pulled out the buzzing device. "No
wonder you were so horny. Cheeky fucker has been teasing you this whole time."
The tiger dropped the vibe to dangle from Kyle's white furred balls, humming
uselessly in the air.


"Gonna need something to slicken
me up with." The tiger said, glancing around until his eyes fell upon the lube
bottle that rolled out of Kyle's shopping bags. He dropped the fox back down to
stand on his own two feet, and retrieved the bottle of lube from the floor.
"Hope wolfy doesn't mind me using a
little bit of his lube to fuck you with." Said the tiger before stalking back
over to the still clothed fox.


Quick paws made short work of
pants hugging the tiger's legs and they dropped to the ground to reveal his
pointed, black tiger cock. The tip was tapered and eased gradually to the
thicker shaft. The tiger's length was a few inches shorter than Max's, his
shaft was nowhere near as fat and he was missing a menacing knot bulging out
the base of his cock, but the soft barbs littered around the pointed head gave
Kyle reason to worry.


Once again cupping foxy ass
cheeks, the tiger hoisted Kyle back to his previous position, cock slickened
with lube and precum poised at the fox's entrance. With a gentle push, he shifted
Kyle's panties to the side and wedged the fox's ass open with his tip. From
there all the larger fur needed to do was relax his hold on the fox and let
gravity spread his foxy hole around his shaft. Kyle was expecting an easier
entry due to the tiger's dimensions and quickly realised his mistake as he
struggled to stifle a gasp.


"Your buddy must have damn small
cock if you're still this tight and fuckable. I bet his knot isn't any bigger
then my shaft, and he's a wolf!" Kyle
was about to respond to the tiger's remark when the striped male flexed his
arms and dragged his cock back out, tickling Kyle's fuck hole with his soft
barbs as he went. He let out a deep moan that climbed in volume when the tiger
hastily resheathed himself inside.


"Shut it, you fucking slut. I
don't want the whole centre to know you're in here getting your boy pussy
filled." The tiger growled into Kyle's ear and cupped a striped hand over his
muzzle to quiet his noises of pleasure. "Maybe you'd like me to leave a sign
out the front when I'm done, and all the guys out there can form a line to
refill your bitch ass." With only one arm now supporting the fox against the
wall, he had to rely more on his body weight to sandwich Kyle in place while he
picked up speed to a vigorous pace. "I bet you wouldn't leave until your belly
was bulging with strangers cum and your hole was so loose that any real wolf walking by could knot fuck
you."


After several minutes of the
tiger's intense thrusts, Kyle felt the building pressure inside him signalling
his imminent orgasm. By now he could hardly feel the barbs raking along his
inner walls, instead a strong tingle ran down his spine each time the tiger
dragged his shaft out on his backwards stroke. A few more minutes of this and
he surely wouldn't last, his knot was pulsing against his body and a small
river of precum dripped from his belly to the floor below him. A single hard
thrust saw the tiger hilted inside Kyle, grinding his hips in small circles
against the fox's tail base before a sharp tug from the tiger wrenched his cock
free.


"Fuck... huhhuhhh was so close... to
cumming, but I can't hold you up... any longer." The tiger panted across the
bridge of Kyle's muzzle and dropped him to his unstable feet. Kyle stumbled as
he was suddenly left to support himself and collapsed to his knees against the
tiger's legs. The forgotten vibe dropped to the bare floor under Kyle, causing
the buzzing noise emitted to be amplified due to the cold concrete. "Oh yeah,
that's a view I could get used to." The tiger said down to the fox kneeling
with his still throbbing cock resting against Kyle's wet nose. Kyle meanwhile
stared wide eyed passed the throbbing length against his nose, all but begging
to continue getting railed.


"Go on then, rest your pretty
little back on the floor and I'll be down there soon to give you your well-deserved
treat." Kyle timidly laid his half covered body across the ground and looked back
up to the tiger who had fished his phone out of his pants pocket, aiming it at
the prone fox. "Hook your paws behind your thighs and show me your foxy hole." He
said down at the fox. Kyle complied and pulled his knees against his chest,
leaving his tingling hole exposed to the phone's camera. "Yeah mmmm that's
beautiful." The tiger rumbled and snapped a few quick pictures showing a male
fox, with his skirt flipped up and his cock leaking over his belly, displaying his
slightly gaped hole.


With his pictures saved, the
tiger could get back to business. Kneeling down, he wasted no time in thrusting
back to the hilt within the fox and promptly resumed his break-neck pace. Kyle
prepared as much as he could, but still couldn't silence his noises of bliss at
having the emptiness in his guts filled. Desperate to quieten the moaning fur
below him, the tiger clamped his jaw around the scruff of Kyle's throat and
growled threateningly. Kyle fucking loved it when Max did this to him, but the
tiger wasn't doing this out of passion; he was just eager to stop Kyle from
attracting attention to them. Regardless of how he little he enjoyed the tiger's
love bite, it still kicked his prey instincts into overdrive and suppressed his
noises.


Not long after, the tiger's jaw
tightened on Kyle's scruff and a shudder rippled through the striped male's
fur. Heat blossomed deep within the fox signalling the tiger's orgasm pulsing
through his depths. But the tiger didn't slow down for a second, instead his
pace increased until he needed to wrap his arms around the fox's torso to keep
him from sliding. Kyle couldn't contain himself anymore. He cried out and came
hard, thick ropes of fox seed splattered across his chest and streaked along
his face. In response to his orgasm, Kyle inadvertently clenched hard at the
cock still sliding through his passage.


The tiger huffed at the vice like
grip now surrounding his length inside the fox. With a snarl, he lunged deep
one final time and came hard a second time up the fox's properly pounded hole.
With a huff, the tiger tugged out his still spurting cock and let the final few
ropes of feline smear across the red and white fox cheeks. When the tiger was
finished laying claim to the fox, he cleaned his cock with a section of Kyle's
skirt and re-dressed himself post-haste.


Kyle rested his head back and
relaxed in his afterglow, tailhole still tingling and cock slowly drooling the
last of his seed. The click of a shutter caused his eyes to snap open in horror
as he faced the tiger standing over him, taking several more pictures of his
cum covered body. He swiftly faced away from the camera and blushed heavily
when he felt the rush of backed up tiger seed flow over his tail and pool
underneath him.


While Kyle wasn't watching, the
tiger swiped the fox's phone off the floor and unlocked it. After a moment, he
tossed the phone down to the fox and turned to leave. "I gave you my number,
slut. If you need a real man to fuck you, let me know and I'll see if I can
make time for you." About to open the closet door, the tiger turned a last time
to the fox. "Maybe you can bring that wolf of yours with you, I would be happy
to enlighten him as to how a proper male claims a bitch." And with that he
opened the door and left the fox to clean himself.


Glancing down, Kyle mumbled a not
so subtle "fuck" at the streaks of cum covering his body, and the sticky
feeling spreading from below his tail. A hasty survey of the closet he was in
revealed a few dusty towels tucked away on a shelf. The smell of rut would still
linger strongly around him, but at this stage he didn't care what people around
him thought, he just wanted to get home and clean up properly.


Moments later and the towels were
now practically dripping with seed, but Kyle's body was relatively clean with
the exception of his stained skirt and soaked panties. He found a bucket nearby
and sat over it to let himself drain as much cum from his guts as possible for
the walk back to his car, and the drive home. This only left the buzzing vibe
still tied around his balls to deal with. He couldn't exactly carry it around
with him, what with the noise it was making. That left one option. With a deep
breath, he reinserted the vibe back up his tunnel and shuddered in response to
the sensations washing over his battered prostate.


A last adjustment to re-ruck his
foxhood under the waistband of his skirt and to check for any visible missed
spots, before Kyle collected his bags and scampered out of the shopping centre
to his car. By the time Kyle climbed into his car, he found that despite
draining as much of the seed out of himself as he could, a wet trickle had
found its way down both his legs and dripped along behind him. He could deal
with that later, along with the now ruined upholstery of his car. Nothing
mattered now except starting his car and never returning.


By the time Kyle had returned to
his apartment, cum had soaked deep into the cloth of his seat and the smell of
tiger musk made him dizzy. He flew up the apartment stairs, too scared to take
the elevator in case someone else happened to join him, and frantically pounded
on the locked door of his home.


A disgruntled looking grey wolf
opened the door and glared down at the fox. His focus turned to the remote in
his paw and he flicked the knob all the way to the right. A strangled cry left
Kyle's muzzle before he could stop himself as the bullet vibe in his ass was
cranked up to the maximum setting. A second later, Max switched the vibe off,
satisfied that the fox still had it within him, and allowed the fox to stumble
through the doorway. Kyle closed the door behind him and peered at the back of
the wolf.


The next time the wolf spoke,
Kyle swore he heard a faint whine underlying the natural guttural tone of the
beast before him. "You were gone a long time. I was worried something had ha-."
Max stiffened and the fox could hear deep huffs as Max scented the air.
Whipping back around, the wolf pushed Kyle back up against the door and
glowered down at the fox. "I send you on one simple errand, and you come back reeking like a- like a CAT!?" Any sign of the possibly caring
wolf from before was extinguished in a flash.


Kyle whimpered, curling his tail
around to hug against his body. He hadn't thought Max would ever harm him, had
he been wrong? All he could do was stare fearfully at the advancing wolf and
pray that Max was only playing a game with him. "You're not taking a single
step further into this apartment until I've eradicated every trace of that disgusting smell from you."
An oversized paw pressed him hard against the door while the other tore his
clothes to land in shreds around him. "You're going to smell so much like wolf
that no one will ever touch you
again without my permission." Max's muzzle was so close to his ear now that the
wolf's hot, humid breath slickened his ear with saliva. There was no mistaking
Max's next words, growled so deep and so close that Kyle felt shaken to the
core.


"You are MINE."

 
  Seducing a Wolf

  

The cool, morning breeze gently cause
the light curtains to flutter apart, enriching the room with sunlight.
Desperate gasps echoed off the walls of the sparsely furnished bedroom,
accompanied by the soft undertone of slick silicon against supple flesh. A lone
figure sprawled out along the bed writhing on top of the sheets, desperately
working himself into a frenzy. The red fox on the bed, despite his feminine appearance,
was most certainly a male; his hard cock was completely erect out of his
sheath, knot full and throbbing. The slender boy had one arm wrapped around his
leg, drawn up to press against his stomach. His other paw was busy working a
red, canine dildo beneath his flicking tail. Kyle didn't care how pitiful the
sight of his naked body looked, he was practically in heat at this point.





Kyle awoke only a half hour prior to a
beautiful Saturday morning, once again alone in his bed, just like the past two
or so weeks. Green eyes snapping open with a strangled gasp as he realised how
his dreams plagued him still. His foxhood was straining from the lingering
touches of a certain dream wolf, while his tailhole tingled with a need to be
filled. Arching his back, he slipped a paw down and thrust a finger inside his
ass, crying out in pleasure as he momentarily satisfied his craving. But his
fingers weren't enough and soon the tingle returned deeper with a burning
ferocity.





Whimpering pleas escaped Kyle's muzzle
when he yanked his finger out of himself, but his pleas fell on deaf ears.
Taking matters into his own paws, the red fox fervently opened and reached
inside his bedside drawer, fishing out a bottle of slick lube and a thick, red,
wolf toy, fat knot included.





Moments later and he was resting in his
current position on his back with his toy hilted to the top of the knot.
Wasting no time, he gripped the toy tightly by the flared base and withdrew it
from within himself, the tapered tip popping out with a pleasured exhale from
the vulpine. Red paws repositioned the toy back at the entrance of his tunnel
and popped the head back in, red shaft quickly following. Kyle began thrusting
his paw at a steady pace, withdrawing the toy before reinserting it deep within
him and grinding the knot against his spread flesh. His high-pitched cries at
the intense feeling below his tail echoed around the room, and Kyle realised
with a heated blush, out the still open window. Kyle might have cared about
what people in the neighbouring apartments (or block) thought of his sexual
noises, if he knew he wasn't working up the source of his frustration; the smoky
grey wolf now wide awake on the couch in the next room.





~





Kyle wasn't sure what happened between
the two of them. The wolf, Max, was over every day for a week straight after he
they initially fucked. The larger canine seemed determined to pound him in
every room, and against every piece of furniture. Kyle would get back from work
only for Max to bang against the door moments later and drag him somewhere
seemingly random in the apartment. A few hours of loud foxy noises and deep
wolfy growls later, Max would be knotted under Kyle's red, fluffy tail, his
wolf cum flooding deep inside the vulpine's hole.





That was until two weeks ago when Max
had arrived on a Saturday with a new set of slutty women's clothes bundled in a
plastic bag. It wasn't the first time Max had insisted the fox to cross-dress
for him, his previous set of cum soaked girly clothes were testimony to that. The
other time he dressed for the wolf, he changed in his room with Max waiting on
the couch watching television. The rest was a blur after he opened the door and
let the wolf in, but he came to half an hour later coated in what seemed like
multiple loads of fox cum, and a wolf knot lodged up his ass. But, as the fox
very quickly found out, this time was different. Max had ground his hard wolfhood
against Kyle's stomach and shoved a small bullet vibe up his ass before sending
him off on an errand to the shops.





Needless to say, the sight of a male
fox dressed in slutty girl clothing with his leaking cock straining past his
waistband attracted the attention of passing furs, mainly a passing tiger.
After pushing Kyle into a nearby supply closet, the tiger fucked him up against
the tiled wall, and again on the concrete floor, breeding him deep with tiger
seed. Quick as lightning, the tiger redressed, snapped a few memorable pictures
to show around and left the sticky fox to his mess. The vulpine had cleaned up
as best he could to get home, and had hoped Max wouldn't mind his encounter
with the tiger, after all, Kyle assumed they were just fuck-buddies.





Unfortunately, Max had been less than
pleased with the fox's slutty behaviour and had held him against the apartment
door until he tied and seeded him multiple times. A short bathroom break saw
Kyle on his knees in the shower with a golden stream of hot, wolf piss soaking
into his already messy fur. Obediently, the fox had opened his maw and gulped
down the strong salty urine quickly filling his muzzle. After Max was done
emptying his bladder, he shoved his thick cock down the slut's throat and
thrust until he came hard, shooting sticky streams down Kyle's throat and
across his wet body. Kyle had collapsed to the piss soaked ground, mindless to
the wolf urine still soaking his fur.





Not much happened after that. Max
redressed without a word and left the apartment, slamming the door behind him.
Kyle came to his senses much later and realised how much he stank of sweat, cum
and urine. Bathing off three sets of cum had been a nightmare, not to mention
the strong scent of the mark left all over his body by the wolf, and eventually
Kyle gave up trying to get his natural scent back in favour of collapsing on
his bed.





Max had sent Kyle 'shopping' on a
Sunday, so when Max didn't show up until Friday, Kyle just assumed the wolf was
busy with work or other commitments. As much as the fox loved getting fucked by
the wolf, he'd gone much longer without getting laid so he had no doubts
he could hold out, albeit eagerly, until the wolf was ready to breed him some
more.





And then Friday rolled around.





Sure enough, Max showed up and knocked
on the door until Kyle, wearing nothing but one of the skimpy underpants Max
had bought, let him in. The fox all but declared how needy he was for the wolf
to take him again, to fuck him where ever and whenever he wanted. Prancing
happily ahead, Kyle draped himself over the back of the couch and raised his
tail high to allow an unobstructed view of his pantie covered hole. He looked
back over his shoulder and wiggled his hips, fully expecting the wolf to come
up behind and take him hard. Max had other plans and simply walked around the
displayed fox, collapsed on the couch and turned on the TV.





With a huff of annoyance, Kyle stalked
around the crouch and climbed into the wolf's lap, rocking his butt back and
forth against Max's bulge, whispering into the grey canine's ear about how much
of a desperate fox he was. A grunt of annoyance was all Kyle received for his
effort, and Max shifted the barely clothed fox to the side saying how he was
too tired. Disappointment clear on Kyle's face, he resigned himself to fetching
the wolf a beer and snuggling against the side of the grey fur. Hopefully
tomorrow he would get what he needed.





Unfortunately tomorrow was no better
for Kyle. After sleeping alone in his room while Max slept on the couch, he had
awoken amongst fox precum soaked sheets with a straining hard on. Max was
already in the kitchen preparing a breakfast of bacon, eggs, hash browns and
toast when Kyle entered. The fox rested up against the counter next to Max and
folded his arms, his black pointed foxhood still extended and dripping. Kyle
was sure Max heard him and had no doubt he noticed the stench of fox over the
delicious smelling breakfast. His ears flattened when Max didn't even glance at
the fox when he mentioned that food was nearly ready.





Not to be deterred, Kyle kept insisting
for the wolf to take him, to claim him again and breed him deep. Throughout the
day he teased himself and the wolf, never once dressing in a scrap of cloth.
Afternoon shifted to night, but all that changed within the apartment was how
much precum streaked along the slim white stomach of the fox. With a huff, Kyle
stormed to his room and slammed the door, infuriated that Max would show up and
not even touch him. Kyle slept fitfully that night, tossing and turning while
he dreamt about a smoky wolf slipping into his room, climbing onto his bed and
filling his needy tailhole with hard wolf cock.





Sunday was no better. Max didn't even
make Kyle breakfast, instead leaving the fox in charge of feeding himself,
which he did with a boring bowl of cereal. When Max mentioned that Kyle was
running out of food and coffee, the fox nearly choked on his cereal. Was this
what the wolf wanted? To leave him pent up and needy for a week before sending
him back to the shops dressed in slutty clothing with a vibrator shoved up his
rear? Kyle didn't know if he was relieved or disappointed when Max handed him
some money and told him to get going. He still shivered at the thought of the
mess he would have made in the shopping centre, and his pants tightened in
result.





The rest of the Sunday passed by
frustratingly sex-free, although that didn't stop Kyle from trying to rile the
wolf into action. He even went as far as to lay back on the coffee table, still
naked as ever, and shove his fingers deep within his rear while clenching a
fist around his knot. After a short time thrusting against his fingers and
pumping into his hand, he glanced back to Max to see if his plan was working.
Max's only response was to turn the volume of the TV up to help drown out the
fox's moaning, and shift to the side enough to see around the needy, but
obstructing view. With a frustrated growl, Kyle stormed off to his room, belly
fur mattered heavily with precum and drips marking his path.





Kyle had thought he'd be able to last
until the wolf was ready to pounce him again. Obviously a week of hard pounding
had increased his sex drive significantly, enough so that by now, he
desperately needed the tingle deep inside him itched. The fact that Max still
coming to his apartment didn't help at all. Every time Kyle walked through his
door, he could smell the wolf and it brought back memories of how good he felt
underneath said wolf, enough so for his pants to remain tented throughout the
rest of the night. So Kyle took matters into his own paws and visited a sex
shop on the way home from work on Monday. If the wolf wasn't going to help him,
he would help himself. Quickly scanning through the selection, he decided on a
knotted red canine toy, modelled after a wolf of course. It measured a total of
seven inches including the thick knot at the base, and while it was no match
for Max's own wolfhood, it would have to suffice.





Kyle returned home and packed away his
new purchase in his bedside drawer before making a quick meal and settling down
to watch some evening TV. That night Max arrived later than usual, but Kyle
still let him in with the glimmer of hope of a hard pounding. Sure as the sky
is blue, Max ignored the vulpine's advances leaving Kyle to retreated to his
room, throwing open the drawer and fishing out his toy and lube.





The toy was strange to Kyle. He'd never
needed a sex toy before because he'd usually been able to catch the eye of a
man in a club or bar. Not that he'd needed relief often, in fact his friends
were constantly commenting on his low sex drive, especially considering he was
a fox. But now was different, he was a changed fox, one that needed that wolf
to take him, but unfortunately this toy was the best he could do at the moment.
Squeezing it gently and coating it with cool lube, Kyle found the silicon to be
softer and squishier than normal flesh. The texture was strange as well, it was
smooth even before he slickened it up and it was lacking the pulsing heat of a
normal cock.





Positioning himself on his back, Kyle
stared up at the ceiling and worked his paws from touch alone to align the tip
of the fake cock with his hole. A soft, relaxing breath and a sharp push popped
the head in without any troubles. From there a soft but steady push was all
that was required from Kyle to slide the slick shaft inside his own rump. Kyle
was expecting more, but then again, he was used to a much larger play toy. The
fox couldn't hold back a gasp as he shoved the toy up to the top of the knot,
mashing the tip against his prostate along the way.





This was what Kyle wanted, no this was
what he needed. After over a week with nothing but his own paw to try
sate his hunger, the itch inside him was getting unbearable. Just out of reach
of his fingers, it teased him like the touch of a feather, only growing in intensity
as the week dragged by. Kyle could tell how it was affecting his daily life; he
was snappier at customers or co-workers, his uni work came to a stand-still and
he occasionally caught himself staring at other males pants imagining what they
were hiding and how they would feel on top of him. He'd blush and frantically
look elsewhere on the few occasions he was caught staring below the belt, horribly
embarrassed he couldn't control his base urges longer than a week.





A truly genuine smile graced Kyle's
face the first time in what felt like forever for the normally cheerful fox.
Slowly pulling back on the toy, Kyle withdrew the shaft until only the tip
remained inside before forcing it back inside until the knot partially spread
apart his ring further. Repeating the action, Kyle spread himself open wider
against the knot and was surprised to see he was already up to the thickest midpoint
already. Relaxing for a moment, the vulpine basked in the feeling of his ring
stretched open from the thick flesh of the imaginary wolf above him, content to
lie there for an eternity.





Kyle's fox cock was hard as steel, his
knot inflated like a pressurized balloon and his white furred belly was streaked
from shots of his own precum, but still he resisted the urge to grip his flesh
and finish himself off. The itch inside his body was what he was after, and he
had satisfied himself in that regard, perhaps now he could rest properly for
the remainder of the night. A few more solid, moan-inducing thrusts and Kyle
pulled back until the tip of the fake flesh popped out and flopped against his
thigh. The frustration and excitement of the past week finally caught up to the
fox causing him to leave the world behind and enter the land of dreams,
heedless of the hulking dark shape in the doorway, its gaze staring at the
sleeping fox like a blazing fire.





Sunlight streamed in through the cracks
of the blinds followed by the soft chittering of birds flapping by the window.
Kyle awoke feeling refreshed and eager to tackle the new day. He could still
feel the pleasant tingle in his rump thanks to the toy resting inconspicuously
by his thigh, the red blending in with his natural rusty fur colour. The sight
and memory of what he was forced to do brought heat to his cheeks, regardless
of the fact he was alone in his room. The sight of it also brought back
memories of the wolf semi-living with him at the moment, but with a quick
sniff, Kyle concluded the wolf had left again at some point during the night.
Perhaps now that Max could see he could be replaced by a simple toy, he would
be more inclined to re-assert his dominance over the fox. Kyle just hoped the
wolf didn't realise how desperate Kyle had wished that it was the wolf filling
him last night.





The rest of the week saw Kyle becoming
increasingly familiar with his new sculpted wolfy toy. Max never returned on
the following Tuesday, but Kyle barely spared him a thought as he returned home
and headed straight to his room. Food could wait until later. This time, Kyle
took the knot fully, screaming to the heavens in bliss while he unloaded his
seed uncontrollably. When his pleasure filled noises stopped bouncing around
the room, the fox glanced down and around only now realising how pent up he
was. Cum matted all across his belly, his still open maw was half full with his
own taste, one of his eyes was forced shut and his pillow would definitely
need to be replaced. Swallowing, the horny vulpine enjoyed the taste of his own
cum before running his hands up his body to collect up more to suck off his
fingers.





Kyle left the toy plugged up his rear
in for the rest of the night. Making dinner, the fox wriggled his hips happily,
feeling the toy adjusting inside him and rubbing across his prostate. Eating
dinner was no better as the vulpine couldn't stop bouncing gently in his chair
until, with a strangled noise of pleasure, he came a second time. Coming back
from cloud nine, Kyle discovered his food had gathered some extra flavouring.
It seemed his pointed cock was aimed perfectly to add a creamy, slightly salty
sauce of fox cum to his bowl of pasta and chicken. Grinning deviously, the fox
munched happily at his newly flavoured meal, relishing how his essence added to
the previously bland taste.





Max returned the next day and proceeded
to for the rest of the week. Kyle was fine when the wolf continued to show him
indifference; he had his toy and his imagination to satisfy him now. Well,
that's what he thought initially. As the week drifted by, Kyle regularly found
himself on his back with his paw thrusting the toy beneath his tail. But with
each new day, the pleasure faded and the ache inside the fox returned stronger
than before. The knot no longer brought that thrilling feeling when he tied
himself, the tip stopped reaching as deep inside as he would have liked and
there lacked the life that a proper fuck brought. By Friday night,
Kyle's frustrations had inflamed beyond measure.





~


Growling softly, Kyle ripped out the
dildo shoved up his rear. It just wasn't working for him after a week of heavy
use, and now he craved something more, someone alive. He could smell Max still,
so the wolf obviously stayed the night on his sofa in the next room over, and
he was fairly certain his loud moans had woken up the wolf. Their dry spell had
lasted now for nearly two weeks, but the wolf was still visiting him. Kyle was
frustrated, angry and just outright confused as to the wolf's strange
behaviour. A few deep breathes to calm his nerves, Kyle hopped out of bed and
went to confront the wolf.





Max was seated on the couch when the fox walked in.
The blanket he was using to keep warm during the night had partially fallen off
him, revealing his muscular chest and toned stomach, but he hid his crotch from
view with a large pillow. His ears visibly perked when he heard the telltale
footsteps announcing the approaching fox, and he swivelled around to face Kyle.
The vulpine was as naked as the day he was born, his cock had mostly retreated
back into his sheath, but a small length of black still poked out betraying his
previous actions, not that Max could deny he knew what the earlier noises
meant. Max was about to turn away with the intention to re-dress and leave the
fox's apartment, but that plan quickly came to a standstill when Kyle let out
the most menacing sounding growl he could manage. Of course it was nothing Max
was scared of, he sounded like an angry little cub, but the implication was
clear and so he returned his focus to the other male.





Kyle came right out and said it "Max. You're not
standing up until you tell me why you've be this way for this past few weeks.”
The fox put his hands on his hips and glared down at the seated fur, tail
twitching in obvious displeasure. "I'm sick of beating around the bush so don't
give me bullshit. Are you tired of me? If so, why are you here?” Kyle
continued, "Tell me! If you're not going to fuck me, speak to me or even look
at me! Then- then get out of here! Stop tormenting me!” and was shocked when
the huge, normally confident wolf flattened his ears and dropped his gaze to
the floor.





"I.. I'm sorry K-Kyle.” Max mumbled to the ground.
This bizarre behaviour coming from the wolf astonished Kyle. Max even used his
name! He hardly ever spoke his name, and in some moments Kyle honestly believed
the wolf forgot his name in favour of 'little fox'.





"Then why? Do I disgust you? The
stupid, slutty fox who lets anyone with a cock fuck him?” Kyle said, on the
verge of tears.





"No! Of course you don't disgust me! I
just - I wanted you to myself, I wanted you to be my fox but when you came home
smelling like another fur, it made me angry, no, furious at the tiger, at you”
The wolf gazed up longingly, pain stricken face staring right in the fox's
eyes, "And at myself, more than anyone. I felt inadequate, like I wasn't enough
for you and you had to go to another man to get what I couldn't provide.”





"Don't be ridiculous, if you were
anymore man than you are, my butt would tear.” Kyle replied, caught off guard
that the wolf thought it was his own fault.





"I'm not talking about the size of my
dick, I'm talking about me. I have trouble expressing my emotions and thoughts.
My normal way of communicating is through actions, or lack thereof. This right
here is new to me, but I'm more than willing to talk if it means keeping you.”
Max took a deep breath before continuing. "The day you came back smelling like tiger,
I snapped a little and felt an urge, a need,
to dominate and claim you. The next few days, well, let's just say I wasn't in
a good place and I didn't come back for a while because I felt betrayed.”





"But we've only known each other for a
short time! And everything up until this point has been purely sex.” Kyle was
exasperated at this point, he'd assumed they were just fuck-buddies and nothing
more, had he gotten the wrong impression?





"I know, and after a couple of days to
cool down I realised how mindless I was being.” Max confessed. He was still
seated on the couch, the pillow had fallen away at some point to reveal his
naked lower body but both fur's had long since lost their arousal. Early
afternoon sunlight washed across the handsome wolf's body, illuminating the
apparent discomfort of his situation. Kyle visibly relaxed at the sight. This
might just be the most vulnerable Max has ever been, and the fox wasn't about
to take out his anger on him, not just yet anyway.





"So you realised I wasn't at fault and
you came back, but then continued to ignore me for another week and a half.
We're only talking now because I'm forcing the issue.” Kyle stated.





"I never said you weren't partly to
blame little fox, you were the one that came back reeking of someone else.”
Countered the wolf.





"Which wasn't helped at all by you! If
it makes you feel any better, it wasn't entirely
consensual. I didn't drag him somewhere to fuck, in fact he cornered me and
dragged me off. I was just too far gone to stop him, which is what happens when
you shave a vibrator up my ass and send me shopping by the way.” Kyle answered
and stalked forward to prod the wolf in the chest.





"You're right I know, I shouldn't have
ignored you but it was my own moronic way of punishing you. I wanted to leave
you alone, but I also wanted to be with you so I decided on a middle ground. I
would visit, but I would show you indifference until you wanted me as much as I
wanted you.” Max confessed.





"Oh? You wanted me this entire time?
I've been desperate for you, I even made sure to moan extra loud for you, Wuff.”





"Wuff?”





"Well you always call me 'little fox'
so I wanted my own name to call you. Thought it suited you considering you're
all bark and no bite.” Teased the fox, completely aware of how much 'bite' the
wolf really was.





"Rrrr I'll show you how hard I can
bite, little fox.”





"Hush Wuff, now answer my question,
what did you want to do with me?”





"More than anything I wanted to touch
you, kiss you, and then fuck you. I wanted to subdue your moans with my cock,
and then make you yell louder when I filled your depths. I wanted to cum down
your throat and up your ass, then drag you to the shower and wash you with my
piss.” Max growled in response.





"Mmmm sounds like you might need to
make up for lost time, Wuff. Do you wanna know what happened when you turned
the vibe up to full while I was at the shops?” Asked the fox as he straddled
the lupine's lap, legs spread on either side of Max's thighs, gently rocking
against the quickly thickening sheath below him. His own foxhood sprung out of
his white sheath like a lunging snake, dripping foxy precum across the lupine's
belly fur.





Max could only rumble in pleasure as
his wolfhood was coaxed from its hiding place, the faint breath from the fox
tickled against his ear when Kyle leaned close to him.





"There I was, alone in the aisle with
my dick hard and trapped against my waistband, it's hard to hide an erection
while in a skirt, when the most sudden, intense feeling I have every
experienced shook me. When I came to, I was on all fours, nearly begging for
someone, anyone, to fuck me right there in the shopping centre. Oh I was so horny, I couldn't stop myself from
leaking all over the floor, and I made a huge puddle on the ground below me.
The smell of fox was so strong, there
was no way anyone could mistake what the puddle I left behind was. Makes me
wonder if they checked the security cameras and saw how desperate I was.” Kyle
was whispering by the end of his recount. He sat back gently and grinned when
he felt the full pulsing length slide against his wagging tail, thrilled he was
about to get what he'd been craving for the past two weeks.





"Wait! Stop for a second.” Gasped Max.
His erection was hard as steel and significantly lubed already thanks to two
weeks without release. Kyle tilted his head in confusion when the wolf's paws
grasped his hips to hold the fox still. "Let's talk more first. Otherwise we'll
be lost in our rut and lose this chance to be open with each other.”





Kyle stilled his hips and rested his
hands around the wolf's neck. His cheeks still cradled Max's hardness, but Kyle
knew the wolf was right, they should talk and get things off their chest now
before continuing.





"Alright then Wuff, what do you want to
know?”





"Let's keep it simple for now. How old
are you? Where do you work? Any family? And what's your favourite position to
get fucked in?”





"I'm 22. I study part time and work
part time at a café nearby but my parents help me out with rent and a few other
expenses. Family lives in New South Wales, but I travelled here to Sydney
because I got accepted into the nearby university to study commerce. And I love
when I get to ride a cock at my own pace, bonus points if his arms are tied
down so I can really take my time. Same questions, you answer.” Responded Kyle.





"Well I'm 27. I work for a construction
company which operates in several countries. Family lives at home in the states
but I travelled here years ago and decided to stay.”





"Construction company ay? Makes sense
for a big guy like you.”





"Actually I'm the district manager. I'm
rather good at uhh... I suppose you could say 'controlling people'. Jobs I work
on generally get completed early and below budget, so I rose in the ranks
swiftly.” Max said, grinning.





"You think you can control me, Wuff?
Doesn't matter, you've yet to answer the last question. What position would you
like me in?” Kyle queried.





"Well personally, I like to pin my
little bitch to the bed, or against the wall, just completely blanket him and
then, while restraining his paws, fuck him silly until he cums hands-free all
over himself.” The wolf leaned in close to whisper in the fox's ear. "And I know I can control you, bitch.”





"So we both like our partner restrained
while we're in control to have our way with them. I wonder how this will pan
out.”





"The difference, little fox, is that I
can hold you down with only one paw. Good luck trying to keep me down.”





"Well would you stop me now if I wanted
to have my way with you?” The fox asked, but before Max could answer, the
devious vulpine silenced him by pressing their muzzles together. Kyle's
authority over the pace of the kiss quickly evaporated when Max gripped the
back of his head and mashed their muzzles together harder. Kyle eagerly parted
his lips and let the thick wolf tongue inside to wrestle with his own slimmer
fox tongue. While they kissed, Kyle started gyrating his hips against Max's
full wolfhood, and moaned breathlessly into the open mouthed tongue wrestle.





The devious vulpine reached down below
him and grasped a hold of Max's cock to help position it at his entrance. As
soon as the tip was lined up, he wasted no time in sinking down slowly, sighing
in content as he scratched his inflamed need to be filled. Kyle continued to
lower his hips until he was rested flush on the wolf's lap, the inflated knot
partially stretching him open wider. Kyle lifted himself up until the tapered
tip of Max's wolfhood popped out completely before settling back on the wolf's
tree trunk sized thighs. He pressed his own length against the wolf's much
larger one, wrapped both his paws around them both, and stroked lightly to
tease the wolf a little bit longer.





It wasn't until the wolf took charge of
the situation that Kyle relented, although by that stage he didn't have much
choice. Strong grey paws clasped firmly at the fox's round bubble butt and
forcefully lifted him into the air. When he was in position, Max simply dropped
him without mercy leaving the poor fox to sink down to the root of his sex.
Kyle threw back his head and moaned to the heavens, the sudden full feeling
causing his claws to flex where they clutched on the wolf's shoulder.





The wolf wasted no time to using the
fox's hole as a living sex toy, manhandling him up and down his shaft and aided
by periodic thrusts. By now Max was being ruthless with the smaller male,
grunting and thrusting, stuffing him full over and over. He was getting close
to forcing his knot into the male and erupt with a two-week pent up load. He
pulled down on the fox's hips until his knot was at the mid-point, nearly
stretching Kyle's hole to the point of no return, but he stopped himself before
he tied his fox.





"Kyle, hold up for a second, I should
ask you something.” Max said, placing his hands on Kyle's hips to still his
bouncing.





"Hmm? Are you sure I need to stop completely?” The fox responded, grinding
deep on the start of the grey wolf's inflated knot and causing a shiver to run
down Max's spine.





"Rrr fine, but you taking my knot very soon if you keep that up.”





"With pleasure, now ask away, I've been
waiting for this and you're not going to deny me for much longer.” Kyle said
while reaching a paw down below himself to grip tight at the knot resting near his
entrance.





"Do you enjoy it when I do stuff like
when I sent you to the shops dressed up the way I wanted?”





The fox really did come to a complete
stop at the question before answering "Well it was really embarrassing and
demeaning. There were a few moments when I was seriously tempted to rip out
your extra addition, but I honestly
didn't know what to do with it without making a huge scene. It was quite loud
you know.”





"Oh... I'm sorry, I'll restrain myself in
future and not force you to do something you're not comfortable with.”





"I wasn't finished, Wuff.” And bopped
the wolf on the nose. "I felt like I could die, or crawl under a rock for a
while, or drop to my knees and masterbate in the middle of the centre. But, you
didn't force me or threaten me, and I could have said no at any point. What I'm
trying to say is... yes, I liked it and you can tell me to do more... stuff if you
agree that I can so no at any time if I seriously feel upset with whatever you
suggest.” Kyle finished stating his condition.





Max couldn't help but break out in a
toothy grin, growling in excitement at the new possibilities opened up to him.
"Of course foxy, of course. And now with that out of the way...” A sudden,
forceful thrust caught Kyle completely unawares and he could barely hold his
scream of ecstasy in check when the fat lump of wolf knot punch his relaxed
hole open and locked their hips together.





"Ohhhh fuck, that's what I was needing.”
Kyle moaned out while burying his muzzle in the thick white fluff found along
Max's broad chest. The pair remained still for a moment, basking in the intense
feeling of tying with another fur.





Max was the first to start moving,
rocking his hips gently to churning his full knot inside the fox's well-stuffed
hole and grinding his prostate in the process. Sharp tingles of pleasure shot
through the fox and stirred him into action. With how limited his movement now
was, he was restricted to quick, frantic bouncing. Lifting his hips up until
the knot stretched out his hole slightly and stopped him, Kyle dropped down one
final time and exposed his neck for his domineering wolf.





Max happily embraced the opportunity
presenting to him and latched onto Kyle's scruff. He was quickly coming close
to emptying his balls, and welcomed the tightening of the hole he was buried in
signalling Kyle's own approaching orgasm. Holding the fox still, Max let the repeatedly
clenching and relaxing hole finish him off. The only warning Kyle received was
Mac tightening his jaws nearly to the point of closing his windpipe, and a deep
growl that reverberated down his body.





Thick, viscous strings of wolf cum
erupted from Max's cock slit, filling the fox with his slick warmth. Kyle had
experienced Max's orgasms before so he was aware of what to expect. The problem
this time was that Max had been aroused and teased for two weeks without
release meaning the wolf was much more pent up than usual. Max's orgasm refused
to abate, his cum was quickly flooding the fox's insides and his engorged knot
blocked the only exit. That was the tipping point for Kyle as well, his own
foxhood pouring seed between the two fur's bodies.





The stench of cum and sweat overwhelmed
all other scents in the apartment. Max's load finally began to ebb until he
left the fox with a slight but visible bulge in his normally slim stomach,
almost as if he was pregnant. Max released the scruff of Kyle's neck from his
jaws and licked gently across the bite marks he'd left behind. Kyle relaxed
into his afterglow and snuggled up closer against the wolf, prepared to sleep
until they could separate.





Max licked fondly across the side of
Kyle's muzzle, his tongue practically covered the entirety of the vulpine's
slender snout with saliva. "Are you aware you have some perverted neighbours
across the road?” He asked.





"Hmmm, what makes you say that?”
Questioned the fox, tilting his head to try and get away from the slobbery muscle.





"Well there's a kind-looking, old deer
lady in the other apartment building watching us.” Max pointed out the rather
large window taking up most of one of the walls, and faced across a narrow
street to the apartment block on the other side.





"WHAT?! How long's she been watching
us?” Kyle wretched around as far as possible while limited by the thick knot
tying him in place on the wolf's lap, his afterglow forgotten in a blind panic.





"Since shortly after you climbed up on
my lap. I wonder if your moaning would carry that far. Would hate for her to be
without sound, maybe we should open the window a touch?”





"She's been watching us this whole time
and you said nothing?!”





"I didn't think you would mind, she
certainly doesn't mind.” Max waved at the old deer, and received a wave back in
return.





"Well I do mind! Now lift me up and
close the blinds, I'm kind of... stuck to you still...”





"What do you mean by stuck? Do you mean
my fat knot is locked deep up your ass holding in my cum?”





"Sh-shut up and close the blinds.”





"Yes foxy, of course. Hold on tight
now, the less you squirm the better.” And with that, Max hoisted himself, and
the fox attached to his crotch, up from the couch. Kyle wrapped his arms around
Max's broad neck and clasped his paws together while his ass clenched tight
around the thick flesh lodge in his rear. Max stifled a growl when the pressure
on his knot retightened significantly, and released another string of potent
wolf seed to join the rest pooling in the other male's belly.





"On second thought, maybe you shouldn't
order the big bad wolf around.” Max said and walked over to the large window
until the fox was pressed flush against the cold glass. A large, grey paw
gripped the base of the fox's tail and forced it up, giving a perfectly
unobstructed view of his full rump to the neighbouring apartments, as well as
to the furs on the narrow street below.





"M-Max please, there's people on the
street that can see us, close the blinds!”





"All this movement made me hot and
bothered again, maybe I'll close the blinds after another round or two.”





"No, no, no! Max! Put me down o- mmfff or
close the blinds or something! Tho- aaahh those are my neighbours!” But this
wasn't Kyle's decision, and despite how much he wanted to deny it, he was
loving being the centre of attention to countless furs around, and Max knew it.
Anymore protests died in Kyle's throat when the wolf latch his jaws around the
scruff of his neck and gnawed at his pleasure spot.





~


Kyle groaned painfully when he awoke the following
morning. After two more times pressed up against the window, the wolf had
waiting for his knot to shrink before dragging the fox to the bathroom for a
more 'personal' shower, one that Kyle was quickly becoming familiar with. After
another quick, proper shower, Max carried the small male to his bedroom and ruined
what little good the cleansing shower had done. Needless to say, Kyle now felt
like his rump was on fire and his fur was matted something horrible, part of it
stuck to the sheets due to the glue like wolf cum coating him.





As much as he would have enjoyed a nice long bath,
his stomach rumbled, loudly announcing the reality that he had missed dinner
last night in favour of more time with wolf cock inside him, and the sweet
smell of bacon drifting past was not helping in the slightest. Grumbling, Kyle
trudged to the kitchen while leaning heavily against the wall in a futile
attempt to ease the discomfort under his tail.





The grey wolf in his kitchen was dressed in nothing
but a flimsy apron and made for a very
delicious sight, but a slight stumble brought a yelp from his muzzle which
alerted Max to his presence. Max circled around, revealing how little the apron
helped to cover the protruding bulge his more than modest sheath formed in the
fabric. With a swift movement, Max scooped the fox up in his arms and carried
him bridal style to a chair on the other side of the kitchen counter, situating
him gently on a cushion already thoughtfully placed on one of the high chairs.





"Smell delicious, hun.” Said Kyle.





"Hun is it now? Mmm, I like it.” Max decided. "But
this isn't for you, at least not yet. I made you one of my special breakfast
smoothies to help keep you strong for later. You'll need your energy with how
much you've been trying to tease me the past week.” He said, and placed a large
glass full of thick off-white coloured liquid in front of the smaller male.





"It's warm, did you just make it?” Kyle remarked.





"Yep, just finished adding the last ingredient
moments before you walked in.”





"What's in it?” Kyle was sceptical, he'd mostly
only had cold breakfast smoothies and didn't want the wolf slipping him
something disgusting like kale, or whatever the fruit equivalent was.





"Oh just normal stuff like banana, mango, some
yogurt and milk, a touch of nutmeg and cinnamon...” Max trailed off.





Feeling comfortable, Kyle took a large gulp of the
warm breakfast liquid and was surprised at the flavours washing over his
tastebuds. It was actually quite delicious and the fox had no problem
continuing to gulp slowly at his meal.





"... but mostly it consists of my cum. I only just
finished unloading when you walked in, I'm surprised you didn't smell it.” Max
finished, grinning at the reaction he provoked from the now bristling fox.





Kyle choked and coughed on the mouthful of what he
now knew to be mostly wolf cum, some dribbling from his mouth only adding to
the mess in his fur. "Wha- *cough* what!? I dunno, I thought that was me I
could smell, but that's beside the point! You came in a glass, added some stuff
and fed it to me! What made you think that was a good idea?”





"You don't like it? You seemed to be happily drinking
it a few moments ago, what changed?”





"Yeah... well uhh...” But the fox ran out of excuses
and resigned himself to finish off his breakfast made and prepared so lovingly by the wolf. While the fur
dutifully swallowed down the rest of the still warm wolf cum drink, Max
whispered sweet nothings in his ear such as 'How much do you like the taste of
my seed?' and 'I'll give you another serve when you finish, this time straight
from the source'.





Kyle was blushing a red so deep it showed up
through his white facial fur when max picked him up delicately and carried him
over to the sofa. The big wolf placed Kyle on his knees while Max himself sat
back on the seat, sheath directly in front of Kyle's nose. A brief adjustment
period later and Max had cupped his hand around the back of Kyle's head and
directed him to his slowly revealing cock, still wet with seed from his
previous orgasm.





Max quickly relaxed in his seat, laying his head
back and opening his mouth to allow his tongue to flop out and drool saliva from
the corner of his mouth. Both his paws encompassed the fox's head while he
directed the suckling male in how quickly he wanted his cock swallowed. Max
felt his knot swell and he huffed in anticipation, bucking his hips up against
the fox's muzzle, his surprisingly full balls bouncing against the other male's
chin. The wolf released a sharp bark and roughly held the fox's muzzle in
placed while his salty-sweet cum bubbled up his shaft and shot in abundant pulses
down his throat. Gasping in the throes of orgasm, while Kyle still struggled
with the flood of wolf seed, Max leant over to whisper in Kyle's ear.





"There's a good fox. My good fox.”



 