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  Entering the Wolf's Den

  It has been simply forever since I last posted anything, I know.  I got busy with college and simply could not get myself into a good mood to write.  The projects I did try to start never went anywhere, and projects I already had going (such as Portents series) felt off somehow.  So I have started something new.



For now I will no longer work on Portents, in part because it has been so long that I doubt I can get into the mood for it again.  Also, I want to work on a project where I am not committed to writing a hugely complete story arc.



That is actually what this is.  It is the first in a story series that will be added onto for as long as I feel like I have good ideas for it.  There is no promise on how long it will be, but I -think- it will probably end up around 4-6 parts in total.  I hope to have at least one addition per week, though there may be more or fewer depending on my circumstances.



I have also decided that anything I write from now on will also be posted in PDF format on Fur Affinity (http://www.furaffinity.net/view/583373/) because I have found that it is often easier to read things when there are obvious pages instead of unending blocks of text.  A friend also suggested that some people might prefer to print out things for reading, and PDF format is also friendly toward that.



One final thing.  Any feedback is greatly appreciated, especially if you spot any errors or have any tips on what I could have done better.



-Kit Reshawn



-----------------------------------------



It was much too cold out tonight for what Tracey had on.  According to the weather channel it was supposed to snow.  Yet Sangie, the wolf he had met through an online singles site, had been very specific in his instructions, especially when it came to what he was to wear.  So there he was in his tight fitting track shorts and an equally tight t-shirt while he stood outside a plain building that thumped rhythmically with the loud music played inside.



He looked back down at the slip of paper in his paw; the one Sangie gave him when they first met at Starbucks.  With one paw he smoothed out some of the wrinkles it had accumulated from being held in his sweaty hand for so long, then compared the address on it to the one on the building.  That had been almost all that was on the paper, an address and a date.  Not even directions, those he had to Google.  The only other thing on the paper was a note for the bouncers on the other side.



After a nervous swallow he walked up to the main entrance where he was stopped by a large raccoon.  Tracey's eyes got wide while he looked up at the other man who towered over him with thickly muscled arms crossed over his chest.  ''I need to see some I.D., kid.''



For a moment he fumbled with the paper in his hand, working to get it unfolded once more so he could show it to the raccoon.  He heard a sigh and looked up to see the bouncer roll his eyes.



''If you are going to try a fake at least put some effort into it.  Get out of here.''



Tracey folded his ears down and quickly handed the paper over.  ''No, wait,'' he said, ''I was told to give this to you.''



He watched the raccoon roll his eyes once more then take the paper and start to read.  After a moment the raccoon paused and looked back over Tracey, who tucked his tail between his legs just a little bit, and smiled.  The bouncer then yelled back through the door.



''Jodie, get your ass out here.  I need you to cover for me while I deliver this fox.''  They then waited quietly while the raccoon looked over him again with that same smile.  It made Tracey wonder just how much the wolf had told the bouncers to get him into the club and he felt his cheeks flush.



Mercifully Jodie, a bear even more massive than the raccoon, arrived before too long.  ''This the one Sangie told us about?'' Jodie asked, then gave Tracey a once over. ''Not bad.''



Again Tracey blushed and wondered just how much the wolf had been telling others behind his back, but kept quiet.  Instead he obediently followed the raccoon through the doors of the club into a small room lined with benches.  Up ahead he could see a set of double wide swinging doors with a round window in each one.  Through them he could make out others dancing in ways that would make his mother blush and a lot of drinking.  He could also hear the pound of the music more clearly, a heavy techno beat that could be felt even outside of the dance room.



But the raccoon did not lead him that way.  Instead they went through a door on the right wall that led into a dimly lit hallway.  Around a corner they started up some stairs to the second floor of the building, then up a second flight to the third floor.  At the top the music was not quite so easy to hear and Tracey couldn't tell if the pounding he felt in his chest was from the techno or his heart.



The raccoon stopped outside of a door and knocked.  ''Once you are in that room, you can't leave to wander by yourself.  You have to have someone else with you the whole time you are in this building,'' he said.



Tracey nodded in response.  ''Yes sir.''



A lazy squeak announced the door's opening and he perked his ears up almost immediately.  At first he thought it was Sangie in the doorway, but after a moment he realized this was a different wolf.  Smaller, but only by an inch or two, and with dark grey fur instead of Sangie's glossy black.  His tail tucked between his legs when the wolf looked him over.



''Hey, thanks for bringing him up.  We owe you one,'' the wolf said, ''You Tracey?''



The raccoon walked off with just a wave and headed down the stairs.  For a moment Tracey watched him go, but jumped back to attention at the question.



''I am,'' he answered and shifted his weight from foot to foot.



''Well don't be shy.''  The wolf reached over and grabbed him by the arm to haul him into the room, then slammed the door.  ''My name's Jace, by the way.''



The room was a lot like the living room in his house.  There was a single leather couch, back to the door, that faced a simple but nice media center.  Tucked off in a back corner was a small fridge with a padlock.  Completely empty otherwise without even a carpet covering the tile floor.



Tracey's ears perked up almost the moment he entered the room as he spotted Sangie on the couch, slumped down in his seat.  He walked over with Jace, tail swishing behind him, when Sangie's head tilted back and he sighed heavily.  A second later a head popped up from Sangie's lap, a third wolf with brown fur, and he heard a soft zip of a fly.  His cheeks flushed almost immediately, tail tucked back between his legs, when he realized what he had interrupted.



''Ah, there you are, foxy,'' Sangie said and turned around part way, ''I hope the bouncers didn't give you any trouble?''



He shook his head, still blushing, and while he looked at the third wolf and felt a bit of envy.  The wolf noticed and made a little show of giving his lips a lick, then hopped off of the couch to retrieve a drink from the fridge.  While the other wolf was up Jace claimed the vacant spot on the couch.



''I was able to get directions online,'' Tracey answered as he walked over to the couch to stand near Sangie.  Up close it was possible to make out a faint musky scent in the air that sent shivers down his spine.



The large wolf eyed him and licked his lips, a hungry expression on his muzzle that filled Tracey's stomach with butterflies.  He fought the urge to tuck his tail up between his legs again, though his ears were folded back part-way and his heart was still pounding inside of his chest in time with the heavy techno beat that rose up through the floor.



''Come over here where I can see you,'' Sangie said.



Tracey walked around the couch, knees a little weak so he rested a hand on the arm rest to help steady himself.  When he walked past he could see Sangie eye his rump, so he lifted up his tail very slightly to give the wolf a better view.



''Where did you find this one, Sangie?'' asked the wolf by the fridge who then took a drink from his soda can.



Sangie ignored the question for a moment to look the fox over and licked his lips again.  ''Website,'' he answered, then spun a finger slowly in the air.  ''Turn around for us foxy.  Let me get a good look at you.''



Tracey's ears folded down and he could feel his cheeks heat up, but he did as he was told.  He made sure to keep his tail lifted up slightly so they would be able to get a good view of his ass.  His vision swam a little bit, a sensation almost like he was in a dream of some sort and both sharpened his senses while giving everything a surreal quality.  When his back was turned a paw suddenly brushed down over his back to his rump and gave it a firm squeeze.



A startled yip slipped out from his lips and he blushed at how childish he sounded.  ''I like him,'' the third wolf said and gave Tracey another squeeze on the ass.



''Keep your paws to yourself, Riley,'' Jace said, a hint of a growl in his voice, ''Sangie didn't say you could touch him.''



''Sorry.'' Riley pulled his hand away. ''Couldn't help myself.  He's just so cute.''



Sangie seemed to ignore the exchange, although his ear did flick twice while he listened.  ''Running shorts?'' he asked, both eyes intently roaming over the fox's hips and the curve of his rump.



''They were all I had; you said to wear something tight and-''



The larger wolf quieted him with a wave of his hand.  ''It's ok, they look cute on you.''  Sangie gave him another look over with a predatory smile.  ''How about you come over here and kneel down where I can pet you?''



Tracey blushed deeply and looked at the spot Sangie had indicated with a brief gesture.  It was right between the wolf's knees.  He felt a shiver run down his spine and his mouth began to water.  The thought of why Sangie would want him there made his heart race; he was worried he might start panting.



His body almost moved on its own and as he knelt into position he felt dizzy, almost like he was falling.  Sangie's hand brushed along his muzzle and cheek before it moved to stroke under his chin.  The wolf's scent was strong on his paw with a hint of musk that made his mouth water even more.  His head was lifted up by a finger on his chin and forced to look up into the larger wolf's grey eyes.



When the hand left his chin to pet along his cheek once more he found it was impossible to look away from the piercing gaze.  ''So, sweet little foxy, how about you tell my friends here what you told me back at Starbucks,'' Sangie said, his voice soothing Tracey and helping him calm down.



But the request still made him blush deeply and let out a quiet whine in protest.  Truthfully, he wasn't sure why he had told the wolf so many things when they had first met.  Things that he hadn't told anyone else.  Even his parents didn't know most of it.  Not even his closest friends knew everything.  Yet he had told a complete stranger after just a couple of hours over coffee.



''What part?'' he asked.



Sangie chuckled at him and pet over the fox's ears.  ''Oooh.  All of it, my little kit.''



Another whine started to slip from his lips, but Sangie tapped his muzzle with a finger to silence it.  A moment later the wolf replaced the finger with his lips.  Tracey gasped, surprised, and in the moment his muzzle was open the wolf's tongue slipped into his mouth.



There was an electric feeling that seemed to pass from Sangie then, and Tracey found his whimper turn into a needy moan.  Both of his ears folded down and he could feel how fiercely his cheeks were flushed.  His tail hiked up a notch or two, which drew a chuckle from Riley.  He didn't care, though, and pressed into the kiss.



It ended gently when Sangie pulled back for just a moment before he nuzzled the fox.  ''It's ok, you can tell them,'' he whispered so his hot breath would brush over Tracey's cheek and ear.



A brief lick on his cheek when the wolf pulled back was enough to completely convince Tracey to do as instructed.  He looked down at his knees, much too shy to say these things while looking at anyone, and licked his lips as he gathered the courage to speak.  His tail tucked down between his legs; childish but he didn't care.  He hugged it tightly to his chest and started from what he considered the beginning.



Tracey didn't leave anything out and was sure he told the wolves things he hadn't even said during the first meeting with Sangie.  He explained how he realized he was gay at an out-of-state track meet when one of the other runners had rolled over while asleep to lay against him.  Admitted that after he had found out about a rabbit that was gay he had approached the other boy and offered to suck his dick.  Told them how that same rabbit had given him his first dildo.



It was the porn movie that was the most difficult for him to admit to, though.  The whole time he told them about it his weight shifted from leg to leg, his tail quivering between his legs as he told them about how he had gotten it by sucking off a couple varsity boys on the track team.  Then about how he had watched the porn, one about a fox getting his brains fucked out by at least a dozen wolves, and the ideas it had given him.



The whole time he spoke the wolves remained completely silent, but he could feel their eyes on him.  Every so often he would glance up, and sometimes he caught them grinning or licking their lips while they looked at each other.  It was a sight that made his stomach flutter and he would always quickly look back at his knees.



He felt Sangie's hand stroke over his ears lightly when he finally finished, and nuzzled against the paw with a quiet whimper.  ''Good boy,'' Sangie said in that same soothing tone.



''Sangie, can we keep him?'' Riley asked while his tail thumped against the leather couch.



''I think he's cute too,'' Jace agreed. ''I mean, just look at the way those shorts cling to him.''



Sangie chuckled.  ''What about you, Tracey?  Does that sound good?''



That was a question he didn't even need time to consider and he nodded eagerly.  Both Jace and Riley grinned.  Sangie moved his hand down Tracey's neck and started to lightly scratch him there, then took hold of the smaller fox's scruff.  The feel of claws pressed into the back of his neck made Tracey gasp and he lifted his rump up off of his heels when he felt Sangie pull up on his neck.



''Can I go first?'' Riley asked.  His paw rubbed an obvious bulge on the front of his pants.  The comment earned him a swift swat from Jace.



''Settle down,'' Sangie said and gave Riley a stern look that seemed to say 'behave yourself.'  Once Riley calmed he turned back to Tracey and started to lightly pet over his face with his free hand.  ''You have a very pretty fur coat,'' he commented.



Another soft whimper slipped through Tracey's lips, eyes looking up at the larger wolf.  ''Thank you.''



The hand on his scruff let go and started to move further down his spine.  He could feel the wolf rub at his back through the fabric of his shirt, claws still scratching at him lightly.  A tingle spread out from wherever the wolf touched him and a couple of times the claws touched a spot so sensitive he would let out a gasp.



''How about you get this shirt off?'' Sangie suggested.



Without protest Tracey reached down and grabbed the hem of the t-shirt then lifted it up over his head in a single movement.  Riley whistled a little bit, which caused the younger fox to blush, but again was quieted when Jace gave him a swat.  Sangie just sat quietly with a smile of approval.



The air of the room felt cool on his bare fur, something that made Tracey wonder when he had started to feel so hot all over.  He was on the verge of panting; his whole body felt feverish.  Little drops of perspiration covered him in a light film as if he had just finished a 400-Meter Dash.



Riley came over, took the shirt from him, and tossed it into the corner after he gave it a brief sniff.  At the same time Jace got up off of the couch and moved behind him.  A moment later he felt the wolf's body press firmly up against his back.  A bulge ground firmly against his rump while one of Jace's hands lifted his tail and pressed it firmly against his back.



Sangie's paw caught him by the chin before he could look back, instead directing his gaze up at the ceiling.  A moment later he felt claws tickle his throat before they moved down to his chest.  The paw on his chin kept a light upward pressure; just enough so that he knew he should keep his head up.



''Stay like that,'' Sangie told him.  ''I am going to go get something.  Do everything Jace says while I am gone.''



The paw on his chin left and Sangie's body came into view for a moment when he stood up from the couch.  He heard the click of boots on tile while Sangie walked away, then the door squeaked back open before it slammed shut behind the wolf.  Shortly after Sangie was gone Riley took his place on the couch.



Tracey instinctively started to look down at Riley when the wolf sat in front of him, but a sharp nip on his scruff stopped him.  ''Keep that muzzle pointed up, kid.''



Riley giggled and reached out.  He felt fingers run lightly over his chest, then let out a startled yip when his nipples were pinched roughly.  When he tried to pull back Jace held him in place, the larger body actually pushing him just a little further forward.  Another giggle from Riley filled his ears, and the wolf's paws left his nipples to drift further down his chest and belly.



''Think Sangie would care if we had some fun while he is gone?''



''Only if you start without my permission,'' Jace answered and the hands to stopped at the top of his shorts.



For a moment he thought the hands would pull back, but instead they just trailed around the waist band.  Claws tickled at his sides which made him squirm, but Jace held him firmly in place while he was teased.  The talons slipped just inside of his shorts, then pulled them a little bit away from his body and let go once more so the elastic band snapped back against his flesh.



At the same time he felt the hand on his tail take a more firm grip while Jace's free hand gave his rump a squeeze.  The fingers slipped between his rump cheeks, a couple brushed against his tail hole, and before he could stop himself he let out a lusty gasp.  Jace chuckled and gave his rump a firm squeeze while the hand on his tail pulled firmly up so that his rump perked just a little.



Tracey realized he was hard.  Not completely, but his dick had slipped from its sheath and started to tent up the front of his shorts.  He knew it was because of how the two wolves were teasing him, but his ears both folded back anyway as he blushed.  Somehow he knew that both the wolves enjoyed that they could get him hard so effortlessly.



''Think he is ready?'' Jace asked rhetorically.



Riley licked his lips loudly.  ''Looks ready,'' he commented.  A moment later he felt the wolf's nose press up against his chest and could feel Riley sniff over his body, snout moving slowly lower.  ''Smells ready too.''



Jace pulled the paw away from his rump and released his tail.  ''Keep looking up at the ceiling just like you are, kid,'' Jace said and backed away slowly.  ''Don't move now, Riley is going to get rid of those oppressive shorts.''



His tail twitched once Jace had backed completely away from him, but he kept it up in the air instead of letting it go between his legs like it wanted to.  Riley's paws reached around and undid the snap that held the shorts up above his tail and then the claws teased their way back to his front.  Although he thought his shorts would be yanked off right then, instead Riley teased along the waist band.  Then a paw groped up between his legs and gave his balls a firm squeeze.



''I want to hear you whimper for it,'' Riley said.  He did as he was told and let out a needy whimper, and then gasped when the hand let go of his balls to instead tease over the bulge in his shorts.  ''Now whine for me, little fox pup.''



Once again he did as the wolf wanted, both of his ears pressed down against his skull and blushing deeply the whole time.  The hand moved back to squeeze his balls once more and he was told to whimper, so he did.  Then back up to tease along his now completely erect cock and told to whine.  Riley repeated the process until he started to pant hotly and wondered if they would make him cum before his shorts were removed.



At last he felt the hands move back up to the top of his shorts, and then a gentle tug.  The shorts slipped easily down his body, but moved so slowly.  The waist band caught briefly on the tip of his cock, then snapped over it so he was left completely exposed to the cool air of the room.  He heard Riley murr and lick his lips then yelped and fell forward as his shorts were quickly tugged the rest of the way off of his body.



Tracey expected Jace to scold him for moving, but instead a paw stroked over his head.  He looked over at Riley, who was now relaxed on the couch with a paw inside of his jeans, and then glanced back at Jace.  The wolf smiled at him, then gave his rump a light swat that made him jump.



''Back up on your knees like before, hon.  And keep that pert ass of yours off of your heels.  I'm going to teach you how to kneel properly before Sangie gets back.''



He did as the wolf told him.  ''Where did he go?''



''Don't worry,'' Jace answered. ''Now, press your tail up against your back the way I had it before.''



Again he did as he was told.  Jace's paws reached out to cup his rump cheeks almost the moment his tail was lifted up.  They kneaded at his flesh and spread him wide enough that he let out a little gasp.  A finger brushed over his tail hole and pressed lightly against it.



''Very good, now fold your arms behind your back and look up like before,'' Jace whispered hotly into his ear.



The sound of the wolf's voice sent a shiver through him and once again he did as instructed.  He felt the paws leave his rump once he looked up, moved to his upper chest and lower back.  Both pushed on him lightly so that he arched his body backwards.  They held him firmly in that position for a moment, then pulled away.



''I can't wait to fuck his brains out like in that video he told us about,'' Riley said, a comment that made Tracey blush even deeper although he felt a twinge of excitement spread through him.



Jace chuckled softly.  ''Me either,'' he said.  The paws started to grope at his rump once more, claws giving his bare flesh small pricks as they combed through the short fur down there.  ''Ok, foxy, last thing.  Spread those legs of yours until your knees are shoulder width apart.''



Tracey blinked a little bit and then shifted his weight onto one knee.  His other leg slid easily on the tile floor, although he moved a little slowly so he wouldn't accidentally slip and fall.  The moment there was enough room he felt a denim covered leg slip between his thighs to hold them apart, followed by a second one when he parted his legs further still.  Once again he felt Jace press up behind him, this time able to feel the bulge grind against his bare rump.



''Mmmm.  Good boy,'' Jace said, ''From now on this is what we mean when we tell you to get onto your knees, unless we direct you differently.  Got it?''



He nodded and shivered all over.  The paws on his rump kept kneading his flesh tenderly for a few seconds before he got a light pat and Jace backed away.  Then he was left to stay in position that way on his own while he listened to Jace walk back over to the couch.



''Alright, Riley, you can have some fun until Sangie gets back,'' Jace said and plopped onto the couch, ''Just don't get too carried away.''



''Thanks!  Finally.''  He heard Riley shift his position on the couch and his ears perked up at the sound of a zipper.  ''Come over here, foxy.''



Tracey looked down and gave his lips a lick at the sight that greeted him.  He quickly edged closer to Riley, eyes locked onto the wolf's pink cock.  A paw stroked over his head and quickly pulled him up so close his nose bumped into it.  All he could smell was thick wolf musk.  It was enough to make him tingle all over.



''Show me how you sucked that rabbit boy off,'' Riley said and gave Tracey a little scratch with the paw on the back of his head.



Eager, he reached up and took hold around the base of the cock then ran his tongue over the head a couple times.  A little bead of pre-cum formed on the tip to reward him.  He lapped it up while he listened to Riley moan, a soft sound that urged him to keep going.



The wolf moaned once more when he gave the pink member a firm lick that started at the base, and then quickly took the head into his muzzle once he reached the top.  His eyes closed, lips wrapped tightly around the head so he could suck lightly.  Both of his ears folded down slowly while he savored the vaguely salty flavor that filled his muzzle.



Riley's hands grabbed at him by ears then and the wolf pressed his hips suddenly forward.  The wolf's member quickly filled his muzzle completely, shaft heavy on his tongue.  He felt the tip slip into his throat which caused him to gag, but when he tried to pull back he felt Riley's hand held him in place.



''Its ok, you can take it,'' Riley assured him.



Tracey forced himself to relax and just managed to keep his gag reflex in check, thankful that the wolf was at least small enough that he could still breathe.  His nose was pressed to Riley's pubic fur, the scent of the wolf's sex overwhelming him.  Every so often he swallowed around the tip that was planted in his throat, and was pleased by the moans he could hear.



At last the hand on his head pulled away and he slipped back off of the cock until it was just the tip in his muzzle once more.  The paw he had wrapped around the base worked over the shaft while he teased at the head with his tongue, free hand on the couch to support him.  Pre-cum leaked onto his tongue steadily so that he needed to swallow a couple times to keep his muzzle from overflowing.



When he heard Riley let out a little gasp he took more of the wolf's cock into his muzzle and let go of the shaft so he could take hold of the furry sac instead.  A trick that one of the boys on the varsity team had told him came to mind.  He pulled the wolf's balls lightly away from his body to make it harder for Riley to cum.



''How is he?'' Jace asked.



Tracey pulled back again, tongue pressed firmly to the underside of the cock to milk it, so all Riley could do to answer was moan.  He was about to repeat the action when the door to the room opened again and would have looked to see who it was except Riley caught him and pushed his head back down until about half the cock was in his muzzle once more.



The sound of boots on tile met his ears.  ''Welcome back, Sangie,'' Jace said, confirming who it was.  ''You're lucky, the show isn't over yet.''



Sangie didn't answer.  The sound of boots came closer, then Sangie's paw replaced Riley's and held him still while a collar was slipped around his neck.  It was cinched up snuggly, the leather pressed against his skin but not too tightly.  Then there was a soft click sound of a lock mechanism engaging.



There was not much time for him to think about the collar, however.  Riley gasped suddenly and he felt the cock twitch inside of his muzzle.  He looked up at the wolf and was met with a set of hungry eyes that looked back down on him.  The paw on the back of his head pushed him further down until half of the cock had been buried in his muzzle once more.



''Get ready foxy...'' Riley said, his voice tinged with lust.



He tried to pull back so there would be more room in his muzzle, but Sangie's hand on the back of his head held him firmly in place.  The cock twitched again and filled his mouth with the taste of pre-cum.  He quickly swallowed all of the pre with a shiver.



''Open your eyes and look up at him,'' Sangie ordered.



Tracey did as he was told and gazed up at Riley's hungry expression once more.  That was what the wolf had been waiting for; he reached down, took hold of Tracey's head gently, and started to fuck his muzzle.  The cock twitched in his mouth while it slid along his tongue, the tip angled so that it rubbed against the roof of his mouth.



Then Riley tensed up and rolled his head back, his cock completely filled Tracey's muzzle.  He expected to hear the wolf howl but was surprised when instead it was a soft moan that accompanied the first splash of seed onto his tongue.  A little bit of it leaked out of his lips before he could swallow it, but then Riley pulled back so that only the head in his mouth.



He focused on the salty taste of the wolf's cum and drank it eagerly.  Both of his eyes drifted closed once again while he listened to the wolf moan, an almost silky sound.  The force behind the spurts of cum died down gradually until the tip of the wolf's cock only drooled cum onto his tongue.



Riley pulled out of his mouth then and Tracey looked up in time to see the wolf milk the last bit of cum onto his muzzle.  Some of it landed on his whiskers, the thick fluid causing them to bow under the added weight.  Before Tracey could lick his muzzle clean Riley rubbed the cum into his fur.



''That will keep other boys from taking advantage of you,'' Riley said and winked.



Tracey blushed up at the wolf.  ''It will?''



''Oh, of course,'' Sangie answered from behind, then pulled Tracey back up onto his knees.



One of Sangie's hands held onto him firmly by the chest while the other drifted down to his erection.  It had softened slightly from lack of attention, but the moment Sangie touched it Tracey felt himself stiffen up once more.



''Tell me, foxy, did you get permission to spend the weekend with us like I asked?'' Sangie's paw started to work over the fox's cock.



He panted and nodded rapidly.  ''I told them I would be staying with friends for the weekend.''



Jace licked his lips while he looked over Tracey, held helplessly exposed while his alpha pawed him off.  ''Sure they won't suddenly get worried and figure out what you are really doing?'' he asked.



Tracey shook his head and whimpered.  He had been hard for so long that already the teasing on his cock was getting him close.  ''They won't,'' he managed to say just before another gasp.



He felt Sangie's paw move so it only teased over the head of his cock.  ''I want you to fuck my paw,'' Sangie said, ''Thrust those sexy hips of yours until you cum.''



For a moment he hesitated, cheeks flushed brightly at the idea of giving the wolves such a show.  But it turned him on as well, so he started to thrust into the paw that teased at his cock.  At first he just rocked his hips lightly, his shaft barely moving.  Then he felt Sangie's hips grind against his rump and a bulge bumped under his tail.  A hot jolt ran up his spine.



Immediately he started to thrust harder into the paw.  He felt the way it squeezed him, the way the fingers teased the length of his shaft to urge him faster.  A soft whimper slipped through his lips each time he felt Sangie grind into his rump.  Before long his hips were bucking and his balls pulled up close to his body.



The moment he started to cum Tracey felt Sangie aim his cock at the ground.  His orgasm seemed to explode out of him, a sharp howl filled the air and it took him a moment to realize that it was his voice.  He blushed deeply as he felt the way the wolf's fingers worked his shaft to coax every drop out of him.  All three wolves watched him climax; he could feel their gazes even though his eyes were closed.  It didn't matter, though.



Sangie's paw continued to tease him until his orgasm ended, and even then took a moment to tease the last few drops from him.  He felt a pat on his balls followed by a light lick over his cheek before the wolf moved away from him.  Without the larger body to help support him Tracey almost collapsed.



''Good boy,'' Sangie said, ''but look at that mess you made.''



Tracey looked down at the puddle of cum that covered the tile between his legs.  ''You had better lick that up or you'll get in trouble,'' Jace told him.



He blushed, eyes still on the puddle, while squirming in place.  Although he had sucked off a lot of other guys already Tracey had never once thought to drink his own cum.  The idea felt foreign and completely embarrassing.



''Go on,'' Riley urged, apparently recovered from his own orgasm.



Timidly he dropped to all fours and lowered his muzzle to the puddle.  The scent of his own musk drifted up to him.  It struck him that even so close to his own cum he could smell the seed Riley had rubbed into his fur much more clearly.  Was wolf musk that much stronger than his, he wondered.



When his tongue first touched his seed he made a face.  It was bitter, something he was not used to.  But the wolves had told him to lick up his mess.  So he folded back his ears and tried to ignore how much this embarrassed him while he carefully lapped up his cum from the rough ground.



Sangie gave him a kiss on the cheek once he had finished.  ''How was it?''



''Bitter,'' Tracey answered, still making a face.



Riley giggled softly and reached out to pet him.  ''Some people don't like how their cum tastes at first.  It can take getting used to.''



He nodded a little bit, cheeks still flushed with embarrassment at what he had just done.  The three wolves chuckled at him.



''Are things ready to go?'' Jace asked.



''Of course,'' Sangie said.  ''I pulled the car around to the front and have the bouncers watching it for us until we get back.''



''We're leaving already?'' Tracey asked, surprised.



Riley chuckled again and pet Tracey along his spine.  ''Of course.  This is a good place to get you out of your clothes, but we can have even more fun at our home.''



''We have more toys to play with back at our place,'' Jace added.



Tracey looked at the two wolves, then heard a soft click as Sangie attached something to his collar.  When he looked over he saw the wolf holding a leash.  His tail tucked back between his legs even as he felt his heart start to beat a little harder from excitement.



''Come on, foxy,'' Sangie said with a tug on the leash that prompted him to stand, ''we should get going.''



''I'll get his clothes,'' Jace said as he got up.



He looked up at Sangie and whined, but it was Riley that answered his unspoken question.  ''You'll get them back,'' he assured Tracey, ''But not until you leave on Sunday.''



Tracey nodded, cheeks still flushed and tail tucked firmly between his legs.  He knew he should feel degraded, but it just excited him even more.  It was like he was their toy, and he couldn't be any happier to play along.



Besides, he thought as he was lead out the door, there is no telling what else they have planned for me this weekend.


 
  A Way To Warm Up
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The whole drive back to the wolves' apartment suite Tracey stayed firmly snuggled up against Sangie's side, and not just because he wanted to be close to the wolf.  It had gotten colder outside during his time in the club.  Everything was covered in a blanket of fluffy white.  For awhile he had thought that maybe the cold didn't bother the three wolves, which would explain why they kept the heater off.  As the drive went on, however, he realized that they just enjoyed the sight of his nipples as they poked through his fur.



It didn't help that he was a little tired.  If he hadn't felt so cold then he would have gotten a nap.  Instead Sangie's hands roamed freely over his naked body while he did his best to steal the wolf's body heat.



"Are we almost there?" he asked.



Riley answered from the driver's seat.  "Almost; sorry it's taking so long, we live on the other side of town and traffic is bad."



He started to whimper but Sangie quieted him down with a finger over his lips.  "Patience foxy.  This is our street."



Both of his ears perked up and he lifted his head to look out the window.  They were in a part of the city he recognized: Tramway Boulevard near the mountains.  Back before his family had moved to a larger house he would sometimes take his bike to ride along the street because it was lined with all sorts of convenience stores and was close to the mountain trails.



A light tap on his rump prompted him to look at Jace who sat on his other side.  "Here we are," the wolf said.  "Think you can find your way here on your own if you need to?"



The car turned into the parking lot of a smaller complex that advertised long term housing out front with a large billboard and huge red letters.  "I know this part of town pretty well," he assured the wolf.



Riley parked near an outdoor stairway that led to the second floor's catwalk.  The doors to the sedan were opened and all three wolves piled out while Tracey cringed behind.  Cold air rushed at him from nearly every direction.  A moment later Sangie pulled him out of the car by his leash.



"Come on, the sooner you get out of the car the sooner we can get you into our warm apartment," Sangie said.



It was true, he knew, but that didn't make the snow feel any less cold as it crunched under his bare feet.  Thankfully they didn't make him stand in it and led him on up to the stairs to the covered second floor catwalk.  Even so, his feet were completely numb and soaked by the time he got out of the cold snow and onto the cold cement.



Their apartment was the first door after the stairs and the moment it was opened the wolves allowed Tracey to get out of the frigid air.  The room was well heated so the chill he felt left almost immediately.  Even the shag carpet was warm and thanks to the absorbent fabric his feet dried off quickly.



Sangie pushed him further into the room, followed by Riley and Jace.  "This is it," he said.



Tracey noticed this was a dual purpose room.  Off to his left was a cooking space with a linoleum floor that mimicked tile while the right side of the room featured a pair of couches arranged around an expensive entertainment system.  He could also see that each of the wolves had their own bedroom but shared a common bathroom that was tucked off in the far right.  The scent from each of the three wolves was heavy in the air.



"What do you think?" Sangie said and passed the leash off to Jace.



He blushed.  "Not what I expected, but its nice."



Jace chuckled at him.  "And just what did you expect?"



"I thought wolf packs were... I donno... bigger," he said with the blush still on his cheeks.



The wolf laughed a little bit and pulled him toward the couches.  "They can be," he said.  "Ours is actually a little bit small.  Our type of pack tends to be."



"Your type of pack?"



"Gay," Riley said, right behind him, and gave his rump a swat.  "We're gay, so our pack is smaller than most."



The sudden smack made Tracey jump up with a yelp.  He didn't understand what being gay had to do with anything, but didn't press the issue.  Just the chance to be with the wolves was enough for him so it didn't really matter how many there were.



"You look like you're in pretty good shape," Sangie said from the kitchen, fridge opened in front of him se he could fish around inside.



"I run track," he said.  "Remember?"



The comment made Riley smile.  "So you've got lots of stamina then, huh?"



Tracey shrugged.  "I donno.  I guess, but I mostly run sprints and \\relay-races.  Nothing like the long distance runners."



For some reason the answer made Riley's smile widen.  "Oooh.  Can I tire him out for you?" Riley asked while he glanced from Jace to Sangie.  



Tracey got the distinct impression he was asking both of them, which made him wonder.  Sangie was the alpha, wasn't he?  When he looked up at Sangie, though, he saw the large black wolf looking past him at Jace.  He watched Sangie's tongue flick over his lips, then turned to see that Jace had a similar expression.  Both of them seemed to like the idea.



"It has been awhile since we got a night to ourselves," Jace said to Sangie, who nodded.



"Plus, just think of how cute he will be after we get him back from Riley.  I'll bet he'll be covered in sweat and too exhausted to protest when you train him," Sangie added.



Tracey just stood quietly and listened to their exchanged while realization dawned on him.  Immediately he blushed deeply and tried to get a better look into the three bedrooms.  He did his best to imagine the two larger wolves fucking each other in each one.  The thought of Jace bent over the bed while Sangie pounded into his ass was enough to make the fox start to get hard.



"The foxy doesn't mind either," Riley piped up, eyes locked on Tracey's growing erection.



His blush deepened a little more and then he yerped when the leash flew over his head to Riley.  The other wolf caught it and gave it a little tug so he would stand closer.



"Thank you!" Riley said.  "How long can I keep him?"



Sangie hummed while he thought over the question.  "All night should be good," he answered at last.



"Just be sure not to hurt him," Jace added with a wink.



The last comment made Tracey whimper softly and wonder what Jace had meant.  Riley was already leading him to the far left bedroom, though.  He was pulled through the door and the wolf closed and locked it the moment he was through.



Pin-up posters from Play Girl covered the walls of the room, different breeds of dogs with effeminate builds.  A queen-sized mattress lay in the center of the room on the floor with a large chest behind it.  A couple chests of drawers lined the left wall and were covered with an assortment of vibrators, dildos, and lube.



"Tonight, you are mine to play with," Riley said and pinned the smaller fox against the wall.



Tracey looked up at the larger wolf with his ears back.  A rough kiss was pressed against his lips while he felt a hand reach down to grope his balls.  Without protest he went up onto his toes and moaned, smaller body pressed firmly to the wolf.  His mind started to fill with images of what would be done to him; the way the wolf would make him take the different dildos in the room before he got fucked for the first time.



When Riley broke the kiss he also removed the leash and tossed it across the room.  He then backed up and started to undo his shirt.  Tracey murred softly as the wolf's chest and abs were exposed, both covered in a thin layer of fat that seemed to give the wolf a softer appearance.  Then Riley undid his belt and folded it in half in a paw.



"Turn around and put your hands on the wall," Riley ordered and gave the belt an experimental swing.



Both of Tracey's ears folded down against his skull, but even so a shiver ran down his spine.  He did as Riley instructed.  This was not something he had ever considered and thrill of the unknown heightened his senses.  His palms had already started to sweat when he placed them on the wall; rump perked up as he leaned forward and lifted his tail.



Almost immediately he heard a swish of the belt being swung and jumped.  The blow never landed, but he felt the whoosh of air as the leather traveled right past his rump.  A moment later he felt the leather tease up between his legs and Riley set a paw on his ass.



"Spread your legs, foxy," the wolf instructed, his thumb pressed up against Tracey's tail hole.



He gasped at the touch under his tail and eagerly did as he was told.  "You're going to spank me?" he asked.



The thumb pressed into him just a little bit and he yipped.  "Of course," Riley said with a hint of a purr in his voice, "All fuck toys need to have their rumps tanned at least once.  Up on your toes."



Tracey felt the belt touch his balls as the wolf spoke.  They rubbed him there tenderly and pressed firmly against his most sensitive spot.  Once again he felt a thrill run through him.  He was on his toes before he realized it, but the belt continued to tease between his legs.  It moved up a little bit until he felt the leather on his now hard cock while the thumb in his tail hole stretched him out a little.



Riley had moved to his right side, the wolf's hips pressed firmly against him so he could feel a bulge in the wolf's pants.  The leather continued to tease over his sex while Riley lightly pet his rump, then over his tail.  His tail was pinned to his back, and then he felt the wolf press even more firmly against him.



"Chest up against the wall, foxy.  And look up at the ceiling."



Even as he complied he felt the hand push him into position.  The belt rubbed all over his cock while he was held there and he let out a quiet moan.  He felt completely at the wolf's mercy.  His rump perked up in the air while he stood helpless on his toes.  And the teasing from the belt served to heighten his sense of helplessness while he slowly went wild with lust.



"Want to know what is going to happen?" Riley asked, muzzle tip inside of Tracey's ear.



Tracey nodded.  "Please tell me?"  His voice quivered.



The belt pulled away for a moment then lightly struck along his shaft and balls.  He jumped with a yip at the sensation, back up on the very tips of his toes.



"Well, I am going to spank your ass," Riley whispered, "Nice and hard until you can't take any more.  Then, when you are nice and tender, I am going to sink my thick wolf cock into your tight, virgin ass.



He whimpered, which drew a soft chuckle from Riley.  The belt pulled out from between his legs and started to lightly run over his left rump cheek.  It seemed that everywhere the leather touched him became suddenly more sensitive; almost like a drug.



Then he felt the belt pull away for just a second before it slapped lightly against his right ass cheek.  Not nearly hard enough to hurt even a little although he still let out a gasp.  Another of the light strikes followed right after, then another, and a third.  Each time the leather touched him the belt had moved slightly lower.



It wasn't until Riley started to spank the top of his thigh that the belt moved to work the left side of his ass.  Once again the strikes were light and slowly moved down over his rump.  He squirmed in place, unable to help himself as the belt teased him, but the paw on his back held his tail up while he was kept in position.



Once Riley had finished the other side of his rump the belt rubbed over him once again.  "Those were just to get you ready, the fun starts now," the wolf told him.



The next time the belt struck him he felt the leather bite slightly and let out a quiet yip.  A light sting lingered behind where the belt had hit him near the top of his ass across both cheeks.  He felt the next spank fall just a little lower so that it overlapped with the first one, the sensations from both strikes mingling together as the belt landed on him a third time.



With each strike he felt his rump heat up a little more.  His breath came in gasps, and with each new blow he yipped for the wolf.  The sound of leather on flesh filled the room with only brief pauses in-between.  A couple of times he felt a light yank on his tail, when he had started to lower himself off of his toes, and the next strike would always be a little harder.



This time the last strike landed right on his tail hole and he yelped out as the sensitive patch of flesh burned.  After the belt rubbed under his tail firmly, and then moved back down between his legs to tease his throbbing cock.  The leather looped over the tip of his member, then pulled it away from his body and let it snap back so it would bob in the air.



"And that was to get you warmed up," Riley said.



"Warmed up?" Tracey asked, his face a little flushed.



The belt went back to rub over his rump which still stung lightly.  "So you'll be nice and sensitive."



Once again the belt pulled away then bit back into him, this time with a loud crack to announce itself.  His rump burned deeply across both cheeks and he let out a loud yelp as he felt the sting spread out across his ass.  A second yelp greeted the next strike as well; both of his ears folded back and eyes squeezed shut against the pain.  After the third strike he started to whine in between the blows, each crack of the leather punctuated by a sharp cry from him.



Outside the room he could hear Jace and Sangie laugh a little bit, but wasn't able to make out what they were saying.  They had probably known that this was what Riley would do with him, he realized.  A fresh strike made him yip again, his vision a little blurry as tears formed in his eyes.



By the time the belt finished, near the bottom of his rump, he had started to pant heavily and felt how cool the room's air was against his punished ass.  He started to let himself relax, thankful that it was time for Riley to give him another break, when the belt bit into his rump again on just his left rump cheek.



The strike wasn't any harder than he had gotten so far, but with every bit of it focused across a single cheek the sting was much worse.  His voice caught in his throat for a second before a strangled whimper managed to escape.  Next the belt came down on his right rump cheek and he cried out more loudly.  Then back to the left.  Then the right.  Left again... right... left... right...



It moved on down over his ass slowly, the time between each strike just long enough that he could feel a lingering sting as the next blow landed.  Tears had started to soak into the fur around his eyes and his lungs burned as he gasped eagerly for each breath of air.  Finally the came down for the last time and the room was only filled with the sound of his whimpers.  He heard Riley drop the belt, and then a paw started to rub over his fiercely burning ass.



A thumb pressed into his tail hole once more and started to stretch him.  It was different from before, the wonderful sensation of penetration only heightened by the contrast to the stinging in the rest of his rump.  He pressed firmly against the paw and moaned while he blinked the tears in his eyes away.



"Very nice," Riley said. "Now get on all fours on the bed."



The hand that held him to the wall left and Riley walked over to the chest at the head of the mattress.  While the wolf rummaged around inside Tracey quickly got onto the bed and curled his tail off to one side to show how eager he was to finally lose his virginity.  Instead he saw Riley retrieve a riding crop from the chest and give it an experimental swing.



He let out a soft whimper and the wolf grinned down at him.  "I never said the spanking was done," he told Tracey and moved behind the fox.



A hand gripped the base of Tracey's tail and yanked it up until his rump was perked into the air.  The synthetic tip of the crop rubbed over his tail hole and then slid down between his legs to rub at his balls.  A light flick from the tip of the crop made them swing in the cool air and he jumped with a frightened whine.



"This time you are going to count off," Riley told him, and then teased his balls with another flick.



Tracey had no clue what that meant.  "Count off?"



"That is when I spank you-" Riley started and swung the crop so it landed heavily on Tracey's rump.  He yelped and the wolf chuckled at him.  "-and then you count off how many times that is.  If you miss one then once I finish we start all over, but if you count correctly I will fuck you."



"How many is all of them?" Tracey asked, frightened since the single strike from the crop still stung painfully.



Riley just smiled at him and a second later the crop bit hard at his already tender rump.  A loud howl slipped from Tracey's lips and he just managed to croak out the word 'one' when the second strike landed.  Each time the crop landed on him he struggled to count and it always seemed that just as he spoke the crop came down on him once more.  After just ten strikes tears started to flow freely from his eyes and he was sure that would be it; he must be finished.  Then another strike landed.



Somehow he managed to keep counting up to fifteen.  Next came twenty and he was sure that one more would make him start crying like a little kit.  Then thirty.  He worried that his rump would be covered in horrible welts if this kept up.  Forty came and went with him barely able to say the numbers between his whimpers and sobs.



Finally when he braced for the next blow after fifty, but none came.  Instead a paw gently caressed his punished ass.  His whole body felt like it was on fire, and the stinging was so intense that he had to gasp for air between childish whimpers.  The fur on his cheeks was soaked with tears, but it was over and he realized that he felt somewhat proud.  He had done it.



"Very good," Riley said and then reached between Tracey's legs to tease the fox's member.  Tracey realized that his cock was much harder than he had ever felt it before.  "Very good indeed."



At the sound of a zipper he looked back and once again was met with the sight of Riley's cock.  The tip glistened with pre-cum and bobbed in the air as the wolf slipped out of his pants.  This time, he knew, he would get his cherry popped.



Riley set his crop down and picked up a bottle of silicone lube.  A generous amount was squeezed out onto his fingers.  Then Tracey felt those fingers press into him slowly while they spread the lube.  He moaned, the fingers felt even better than his dildo did, and he pressed back against them when they started to stretch him out.



The fingers thrust inside of him lightly and left him burning for more.  Pain from the punishment his ass had received mingled in his mind with the pleasure the fingers gave him.  When he felt them slip out of his tail hole he whined in protest, and then gasped as they slid back in to stretch him even more.  A wonderful sensation, an intense tingling, started to build up inside of his hips.



"Think you are ready?" Riley asked.  He could hear the lust in the wolf's voice, a pent up need that matched his own.



"Please... Please take me..."



Again the fingers slipped out of him, but this time he felt the tip of the wolf's cock press firmly under his tail.  Pre-cum oozed over his tail hole while the wolf lined up.  His sore rump was spread wide by the wolf's paws and the tip nudged firmly against him.  Tracey tensed up against the pressure, but he was slowly forced open and the head of the wolf's cock slipped in.



He moaned loudly with his eyes closed tightly, claws digging into the mattress.  Riley was a little bit thicker than his dildo, he realized now, and as the wolf's hips ground into him he felt slightly uncomfortable.  Thankfully the wolf went slowly, and when he felt hips press up against his rump he gave a relieved whimper.



There was a moment for him to rest and simply get used to the thick cock that was planted under his tail and then Riley started to thrust gently.  The intense tingling that Tracey had felt before returned, at first concentrated just inside his hips.  It grew stronger and spread out through his body as the wolf's cock thrust in him an inch at a time.



The wolf's hands started to move over his body and felt exquisite as well.  They seemed to be everywhere at once, rubbing over his hips, his sore rump, his chest and belly.  One eventually wrapped around his cock and Riley started to stroke him, but the other hand continued to tease over the rest of his body.  It wasn't long before he started to thrust into the paw wrapped around his cock in time with the thrusts into him.



"Faster, please," Tracey begged, face flushed with lust.



Riley chuckled behind him and pressed his hips firmly to the smaller fox's ass.  "Sure you are ready for that?" he asked.



Tracey nodded eagerly.  He felt Riley shift position to lean over a little bit more and the wolf's hips ground firmly into his still sore rump.  A moment later he yelped as the wolf's cock started to simply pound into him.



With each thrust he felt the bed slip a little under his knees, his whole body pushed forward by the force of the thrusts.  Pleasure erupted inside of him, both from being fucked and from the paw that worked over his now dripping cock.  It mixed with the pain from the harsh spanking he had received earlier, heightened somehow in the process so all he could do was whimper under the assault.  Whimper and beg for more.



Something that Riley was happy to do.  The thrusts seemed to come on even harder as he begged, his smaller frame trapped under the weight of the wolf's body.  He pressed up against it, reveled in the sensation of how the wolf used him.  With each thrust he felt Riley's balls slap against his lightly, almost as if to make his testicles submit.  Every fiber of his body wanted to do exactly as the wolf asked, to give everything that was demanded of him.



He came so suddenly and so hard that it surprised even him.  His voice filled the room in a lustful howl that he was sure shook the walls as his balls emptied themselves completely onto the mattress.  The climax seemed to draw out forever.  With each spurt of his seed Tracey's tail hole tightened around the cock inside of him.



But somehow the wolf held on and kept from cumming as well.  When he came back down from his orgasm he felt the cock still pounding into him.  If anything, the wolf's thrusts had started to drive into him even harder.  It was all he could do to stay up in position while he whimpered softly as the wolf took him.



The paw between his legs continued to tease at his over sensitive cock.  "Let me hear that delicious howl again," Riley whispered into his ear.



Eager to do as his top wanted, Tracey folded his ears down and tilted his head back.  He let out the howl once more.  This time he held it for as long as he could, listened to it more closely.  As it died away he knew that anyone who had heard it would know what was going on in the room, a thought that excited him even as he worried what people he did not know would think.



Riley, however, loved it.  The wolf's thrusts had gotten a little less even and after each one the wolf's hips paused to grind against his ass.  Both paws came up to his chest, held him tightly, and looped up over his shoulders.



And Tracey was lifted up off of his hands.  "Come on, foxy," Riley groaned, "bounce on my cock."



Tracey did his best, but at first it was a bit awkward.  Every time he felt the wolf's cock start to plunge into him once more it seemed like he was beginning to bounce up.  He was tired and not quite as coordinated as he normally was, he knew.  Gradually, though, he got the hang of it.



Each time the wolf hilted into him he bounced back up to the tip and was caught by the hands looped over his shoulders.  Then he was pulled down, hard, and the wolf was buried in his rump once more.  Riley was close, he could tell from the way the wolf was breathing, and each time he felt the cock hilt into him he was sure that it would be the time hot cum filled his boy pussy.



Just when he had started to think that maybe Riley wouldn't be able to get off in him the wolf stopped, shaft hilted in him.  He felt the cock push just a little deeper than it had so far.  The wolf's howl was even louder than his had been.  While the wolf's voice fill the room a shiver ran down Tracey's spine and he felt the wolf's cum start to shoot into him.  



He kept his ass pressed firmly against the wolf and squirmed in place.  The hands held him tightly so he couldn't have moved away anyway, not that he wanted to.  With each twitch of Riley's cock another jet of hot cum was sent into the fox, and Tracey started to wonder if he would leak when the cock left him.



It wasn't a long wait to find out.  Riley let out a soft groan when his orgasm finally ended and pulled back.  Tracey clenched when the cock slipped from him, but even so felt a little bit of cum trickle from him.



A hand rubbed over his head then pushed him down onto his belly on the bed.  "Such a messy boy," Riley said.  He sounded pleased.



"Sorry."



"Don't apologize, I like it."  A finger ran over his tail hole to wipe up the cum, then moved over to Tracey's muzzle.  "Lick it up."



He blushed deeply but did as the wolf said.  A little shiver ran through him when he tasted the wolf's cum for the second time that night and he thought about how much more often he might taste it in his near future.



Riley settled down at his side and pulled him close.  "Better get some rest, foxy.  The moment I can get hard again we start round two."



Tracey snuggled against the wolf's chest.  "How many times will you fuck me tonight?" he asked.



A hand ran over his head.  "As many times as I can cum," the wolf said.  "Like I said, better get some rest.  You have a long night ahead of you."
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Tracey ached all over from the previous night with Riley.  The wolf had been insatiable so that the only rest Tracey had managed to get was in brief breaks before his tail would be lifted up again.  He had lost count of how many times the wolf had fucked him; everything just seemed to run together in his mind.  The next thing he could remember clearly was waking up late in the day covered in cum and completely exhausted.



The shower water helped to revive him, however.  His fatigue seemed to melt away so he felt refreshed and clean all over.  Even better was the way Jace's hands worked over his back.  Firm fingers carefully kneaded the knots out of his muscles.  More importantly, Tracey had been overcome with a feeling of vulnerability when he had woken up but Jace's presence helped to keep him calm while both Riley and Sangie were out.



A hand brushed over his ass lightly and he went up onto his toes with a little squeak.  Fingers worked their way into the cleft of his rump until they brushed over his still slightly sore tail hole.



"Riley must have really pushed you to your limit," Jace whispered into his ear.



"He just seemed to keep on wanting more," Tracey said.  "He seemed determined to keep it up until I passed out..."



That drew a chuckle out of Jace and earned him a pat on his rump.  "Well, you had better hope you have recovered by the time Sangie gets back.  Listening to you all last night was driving him wild."



"What is he like?" Tracey asked and turned around to face the wolf.  "I mean... you two were... you know..."



"Fucking?"



Tracey blushed deeply and nodded, his ears folded back.  Jace just smiled down at him.  He could feel both of the wolf's paws resting on the curve of his rump.  They squeezed his ass tenderly so he moaned.



"He doesn't usually like it rough the way Riley does, but he is much more forceful," Jace told him.  "By the time he is finished you know who you belong to."



"And what are you like?"



The hands on his rump gave him another squeeze then moved up to the small of his back.  "You are going to find that out on your own, fluffy butt."



He murred and pressed a light kiss to Jace's lips.  His tongue explored the wolf's muzzle while he combed through soft belly fur with his claws.  Jace squirmed a little bit and pulled back, obviously holding in laughter.



"Ticklish?" Tracey asked with a wicked smile.  He worked his fingers over the same sensitive spots while Jace did his best to defend himself.



"Stop it!"



Tracey grinned up at the larger wolf.  "Why should I?"



They continued to wrestle in the shower for a moment, Jace doing his best to keep the smaller fox from tickling his sensitive sides while he fought to hold back his laughter.  Tracey wasn't nearly as strong as the wolf but was pleased to find he was much quicker.  There just wasn't anything Jace could do to keep up.



Then his foot slipped on a slick spot.  Thankfully Jace caught him, but a second later Tracey found himself pinned firmly against the wall of the shower.  His arms were moved over his head and held in place by one of Jace's large paws, the wolf's other hand free to tease over his body.



"Now you're going to get it, brat," Jace said with a mock growl.  The hand drifted down to tease at Tracey's sheath.



He folded his ears back.  "What are you gonna do?"



"I'm going to have fun," the wolf said.  Tracey felt his sheath get pulled back and a thumb run over his exposed cock head.  "By the time I am finished you will be begging so cutely."



Just as he started to get hard the paw left him then turned off the shower water.  He was then flipped to face the wall and his hands pulled behind his back before Jace marched him from the bathroom to the middle of the apartment's common area.  They were both still dripping but although Tracey protested that they would get everything wet the wolf didn't seem to mind.



"Let me see how much you have learned so far.  On your knees."  The hands holding him let go.



Tracey's cheeks flushed; of course he remembered what the wolf wanted him to do.  He dropped onto his knees with his rump perked up and tail against his back.  Then he folded his arms behind his back, his head tilted up.  Behind him Jace chuckled.



"Very good," the wolf said, his voice accompanied by the sound of a drawer being opened in the kitchen.



Jace walked back over and Tracey heard a metallic jingle with each step the other male took.  He wondered what the sound was.  Images from the previous night with Riley filled his mind but he did his best to push them away.  That was what Riley would do; Jace had to have something else in mind.



His suspicion was confirmed when a pair of padded leather bracers were wrapped around on his forearms.  They were connected together somehow so he couldn't move his arms at all.



"What is that?" he asked, a little startled.



A hand ran over his head and Jace walked around in front of him.  "Something to keep you at my mercy," Jace said as he knelt down in front of Tracey.



The hand returned to tease over his sheath while teeth nibbled at his exposed throat.  He moaned softly.  This time his cock started to slip into the wolf's waiting paw almost immediately.  His sex scent slowly filled the room while fingers caressed over his exposed flesh, but Jace stopped before he got completely hard.



"Now stay right here, like a good boy, while I go get some things."



Once again Jace walked away from him, this time to go into his room.  He could hear the wolf rummage around inside but didn't dare to look into the door he knew was open.  Instead he waited where he was left, soaked fur getting the carpet wet where he knelt.  His arousal calmed down just a little bit.



When the wolf returned Tracey saw from the corner of his eye that Jace's arms were full.  Still, he was unable to make out exactly what was being brought over and didn't look to find out.



"Spread your knees apart a little more," Jace said.



He did as he was told and then felt a second pair of padded leather cuffs slip around his calves near the knee.  Just a second later they were attached to something else.  A spreader bar, he realized.



"What are you going to do?" he asked again, this time a little bit of a whimper in his voice.



Yet another leather cuff was put onto him, this time half way up his tail.  After it was snuggly in place he felt Jace tie the newest restraint to the collar he was wearing.  "Nothing painful," Jace assured him.  "You will be whimpering and begging before I am through, but unlike Riley I enjoy making it happen without pain."



He blushed deeply then yipped.  "What was that?" he asked when something slipped into his tail-hole then moved slowly deeper.



This time Jace didn't answer him verbally.  Instead there was a soft click and he felt a vibration deep inside of him; a small vibrator nestled against his prostate.  He gasped helplessly, then let out a soft moan while the wolf chuckled.  Jace used a Velcro strap to hold the control for the vibrator in place against the fox's thigh.



"It is on the lowest setting for now," Jace said.  Again a hand stroked Tracey down over his head.  "Don't worry, by the time I am done it will be on the highest one."



A soft whine slipped from his lips, but the wolf paid no attention.  Tracey felt pleasure build up inside of him, just enough to tease and hint at what could be.  Enough to get him completely hard without any danger that he would actually cum.  That was exactly what Jace wanted, though.



A cock ring was slipped into place around the base of his cock, followed just a second later by something else that wrapped around just above his balls so they were held slightly away from his body.  Then fingers started to run over his shaft once more while Jace cooed softly.  All he could do was shiver and moan where he was bound.



"Look at me," Jace said.  Tracey obeyed and found himself looking up at a digital camera.  Before he could look away again there was a bright flash as his picture was taken.



His cheeks flushed.  "Hey!"



"Don't worry, that picture is mine," Jace said, then took another one.  "But that one is for the internet."



"The internet?!"



Once again the paw pet over his head, and this time trailed over his back.  "Only if you don't mind.  I just enjoy pictures of boys who are a little tied up at the moment." Jace chuckled at his own pun.  "I am really just going to make sure you are nice an exhausted for Sangie."



"Why?" he asked while he tried to ignore the sensation of the vibrator under his tail.



Jace smiled.  "Because, it is fun.  What could be cuter than a twink like you covered in a nice layer of sweat, all ready to have his ass pounded?"



He had no answer for that except to gasp softly at the pleasure that was slowly building inside of him.  A light nudge at the back of his head brought his muzzle closer to Jace's crotch.  Tracey took the hint for what it was and started to lick over the wolf's balls.



The hand on the back of his head held him firmly in place, but otherwise he was left to his own devices.  Gradually he moved up from the balls to the sheath, already able to see some pink.  It was a tempting target but Tracey decided to hold back.  Instead he took one of the wolf's testicles into his muzzle to suck lightly on it.



A moan from above rewarded him while the hand on the back of his head started to pet through his fur.  After a moment he switched to suck on the other testicle, careful to be gentle.  The whole time he watched the cock just in front of him grow larger.  Before long Jace was completely hard and his musk filled the air.  



Still, Tracey resisted the urge to take the cock into his mouth.  He watched a drop of pre-cum form on the tip where it seemed to catch the light of the room like some sort of gem.  The drop grew larger as his tongue worked over the wolf's balls.  Just when it started to drip down the wolf's shaft he felt Jace pull back.



A moment later the wolf had wiped the drop of pre-cum on the tip of Tracey's nose.  Without thinking he licked it off with a shiver.  That was more than he could stand and he immediately took Jace's member into his mouth.  The wolf's smooth flesh seemed to glide over his tongue.  He felt the hand on the back of his head urge him to take more, but stopped once his muzzle was full.



For a wonderful minute he was allowed to suck on the cock, his tongue able to tease over the hard shaft.  Little drops of pre-cum rewarded his efforts along with soft gasps from Jace.  But then the cock slipped back out of his muzzle and a hand caught him by the chin to force him to look up into Jace's eyes.



"We are going to play a little game," the wolf said.



"What kind of game?" he asked just as Jace knelt in front of him.



There was no answer for a moment, but he felt the wolf's fingers wrap around his cock while the other one teased his thigh where the vibrator's controller had been strapped.  Suddenly the intensity of the sensations under his tail grew much stronger.  Unable to help himself, Tracey let out a soft whimper.



"It is simple, really," Jace continued, "I am going to sit back and watch you squirm while you try to convince me how badly you need to cum.  Once I am convinced I'll take that cock ring off of you and give you a special treat."



His ears folded down.  "Convince you how?"



Jace grinned and a finger trailed along Tracey's lips.  "That is all up to your pointy little muzzle," he said then sat down on the couch.



From the expression on the wolf's face Tracey didn't need to be told what that meant.  There was just one problem: he was tied in the center of the room and Jace sat about three feet away.  For a moment he tried to scoot his way forward but found his progress laughable.  With his arms bound it was difficult to balance while the spreader bar kept his legs from moving too much.  He gave up after he nearly fell flat on his face.



"Help?" he asked, his breath heavy from the brief exertion and the vibrations under his tail.



Jace leaned forward just a bit.  "Aw... you don't need help.  I'll bet you just need a little more motivation," he said as his hand dropped to the vibrator's controller once more.  A flick of the finger turned it up further, almost to the maximum, and the wolf sat back once more.



A whimper slipped from Tracey's lips, he was sure he would lose his balance while he was bombarded by the pleasure under his tail.  Between his legs his cock throbbed, ready to cum but unable because of that cock ring and the way it squeezed him while his balls were pulled away from his body.  If this kept up he would have a bad case of blue balls, he realized.



Carefully he started to move again.  The cool air in the room helped him to concentrate on what he was doing, his fur no longer soaked but still damp enough that it was hard for his body to warm up.  His progress was still slow, which frustrated him, but even so he could see how much closer he was.  Besides, he didn't dare ask for help again.



"That's a good boy," Jace said and extended his right leg.  A moment later Tracey felt the wolf's foot run over his shaft.



The new distraction was too much; the wolf's foot broke his concentration the moment it touched his needy cock and he stumbled.  With his arms bound there was no way Tracey could catch himself.  He tucked his head down the best he could, worried that it would bang into the couch.  Both of his eyes squeezed closed and he braced himself to hit the ground.



But the expected impact never came.  Instead he felt Jace's hands catch him by the shoulders and pull him close.  When his eyes opened back up he found he was between the wolf's legs while Jace smiled down at him.



"Sorry," Tracey said.



A hand ran over his head and part way down his back.  "I never really expected you to make it," Jace teased.  "I just wanted to watch you try."



It was a little humiliating to hear that, but Tracey found that he didn't mind.  Not right now when his whole body ached for release.  A part of him even liked the treatment; longed for it even.



Without another word he went to work.  The wolf was already completely hard from the show.  A thick musky scent filled Tracey's nostrils when he lowered his head, the pink shaft beckoning him.  Jace was close, he could tell from how the whole shaft twitched lightly.  All he had to do was push the wolf that extra little bit.



He licked his lips and glanced back up at Jace to make sure the wolf could see the hungry expression on his muzzle.  Then he started to tease over the head with small licks, as if the cock was a lollypop.  The licks made the member bob a little, but he was easily able to keep up with it.



Slowly his tongue started to move down over the rest of the shaft.  Every inch he licked glistened with his saliva and the sight somehow made it even more alluring.  At last he started to tease over the base of the wolf's member.  A couple slow licks from base to tip drew a moan from Jace, the scent of pre-cum filled the air.  One large drop landed on his muzzle, a thin string trailing back to the tip of the cock.



Just when he took the wolf's tip into his mouth a hand grabbed him by the scruff and pulled him back.  Confused he looked up and saw Jace smile at him, the wolf's other paw stroking over his cock.  Tracey whined in protest, confused about why he would be stopped now.



"You did a good job," Jace assured him quickly, "but I have something else in mind for you."



"What are you talking about?"



The hand on his scruff slipped along his cheek bone and took hold of his muzzle by the jaw, his head held in place.  "Just stay where you are and you will see."



His tongue licked over his lips once more while he watched the wolf start to paw off.  The hand seemed to glide effortlessly over the saliva slicked shaft.  It worked franticly over the cock while pre-cum leaked out and dripped onto the couch.  Jace's labored breathing was the only sound in the whole room, his scent heavy in the air.



"Ready boy?" the wolf asked suddenly.



Tracey blinked.  "Ready for what?"



He wasn't sure what answer he expected, but the one Jace gave certainly wasn't it.  "Catch!"



Confusion filled his mind for just a second and realization hit him just as the first white rope shot out of the wolf's cock.  It landed across his muzzle, the thick seed heavy on his fur as another spurt followed after it.  The second shot landed between his eyes then trailed up over to the top of his head.  Both of his eyes snapped shut.



Although he couldn't see the next shot he was ready this time with his mouth opened wide.  The thick taste of seed filled his muzzle when the next bit landed in his mouth... most of it anyway.  A little painted over his left cheek.  The next struck his nose before it trailed down into his muzzle.  Then a thin string of seed landed almost in the center of his tongue and seemed to dribble down over his chin.



A moment later he felt Jace's cock slip into his mouth.  Tracey opened his eyes just in time to see the wolf's fingers milk out the last few drops onto his tongue.



"There we go," Jace said, "Now suck me clean and you will get your reward."



Tracey nodded a little bit and swallowed the seed that had landed in his mouth.  His tongue carefully worked over the wolf shaft in his muzzle.  The whole time he felt Jace's fingers rub over his face to work the cum deep into his fur.



"That should help cover up Riley's scent," Jace said, then winked. "Of course, now you will smell like my cum instead."



He blushed, but didn't mind.  So what if everyone could tell what was going on with him, it didn't matter.  His parents were too busy with work to care about what he did as long as report cards came back with A's or B's and most of the school already knew how gay he was.  At most some of the boys at school would ask him about the wolves.



When the cock was pulled from his mouth once more Jace reached down and undid the leather cock-ring that was wrapped around his shaft and sack.  Tracey gasped, his whole body tense.  An orgasm ripped through him almost immediately and he let out a loud moan, panting heavily.



Jace's paw cupped over his cock tip to catch each spurt of fox cum.  He blushed, certain that the wolf would have him lick it up like Sangie had done.  Instead he watched Jace's hand lift up then felt the paw run over his muzzle once more.  His own scent mixed with the wolf's, the fur on his face and muzzle completely covered in cum now.



Finished, Jace stood up and walked away.  "See you in a little bit," he called back.



"Where are you going?" Tracey asked, startled as he was left alone in the room.  "Untie me!"



Jace laughed at him.  "I never said I would do that, silly.  You earned having the cock-ring removed, but you are going to stay like that for awhile yet.  If it starts to hurt tell me, but you aren't getting free."



His face flushed brightly and he turned his head to look back at Jace.  For a moment he considered demanding that he be let go, he was sure that the wolf would do it if he was insistent enough, but something inside made him feel like that would be cheating.



"When will you untie me?" he whimpered.



"When Sangie gets back he can undo your bonds, if he decides he wants to," Jace answered.



Again he thought to insist the wolf let him go, but he let it pass.  He didn't hurt at all and he could trust Jace not to harm him.  Besides, another orgasm had started to build in him already as the vibrator continued to work at his prostate.



He leaned forward and took one of the couch cushions into his mouth then bit down into it, hard.  It helped to muffle his needy moan but apparently Jace still heard him and laughed.  Between his legs his cock had already started to ach with the need for release once more.  This was different from when he had been with Riley.  Riley had needed to take breaks, but the vibrator was relentless.



Unable to do anything, Tracey settled down as he hoped that Sangie would get back before too long.
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Tracey awoke once more when he felt hands run over his back and for a moment he was intensely confused.  His body was completely exhausted, a distant ache that was not entirely uncomfortable.  It was the same type of ache he had woken up with after the night with Riley.



"Finally up?" Sangie asked him, voice accompanied by a paw on his rump.



He nodded with a murr.  "Am I going to be able to walk when you three are done with me?" His question made the wolf laugh.



"You'll just walk funny for a day or two I am sure."  Once again he nodded.  The paw on his ass slipped up over his body.  "Feel up for another round, or do you want to stop for this visit."



"I donno," he said and finally opened his eyes.  Sangie was sitting right next to him on the couch, the wolf's hips near his head.  "What would you do with me?"



The wolf looked down at him with a grin, an expression that made Tracey feel like prey.  "I won't make you do anything too strenuous," Sangie promised, "It looks like you have already been completely exhausted by my pack mates.  Maybe have us put on a show before dinner."



His cheeks flushed.  "What kind of show?"



The paw slipped back down over his rump and this time lingered long enough to give him a squeeze.  "The type where I fuck you in front of them."



Tracey folded his ears back as he considered the offer, and then looked back up at Sangie.  His tail swished just a little bit, a hint of a whine in his voice.  "Only if you promise to only do it once?"



Once again the hand ran up and down his back and then a finger hooked his collar and gave a light tug.  He sat up, pulled gently into a firm kiss.  Sangie's tongue teased over his lips before it pushed past and into his muzzle.  A moment later he could feel it run over each of his teeth.



The kiss seemed to light something inside of him, his whole body suddenly on fire.  When Sangie finally pulled back their lips smacked quietly and their eyes locked once more.  His heart fluttered in his chest for a second.



"Oooh... when is dinner?" Tracey asked.



"A few hours," the wolf told him and winked.  "Until then I think you should probably relax and maybe think about getting cleaned up again."



His cheeks flushed and he realized that the wolf was right.  The fur on his face did feel like it had matted down.  If he waited too long to clean up it would be hell to brush out, assuming that there wasn't already a nasty tangle.



*     *     *



Soap and warm water cascaded down his body then down into the drain in the floor.  His hands ran through his fur to help push the shampoo out.  Somehow the sensation of the water and his fingers was just enough to make his skin feel more sensitive.  Anticipation ran down his spine, a hint of what would happen soon.



Only once all the suds had rinsed off of his body did Tracey reach for the fine-toothed brush Sangie had lent him.  The bristles felt just a little harsh against his muzzle but he could feel how they worked through his facial fur so it was left perfectly aligned.  In fact, it worked so well that he tried to use it on the rest of his body as well only to find that his thicker body fur quickly clogged the brush with dead hair.  Obviously another comb was needed first and with dinner so soon there wasn't enough time to brush out his whole body several times.



Reluctantly he got out of the shower and grabbed a towel to dry out his fur.  Thankfully he kept his coat oiled well enough that it only took a moment before his body was passably dry.  It would still be damp for an hour, but water wouldn't drip from him everywhere he went either.



He had just started to consider the hair dryer when there was a knock on the door.  "You almost ready, or are you planning on hiding in there all night?" Riley asked.



Tracey unlocked and opened the door just enough to poke his head through.  "Almost... does it matter if I am completely dry?"



"I am sure you are fine," Jace called from the kitchen area, "besides, it isn't like you will get the carpet any more wet than you did last time."



The comment made him blush and set off Riley, who began to giggle.  A moment later the door to the bathroom was pushed open and he found himself in the wolf's arms, lips pressed up against his cheek.



"Mmm... fruity.  You used Jace's shampoo," Riley said.  There was a hint of disappointment in his voice.



"Which one is yours?"



"He likes that flower shit," Sangie answered from the couches before Riley could.



Riley turned to face his Alpha with a mock growl.  "See how they abuse me?  Just because I am the only one with any taste!"



Tracey pushed his way past Riley and walked over to Sangie.  A simple turn in place let the wolf get a good look at his body.



"Well?" he asked.



For a moment there was no answer and he became keenly aware that all three of the wolves had their eyes on him.  The realization made him fluff happily, proud that he had gotten their attention so easily.  Sangie especially looked almost ready to drool.



"Very nice," the Alpha commented at last.  "Tell me, do you know how to dance?"



He blinked.  "No... I always feel self conscious and, well, silly I guess."



Sangie chuckled at him.  "Riley, go put on some music," he said and then looked Tracey over.  "What type of music do you like?"



The fox thought for a moment.  "All kinds I guess.  Mostly alternative, but I enjoy some country, rock, a little bit of pop-"



"How about techno?"



Riley's question caught him off guard.  "I suppose, if it isn't too repetitive."



"Pick something you think he will enjoy, Riley," Sangie said.  "And Tracey?  When the music starts up you are going to dance for us."



"But I-"



"Don't worry; I'll walk you through it.  Just relax and get ready to put on a sexy little show for us."



Before Tracey could respond some music started up.  The heavy beat and use of synthetic sounds clearly advertised the piece as some type of techno, although it was slower than what he usually heard.



"Close your eyes for a moment and get a feel for the song," Sangie told him.  "Start to move once you have a feel for its flow.  Just do what feels right."



He followed the advice and felt his heart start to race the moment his eyes closed.  An odd sensation washed over him.  The song's beat was heavy enough that he could feel it in the air.  Something about it made him feel light headed, his whole body somehow lighter, as if he had been suspended up in the air.



At first he started slowly; his tail swished from side to side in time with the music.  From there he started to move his hips, then his legs and body.  He still felt clumsy, uncoordinated as he imagined how silly he must look, but the wolves didn't tell him to stop so he continued.



Gradually he started to get a little more comfortable.  His movements felt more in time with the music, less awkward as he did his best to smooth them out.  Although his muscles still ached dully from his time with both Jace and Riley he found that the sensation only heightened the experience, added an accent to each move he made with only a little discomfort.  It wasn't long before he started to speed up, eager to move with each beat rather than just every fourth or fifth.



"Run your hands over your body," Sangie ordered.



Riley spoke up as well.  "Lift your tail too!"



Tracey was happy to follow their instructions.  He ran one hand over his neck and down his body slowly, something he remembered from a movie.  The paw only stopped when it reached his thigh, then he pulled it slowly back up so his fingers would tease over his sheath.  Cool air caressed his rump the whole time.



He could just imagine each of the wolves, could seem them in his mind as they tried to get a good look at his tail hole.  In his mind the hands that teased over his body didn't belong to him, they were Sangie's once the Alpha had seen enough to drive him wild with lust.  Every time he let his hands touch a new spot he did what he thought the wolf would do, a fantasy in his mind that repeated itself until his whole body burned with need.



The music gradually shifted to something new and he realized that a different song was about to start.  It was much faster with a different beat.  After a moment he sped his movements to match the new song and altered the dance, all self-consciousness forgotten in the moment.



"You can open your eyes anytime you like," Sangie said suddenly.



It was a suggestion that Tracey hesitated to follow.  He was worried that if he opened his eyes again his own self doubts would return.  At the same time he wanted to see if his efforts had any effect on the wolf pack.



His eyes opened slowly and the first thing he saw was Jace at work on dinner in the kitchen.  For a moment he felt a little bit unsteady on his feet, disoriented until he realized that he must have gotten turned around while his eyes were closed.  While he regained his equilibrium he stopped dancing, both ears folded down as the world spun around him.



"Don't stop," Sangie said from the couch behind him.



Tracey turned back around to face his Alpha, then flushed deeply.  Sangie sat on one side of the couch while Riley was sprawled out across the rest.  The wolf's pants were opened and Riley's muzzle was wrapped around a half hard black shaft.  For a moment all he could do was stare while his body responded to the sight.



Sangie looked a little annoyed.  "I said keep dancing," he said.  There was a hint of a growl in his voice.



That was enough to snap Tracey out of his brief trance.  He started to move again with his eyes on the pair of wolves.  It took him a minute to get back into the flow of the song, but Sangie did not seem to mind.  The whole time he could not look away from the show that Riley gave him.



Concentrating on the dance was difficult; all he could think about was his Alpha's cock in Riley's muzzle.  Already his own sex had poked from its hiding place, a little bit of pink just outside of his white sheath.  Each move he made seemed to highlight the fact that he would be hard soon, any shift in his weight exaggerated by his swollen sheath.



The whole time Sangie's eyes were on him.  He could practically feel them as the larger wolf looked over his body to linger at his crotch.  A light touch that wasn't really there but made him tingle with need just the same.



"Mmmm.  That's it, foxy, get nice and hard so we can all see your cock," Sangie said and licked his lips.



A second or two after the wolf's comment Tracey heard the track change again; the new beat was slow and uneven.  His dance ground to a halt while he looked at Sangie, confused.



"Is this techno?" he asked, unable to believe that anything so slow could be.



A hand touched him on the shoulder and he jumped in place.  "Of course, just wait."  It was Jace's voice.



He blushed deeply and remembered that Jace had indeed been in the kitchen behind him.  Still, when the wolf turned him around he was not ready to see the other male completely naked.  Jace was hard too, he realized suddenly.



Before Tracey could say anything Jace's lips pressed firmly against his in a kiss.  A second later Sangie's large frame pressed against him from behind.  He felt suddenly small, wedged between the two wolves.  The fabric from Sangie's shirt pressed up against the fur on his back, and he felt hot breath on his ear.



"On.  Your.  Knees."  The words were slow, spoken with a powerful purpose that left him helpless.  Without a word of protest he broke the kiss with Jace and slowly dropped to his knees.



Tracey wasn't sure if he should kneel the way he had been taught, but he did anyway.  Sangie and Jace kissed above him as their cocks rubbed against each other as well as his muzzle.  Musk flooded his nose so he was left dizzy.  Hands, he was dimly aware that they were Sangie's hands, held him down by the shoulders while Jace's paw tickled under his chin and made sure his head was tilted all the way back.  A drop of precum ran down his Alpha's shaft and he was able to open his muzzle to catch it just in time.



Then the wolves finished their kiss and Sangie backed up a little bit.  Jace continued to hold his head while the tip of a cock was pressed to his lips.  The smooth shaft seemed to simply slip past his lips and glide over his tongue.  He eagerly took every inch that was given to him while hardly aware of the hand on his back that deftly pushed him onto all fours.



Jace held Tracey's head more firmly, and he felt a hand brush over his rump.  A second later Sangie's saliva coated tip touched under his tail firmly.  His whole body braced for the wolf to thrust into him, but instead the tip hovered there and teased at him.  It traced around under his tail, then lined up and pressed forward just enough for him to feel it before it backed off to circle his opening once more.



The grip on his head didn't relax, his muzzle held in place while the cock in his mouth started to fuck his muzzle lightly.  It distracted him, pulled his attention so it was split between the light tease under his tail and the heavy taste of wolf precum accompanying the weight on his tongue.  At the same time the constant sensations under his tail made it impossible to focus on what his muzzle did.



Unable to take it any longer he pushed back against Sangie's cock when it was lined up with him once more, but the hand on his rump kept him in place.  He heard all three of the wolves chuckle at him while he did his best to impale himself.  Then the cock under his tail pulled away completely and he let out a loud whimper.



A light swat landed on his ass.  "Bad boy," Sangie scolded lightly.  "You only get what we decide to give you, understand?"



He did his best to nod even with the hands that held his head in place, the shaft in his mouth continued to thrust without even a slight pause.  Then he felt Sangie begin to tease under his tail once more and realized how much he was at their mercy.  He was completely powerless, completely dependant on them for any pleasure.  Somehow that only served to heighten his awareness of each movement they made.



"Do you want something?" Sangie paused for a moment and Tracey quickly nodded as best he could.



"I think he wants you to fuck him," Riley commented from one side.  There was a hint of lust in the wolf's voice.



Jace chuckled and thrust firmly into Tracey's muzzle a couple of times without pushing into the fox's throat.  "I think so too," he said, "but I wonder if he wants it badly enough.



"Well, fox, can you prove how badly you want it?" Sangie asked.



Tracey paused for only a second to consider how to do that and then started to wiggle his hips.  He tried to match his movements to the sound of the techno song in the background, and realized the tempo had slowly picked up while he was distracted.  His tail started to wag as well, also in time with the beat, although he was careful to keep it up in the air.



A thumb pressed into him suddenly, easily slipped all the way into him so he could feel a light stretch under his tail.  He couldn't hold back the moan that seemed to rise up inside of him from nowhere, and while he gasped Jace thrust firmly forward and completely buried himself.  Next thing Tracey knew his nose was pressed firmly to the wolf's pubic fur, a cock deep in his muzzle and stretching his throat slightly.



"Very good," Sangie said. "I still think you can do better, though.  If you can get Jace off, however, I'll be convinced.  Alright?"



Once again he did his best to nod for his Alpha, and without a moment of hesitation Jace started to fuck his throat.  Each thrust was fast and hard, the cock buried in his throat over and over again.  He did his best to suck tenderly while his tongue tried to milk at the wolf's cock, but the pace just seemed too frantic.  All he could do was hold still.



That was apparently enough, though.  Every time the cock hilted in his muzzle the taste of precum grew stronger.  Jace's breath got heavier too, each breath almost as fast as the music had gotten.  He could even feel the member tense up several times on his tongue.  It wouldn't be much longer.



"Look up at me," Jace ordered suddenly.



Tracey did as he was told and blushed deeply the moment his eyes met with the wolf's.  All he could think about was that he was looking into the eyes of the wolf whose cock was in his muzzle while he was on all fours like some vixen in heat.  Jace's possessive expression only heightened the way he felt.  The gaze perfectly communicated one thing: Jace owned him.



As if to accentuate the point Jace suddenly spoke up.  "You are mine," he growled and then hilted into Tracey's muzzle.



He felt the cock slip into his throat once more then pulse.  Cum started to shoot into him and his body swallowed out of reflex so the seed went straight to his stomach.  The whole time he could not look away from Jace's eyes and the wolf's orgasm seemed to go on forever.  Still, the flow slowed down and somehow Jace pulled back long before he had started to feel a burning need for air.



"That is a good fox," Jace said when he pulled back.  "Just remember, that pointy muzzle better open if we ever want to put a cock in it."



Tracey nodded and blushed.  "Yes sir," he answered just as Jace squeezed a few more drops of cum out onto his whiskers.  The extra weight made them feel heavy while the little white strands decorated his muzzle.



Jace got up and moved to the couch but Riley quickly took his place in front of Tracey.  At the same time he felt the thumb slip from his tail hole to be replaced by the cock.  It began to tease over him again.  He whimpered but didn't protest further.



Riley dropped his pants and touched his cock tip to Tracey's nose.  "Open your mouth, foxy," he said.  The moment the fox did as he was told his muzzle was filled once more.



The flavor was familiar, definitely wolf, but at the same time tasted not quite so thick.  Even the scent was not quite as heavy as Jace, he realized, and squirmed while he enjoyed the subtle differences.  Just as he was about to settle down and try to get Riley off as well he heard the wolf speak.



"Good boy," Riley said.  "I might be the omega, but you are our pack's toy.  That means you will do what we tell you, even if it is just me.  Got it?"



When he nodded Riley let out a happy sigh and started to thrust lightly once more.  Before Tracey could get comfortable, however, he felt his tail hole stretch as Sangie hilted into him with a single, smooth thrust.  Once again he moaned, and as before the cock in his mouth pressed forward until it hilted into his throat.  He felt sandwiched between the two wolves, vulnerable.



Sangie's body curled around his and arms hugged him tightly around his hips.  A single hand teased over his own rock hard cock, squeezed it firmly while fingers glided over his length.



"One more thing you need to remember," Sangie whispered into his ear.  "You will always lift your tail for us.  Right?"



Before Tracey could answer he felt the shaft under his tail pull back slowly and then hilt firmly in him again.  He moaned around Riley's shaft, already able to feel the needy burn deep inside of him.  Without a thought he ground back against his Alpha's hips.  



The music's beat had changed once more, he realized.  Gradually the tempo would pick up until it was frighteningly fast before it slowed to a crawl and started to build once more.  It almost seemed to throb and he suddenly knew why the song had been selected.



Almost as soon as the music changed both Sangie and Riley began to fuck him.  For a second all he could do was sit still and take it, his mind overloaded by all the sensations that bombarded it.  Smooth flesh glided over his tongue while his tail hole was stretched tightly around his Alpha's member.  Fingers continued to caress his own throbbing cock the whole time so that his hips bucked slightly.



Then he started to catch up to the change of pace.  He worked his tongue over Riley's shaft while it ground into the roof of his mouth and with a gentile suck made the wolf moan.  The cock under his tail continued to pound into him with an easy, powerful pace that made him feel weak in the knees but was easy to rock his hips in time with.  Before long he became so focused on pleasing his new 'owners' that he was hardly aware of how loudly he gasped each time that thick cock ground into him.



Riley took hold of his head and started to hump more firmly without any warning.  For a moment the action startled Tracey, but then he realized the wolf was just in a hurry to finish himself off.  He did his best to help the wolf along with his tongue.  It was difficult with his attention distracted by Sangie, but he slowly managed to tease over Riley's length despite the frantic pace of his thrusts.



The first splash of wolf seed on Tracey's tongue made him moan.  Then he felt the cock slip from his lips and at the same time Sangie placed a paw on his back then pressed his chest firmly to the ground.  Tracey squirmed, pinned by the heavy paw on his back with his rump still up in the air getting pounded, and the rest of Riley's cum landed across his face.



"I wonder what your parents would do if we made you go home without a shower," Sangie teased.



Tracey whimpered franticly.  What would his parents do if they knew he had spent the weekend with a cock planted under his tail?  "No!  Please!"



Sangie just laughed and started to thrust a little bit harder.  Each time the wolf buried his length a soft smack sound filled the air.  His Alpha's balls lightly smacked against his own sack, almost demanding that they submit as well.  One of Sangie's hands stroked over his head and rubbed Riley's seed into his fur in the process.



"Such a pretty boy you are," his Alpha commented, the hand on his head glided down to rub his upper back.  "I really would like to keep you here, with us."



Tracey whined, then nearly howled out when Sangie's cock pressed into him again.  He was going to cum soon, he realized, but had no idea how much longer the wolf would keep going.  The thought made him tremble as he started to worry if Sangie would make his night with Riley seem like a short stint.



Once again Sangie spoke up, the hand now back on his rump to hold him in place.  "But I suppose I will have to settle for having you over once or twice a month, won't I?"



Tracey knew it wasn't really a question.  He didn't care.  "I'll come over as often as I can..." he whined, his need clear in his voice.



"Promise?"



Before Tracey could answer his whole body tensed up for just a moment before he came hard.  This time he did howl, loudly.  A second later Jace's voice joined his, followed by Riley.  The pleasure of his orgasm seemed to wash over his whole body so he was left warm all over, a pleasant tingle.  Just as his howl started to die off both Riley and Jace picked back up, actually louder than before if that was possible.



He wasn't sure why but he felt compelled to join in, and without thinking added his voice to theirs once more.  The whole time Sangie thrusted harder into him, then with one last motion hilted his cock firmly under the fox's tail and howled out as well.  The wolf's seed shot into Tracey so quickly that it soon started to leak out.



And all he could do was howl along with his new pack.



*     *     *



The three wolves waited at the bus stop with Tracey.  He was glad they were there, after the last night he had actually been a little worried that things would turn weird.  But that hadn't been the case at all.  Each one of them had made sure that he felt comfortable with what had just happened and that he didn't mind that he now 'belonged' to them.



When he had woken up the next morning breakfast had already been ready, and while they ate they had talked.  About how he had gotten into track and field sports, of all things.  It was silly, but somehow that left him feeling even more comfortable with the whole situation.



"You're going to come and see us as often as you can, right?" Riley asked.



Tracey nodded.  "I have a track meet in a couple of weeks.  Usually the team goes out to eat after, but if you guys could pick me up I could celebrate with you instead."



Sangie grinned and gave him a kiss on the cheek.  "Just make sure you don't find any other wolves before then."
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