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  A Mouth is a Mouth


  

  “Well, you know what they say,” I said. “A mouth’s a mouth!”


  For a moment, I thought I hadn’t sounded insincere enough, like I was just joking around, because he gave me this look like I’d just told him I’d eaten a sautéed dictionary for breakfast. It was fascinating to see in person the veil of understanding slowly lift away from his face. His eyebrows went up high and his tail wagged once, twice, then a flurry.


  “Oh, wow,” he said. “I never thought of it like that. Hey! This means you can blow me!”


  I cringed. Traffic around us had stopped as curious students stared. I laughed awkwardly and shoved his shoulder so that people thought we were just kidding around. I mean, I’m not in the closet or nothing, but I still have a sense of propriety, and the middle of the hallway was not the place to discuss blowjobs at loud volume. The jock, for his part, appeared oblivious to the attention, but then, he’s used to it. He moved over to the room we’d just left and motioned me with him. The teacher had already left and nobody remained inside. The jock closed the door behind us and locked it, then pulled down the vinyl shades to obscure the view inside.


  I realized what he was intending and managed to choke out a startled “Hey!” He already had his hands on his belt and was busily trying to undo it when he stopped and looked up at me.


  “What’s wrong?” he asked. “Thought you wanted to blow me?”


  Well, of course I wanted to blow him. But that wasn’t the point. The problem was that he was expecting a blowjob. I closed my eyes, composing my reply in my head, when I heard the slow ziiiiiiiiiiip of his pants opening. I opened my eyes.


  “Listen, I’m not–”


  I stopped, mid-sentence, and stared in amazement as inch after inch of jet-black doggycock spilled out of his jeans, flopping over and obscuring the zipper. It was thick as my wrist and only semi-hard. The tip bobbed in mid-air as the length jerked upwards, gradually filling out. He didn’t take much time to get ready, I guessed, as I watched the enormous member fill out, rise to its majestic heights, until the huge crown brushed into the fur on his upper belly, just below his pecs.


  “Do you mind if I take my shirt off for this?” he asked. Without waiting for a reply from me, he stripped his shirt over his shoulders, revealing a gorgeous set of abs and meaty pecs. “Thanks. I don’t wanna get any goo on it.”


  I still didn’t respond. Who could with a monster like that staring at them? I licked my lips and felt my erection in my shorts. Holy shit, what a cock. I had to have it in my muzzle. There was no stopping the surge of carnal emotion as the fat shaft gently throbbed. I sniffed the air and shivered at the scent of his musk.


  “We only got an hour till the next class comes in,” he said, reaching down to squeeze the base of his cock. He pointed it at me and grinned. “C’mon! Muzzle’s a muzzle, right?”


  I dropped to my knees in front of him and pressed my palms against his thighs. I could feel the powerful muscles under his jeans and stared at the tip of his flexing shaft. I was almost drooling. Holy shit. His cock was so huge! My paws trembled as I leaned forward, nose twitching all the while. His paw guided his cock to my lips as I kissed the tip. The taste was exquisitely male – fresh, but musky and salty. I licked my way around his tip and moved my paws to replace his. He lifted them out of the way as I grasped his enormity. I could barely fit both paws around the base. I opened my muzzle as wide as I could and slurped his tip, managing to just barely fit the crown into my bulging cheeks. My paws groped at his base, at the sheath, at the growing bulge I knew to be his knot.


  His body shifted as he spread his legs and moaned appreciatively. My ears burned. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, to this guy, in this classroom. I closed my eyes, ears back, lips spread, wrapped around the single biggest cock I’d ever seen in my life. His paws descended on top of my head and rested there lightly as I bobbed my muzzle, trying to work the too-big cock deeper. It was a foolhardy mission considering his sheer size, but he seemed to appreciate it nonetheless.


  “Damn… haven’t fit in a muzzle in years,” he muttered. I opened my eyes and looked up at him. His head was back, tongue out, big chest rising and falling rapidly. His claws squeezed in behind my ears as his cock ground between my lips. “Heh… guess foxes really have earned their reputation?” he asked. “Last vixen I dated was good with her muzzle, too.”


  I blushed at that as my paws worked over his cock, pulling back his sheath on each downward stroke, massaging his growing knot. I popped my muzzle off his tip with a grunt and licked at the underside, slathering the bulging urethra with saliva. His scent filled my nostrils as a few generous blobs of clear pre-cum bubbled out of his length. I lapped them up eagerly, unable to help myself. His taste was potent and my cock throbbed in my shorts, tenting badly. I still couldn’t believe his size. His sheer, god-damned hugeness.


  I pressed my face into the underside and let it pulse against my face for a few moments. It covered half my face easily and I groaned with unadulterated lust. The grown was cut short when I opened my muzzle and dove back down around the tip. He moaned again and shuddered, hips pumping just a bit.


  “Fuuuuck… that’s good,” he gasped. “Been so horny I ain’t gonna last all that long, so you know… you want me to warn you?”


  I blushed again. He was so matter-of-fact about it, it was kind of disarming. I mean, I’d always taken sex so seriously, but here he was, a straight guy, treating me as nothing more than a warm muzzle, and I… I didn’t mind. It wasn’t so bad. It was a one-night stand, a throwaway experience where we were both in it solely for the pleasure of the moment, not any lasting relationship. I relaxed further and inhaled deeply through my nose before pushing my face down further. His paws tightened around the back of my head, squeezing my ears, when I tickled his bare knot with my claws and swallowed around his immense tip.


  “Oh, shit… fuck, you’re good… oooh… oh, here… here it comes!”


  I debated in the space of a few seconds the pros and cons of pulling off. A cock this big was no doubt productive. I couldn’t see much of his balls before, but a quick check of my paws found a pair of cantaloupes hanging in his jeans. They easily overfilled my paws. So that was a consideration – I have a thing for cum and this could potentially be a wet dream come true. On the other paw, if he was half as productive as I could imagine, I was going to end up smelling like cum and my shirt was going to get soaked. I only had one more class, which I could skip… so fuck it. I pushed forward harder and he, surprised by my forward motion, clutched at the back of my head and groaned long and deep as he shoved his hips forward. I closed my eyes as the first splatter of warm cum filled the back of my throat.


  I swallowed and swallowed and swallowed and swallowed. It took every trick I knew, every bit of strength, every mental command I could summon not to gag under the onslaught. My belly filled quickly as I swallowed, guzzling the hot, thick load as quickly as I could. I felt cum trickling out of the corners of my muzzle, out of my nostrils, as he kept pushing in, grinding his cock into the back of my throat. Pulse after pulse flooded my mouth as I struggled to keep up with the onslaught.


  My chest burned and my eyes watered as I pushed myself away with a wracking cough. Several cups of hot doggy-seed erupted from my throat as I fell onto all fours, hacking and gagging on the huge load. I moaned as I felt splashes of warmth all along my backside, from my head to my hips. His moans filled my ears as I tried to swallow, tried to control my throat. I leaned back onto my knees just as his cock shot another jet of seed. It caught me square on the muzzle and I almost came from the sensation of the gooey, warm liquid seeping into my fur, dripping off my chin, coating my lips and tongue.


  I opened my mouth and watched as he used his paws to jerk his huge shaft off onto my tongue. His knot was fully expanded and I reached up, grasping it in both paws. Using my palms, I massaged and squeezed it rhythmically, loving how thick and full the jets of cum got each time I squeezed it. He moaned and groaned, grunted and growled, as his paws worked his slick shaft, until only a faint drizzle of seed plopped onto my waiting tongue. He smiled and let his cock flop forward. Fully recovered, I took a deep breath and worked my muzzle around the now spongey, half-hard length, enjoying the taste of his seed and skin and musk. He gasped and moaned as I sucked him clean.


  “Damn… you’re even better than that vixen,” he said. “Sorry about getting some on your shirt, by the way. Here, I have an extra towel in my bag. Just get it back to me whenever.”


  He pulled his hips back, withdrawing that gloriously enormous member from my clutching lips. I stared after it as he leaned down and opened his backpack. He tossed the towel at me but I ignored it as he stood back up.


  “Hells yeah! I feel great!” he said, grinning at me. “You were right! One muzzle really is like another.”


  A thought struck him and he clapped his hands together.


  “I know! We’ll meet right here after every class. I could really use a blowjob after all the reading we do in here.”


  My eyes got wide. Every class? I was going to suck this monster off three times a week? My balls ached just thinking about it.


  “You’re in my biology class, too, aren’t you?” the jock said, continuing on. “That’s on Tuesdays and Thursdays, so you can blow me after those too! All right, this is going to be great. I’m not gonna be so horny all the time!”


  He grinned down at my stupefied face and flashed me a thumbs up.


  “Awesome! Thanks, dude. Hey, sorry again about your shirt. I’ll see you tomorrow after biology!”


  As he spoke, he stuffed his huge, half-hard member back into his jeans and zipped up carefully around the bulge. He patted his length and then ruffled the fur on top of my head, between my ears.


  “See you later, buddy.”


  He unlocked the door and cracked it open before stepping out. He was almost all the way through and when he stopped and stared at me, as though struck by a thunderbolt.


  “Oh, dude. I just had this crazy thought. It’s just like what you were talking about earlier with the mouths.” His eyes got wide and he stared right into me as he spoke, a repeat of his previous revelation. “If one muzzle’s as good as another… wouldn’t one ass be as good as another? I mean, chicks do anal, right?”


  The unspoken question hung in the air. My tail hole clenched hard enough to make diamonds when I thought about him on top of me, working his wrist-thick, arm-length cock under my tail. And that knot… my God…


  “I suppose,” I heard myself say in a casual kind of voice. “I wouldn’t really know.”


  “Ha! I guess not! You’re a… whaddya call it? A catcher? Cool. Well, hey, let’s try that sometime too!”


  He grinned at me again before disappearing and shutting the door behind him, leaving me kneeling on the floor in a puddle of cum. As soon as the latch clicked shut, I wrenched open the fly of my shorts and pulled them down. I’d barely got a paw around my dick before I was shooting the biggest load I’ve ever managed across the floor, adding a meager amount to the mess he’d left behind.


  It was going to be a great semester.


  A Rump is a Rump


  

  My ears were flat to my skull, my eyes squeezed shut, my muzzle crinkled. The jock stood in front of me, head tipped back, a satisfied moan rumbling past his lips as wave after wave of warm, salty canine cum washed down my throat. Fortunately, at this point midway through the semester, my gag reflex was pretty much gone. The well-hung canine was making a game of seeing how far he could get each day.


  I was in heaven.


  Cum rolled out of the corners of my lips, but not as much as the first time I’d taken on the beast. I was getting good enough that I rarely needed my spare shirt afterwards. My paws clutched at his thighs as he humped forward, pushing the apple-sized head to the back of my throat.


  “Hey, new record! All right!”


  The canine’s monstrous shaft pulsed once more before he pulled back. I gasped, heaving for air, and fell onto my hands and knees. Thick drops of white cum dripped past the side of my face as the jock grinned down at me.


  “Wait’ll the guys here about this. They’ll never believe it.”


  I was still experiencing the after-effects of chugging what felt like a gallon of doggy cum, not to mention the enormous stalk rising from his hips to just below his shelf-like pecs. So it took me a few moments to process what he’d said about “the guys.” In fact, he was already stuffing his semi-hard length down one leg of his jeans and pulling on his shirt by the time I was able to lift my paw and croak out, “Wait… other… guys?”


  The jock’s ears swiveled forward. “Oh, yeah, man. I told a few of my friends on the football team. And the baseball team. Oh, and my buddy that’s in wrestling.”


  My heart felt like it was about to pop clear of my chest. I wondered what the coroner would say about that.


  The canine leaned over, staring at my frozen muzzle. A glob of thick cum hung like drool from the corner of my lips.


  “Hey, relax, man. I didn’t tell ’em it was you. I mean, they know you’re a fox, but that’s it.”


  I realized I hadn’t been breathing and took a few ragged gasps. My arms felt like they were going to give out.


  “But, you know, it would help me out if you’d… well, prove you exist.”


  I looked up at him. He looked so earnest.


  “I mean, they don’t believe me, you know? What kind of friends are they, not believing me? That I get a blowjob just about every day from a dude who can actually take this?” he said, pointing to the bulge traveling down the left leg of his jeans. His eyes took on a slightly needy look. “Sure, most of my buddies are bigger than me, but come on… this ain’t tiny, right?”


  “Not… tiny…” I was stunned. Bigger… than him? My brain might have broken a little at that point, because the words that I said next weren’t something a normal, rational, logical person would ever say. “I’ll meet them.”


  The jock’s face lit up. “Awesome! I’ll let them know. Doesn’t have to be right away, if you’re not cool with it. I mean, some of them didn’t get it at first.” He frowned slightly. “I had to explain it very carefully to Jerry. Anyways, I explained it to ’em just like you did to me. A mouth’s a mouth, right? Ha!”


  He stood up, satisfied his personal troubles with his friends would soon be cured. I leaned back on my haunches and wiped my face with a towel I had in my gym bag. The jock headed for the door – he knew I usually stayed after to clean up any of the mess. Really, it was so that I could masturbate. There was no time to do it when he was in action.


  “See you later! Oh, and tomorrow I want to fuck your ass, so I don’t know if you should bring some lube or something? Okay, later, dude.”


  Revelation upon revelation. My stomach churned as I imagined him on top of me, driving his length into my backside. Would it fit? Did I want it to fit? Well, that was a stupid question. Of course I want it to fit. Did I have enough lube?


  I realized the time and jumped up, quickly wiping down the area and stuffing the cum-soaked towel in my gym bag, where some odor neutralizers kept it from stinking any classrooms up. I dashed to my next class, but all the rest of the day I kept thinking about what tomorrow would bring.


  When the appointed time drew near, I stood near the entrance to the classroom we usually used. I saw the jock approaching, but instead of going in, he motioned me towards him. I walked next to him down the hallway.


  “Hey, I found a better spot,” he said.


  We didn’t speak as we left the building and walked across the boulevard to another hall. We took a flight of stairs down, turned a corner, and, in a long stretch of deserted hallway, there it was: a single unisex bathroom with a locking door.


  “Friend of mine recommended it. Said he’s brought girls down here before.”


  I didn’t know what to think of that, but then, I was regularly blowing a guy I had no desire to form a real relationship with. He wasn’t gay, and though I like him well enough, he’s not exactly dating material. Because he wouldn’t date me. And he’s kind of a lug. So I guess I was just a piece of trim. I could live with it.


  I went into the bathroom first. It was pretty nice – recently renovated, tiled floor, clean light blue walls, a toilet, sink, and paper towel dispenser. The accommodations weren’t really important, though. What was important was the jock’s intentions. I heard the familiar sound of his jeans unzipping and turned to watch as his heavy sheath fell free, soon releasing the fat, flaccid black member within. It was gorgeous.


  He grinned at me, cock lurching upwards rapidly. I was always impressed by his ability to get hard seemingly on command. He kicked off his pants and underwear, then pulled off his shirt. It was, I realized the first time I’d seen him totally nude. He was hot. Muscular, fit, tight, and toned, with short-cropped fur letting the muscular definition really shine through. My asshole clenched.


  I was a bit slower to undress. I was decidedly less fit than the jock. Shorter, as well. I was really a pretty average looking fox – red and white fur, a smooth stomach, short brown hair. My cock was average as well, though it looked even tinier compared to his.


  He grunted and nodded as I turned around and leaned over the sink, tail lifting slightly.


  “You do kinda look like a vixen from behind,” he said.


  I heard footsteps and watched in the mirror in front of me as he approached from behind. I felt his thick slab of cockmeat pulse against my rump, curling over slightly as he wasn’t fully hard yet. But something was missing… something was not quite…


  “Lube! In the bag!” I gasped, as I felt the girth of his member spread my rump cheeks apart.


  “Oh, sure thing, dude,” the jock said. His hips remained pressed up against me as he leaned over, squeezing me into the sink, while he rummaged in my gym bag, eventually emerging with the bottle in hand. I could feel those heavy nuts resting on the back of my thighs. I tightened my grip on the sides of the sink and swallowed hard.


  A few tense moments passed. I tried to visualize his cock in my mind. I tried to think about it going under my tail. My imagination failed to come up with a plausible scenario for making this happen.


  My thoughts were interrupted by the warm, slick glans of the canine’s beefy shaft grinding between my cheeks. I went taut for a moment, but then tried to relax as his paws gripped my hips and pulled me firmly back into him. My muzzle opened wide as I felt that thickness squeeze against my tight hole. He heavy breath washed over my neck as he lurched forward.


  “Woooooohhhhhhhoooouuuuwwww!”


  My rump clenched tight as the tip popped through. Several enormous inches followed. I wriggled madly, dancing on my toes as the canine’s satisfied sight echoed in my ears. I tipped my head back, hips thrust out against the sink, both of my paws grasping at his.


  “It’s just like that vixen’s!” the jock moaned. He pumped his hips, grinding in deeper. I could feel his length pulsing, twitching inside of me. I was fully erect, harder than I could ever remember. As the thickness surged deeper, I nearly came. My balls felt like they were going to explode.


  Then there was nothing but fucking. The canine’s paws moved to my shoulders, pushing me down over the sink. I could, by lifting up my eyes, see his reflection in the mirror. He was bent low over me, muscular torso hovering above my backside. His eyes were closed and a happy, dumb expression scrawled across his muzzle. His fat shaft plowed deeper, stretching me like I’d never been before. Thick, warm liquid ran down the insides of my thighs, a mixture of lube and pre-cum. With as productive as he was, at least I didn’t need to worry about re-upping the lube anytime soon.


  My guts shifted as his cock went deeper. I didn’t even realize how deep until the unmistakable ball of flesh comprising his fat knot squeezed against my hole. I groaned loudly, unable to help myself, as he pulled back, rearranging my insides as he went. He shoved back forward, grinding in again, opening me up no matter how tight I clenched. My prostate screamed as he hammered it again and again, loosening me up to the point he was able to get in close, wrap his arms around my hips, and thrust with short, sharp movements, bouncing his knot off my tail hole each time. I could hardly breath and my head shook wildly as he humped my rump with growing force.


  He switched paces soon, though, as I felt a tremble in his paws. I stared at the mirror, watching as his head tipped up. His hips pulled back slow and pumped in hard. I clenched each time, gasps of pleasure and other noises rolling out of my muzzle. The jock’s short claws dug into my hips as he thrust into me one last time, lifting me off the floor entirely. My feet dangled in mid-air as his muzzle opened and a growl echoed through the bathroom. I could just about hear the splash of cum painting my insides; most of it shot back around around his cock to drizzle down my legs and off my toes onto the floor below. His paws pulled my hips down as his legs pushed him up, threatening to grind that knot straight into my body as wave after wave of warm doggy cum flooded my rump.


  Fortunately, he backed off before impaling me further. How long would that knot take to go down? As much as I relished the idea of being locked to such a meaty, thick appendage, I wasn’t sure his reaction would be quite as happy after the first twenty or thirty minutes.


  I bowed my head as his grunts and moans echoed in my ears. I’d never felt so full, so fat with cum, nor been stuffed well past capacity like he’d so casually done. In fact, when he dropped me to my feet by coming down off his tip-toes, he pulled out easily, leaving me little time to relish the thickness. I gasped, jerking, cumming as his tip flipped out, followed by a stream of seed. My cock spat a few stripes across the mirror as I gasped for breath. The canine watched, seemingly amused he’d been able to make me do that.


  “That was awesome. We’re definitely doing that again, huh?”


  I sagged weakly against the sink. My fingers nearly slipped. I tried not to drop to the floor.


  “Yeah… yeah, sure,” I said, head spinning. That was a fuck to end all fucks. Straightforward and simple, just like him, but boy, did it get the job done. I realized my tongue was hanging out of my open mouth as I rested my cheek against the porcelain sink.


  “Cool. Meet me here tomorrow, same time?” he said, not really asking a question. The jock used a towel to wipe himself down, then quickly got dressed. “Thanks again, buddy. You were right. A rump is a rump! This was a great idea!”


  His tail wagged furiously behind him as he stood with his paw on the door. “Man, the guys’ll never believe this!” He glanced over his shoulder at me. “Say… how about I bring someone along tomorrow? I think that’ll be fun, right?”


  I watched as his burgeoning sexuality took flight, taking him on intellectual adventures. Every furrow of his brow was like an army of computers crunching simulations.


  “Well, I mean, threesomes with two guys and a girl are sweet. And that’s kind of like this, right? Yeah, it’ll be cool.”


  The jock grinned at me. I stared at the bulge in his pants. “Okay. See you tomorrow!”


  I blinked. Had I just agreed to a threesome? After two months, I should be able to keep my eyes off his cock for a few minutes at a time, shouldn’t I? Strangely, though, I didn’t feel as much panic as I had earlier. Maybe I was overthinking it after all. I mean, it was still just for fun. It wasn’t like we were doing anything wrong. I wasn’t taking advantage of the big jock and his naiveté… and even if I was, he was getting as much out of it as me.


  I grinned and cleaned myself up. I was looking forward to tomorrow.


  A Threesome is a Threesome


  

  “But dude, it still sounds pretty gay.”


  “Nah… just because he’s gay don’t mean you are. Don’t you get it? A muzzle’s a muzzle, dude!”


  “I do like getting my dick sucked…”


  I could hear the familiar voice of the canine jock as well as a voice I didn’t recognize. The door to the private, one-stall bathroom was next to me; I was waiting outside, leaning against the wall, duffel bag at my feet and my book bag slung over one shoulder. I stood up and turned to face the hallway when I heard their voices grow closer.


  “I’m telling you, man, it’s great. I’ve been getting off every day and it’s been fantastic.”


  The jock I knew and the jock I didn’t came around the corner. I tried not to act to eager as they approached, but I couldn’t stop my tail from wagging a bit. The thought of two strong, muscular males letting me get their cocks in my muzzle was just too exciting. I was already chubbing up in my pants.


  The canine approached and offered me a high five. “Hey, buddy! How’s it going?”


  The other guy was a tall, muscular kangaroo. He wore a pair of khaki shorts that showed off his supremely powerful legs, as well as a tight black shirt with the school’s logo outlined in gold. My eyes drifted to his crotch, where a healthy bulge rested.


  “He don’t look much like a chick,” the kangaroo said, staring at me.


  “Don’t worry about what he looks like, man. It’s all about what he can do, you know?” The canine draped an arm over my shoulder and grinned at the roo. “Listen, if I ever met a girl who liked to suck dick as much as this guy, I’d be bringing you to her, right? Only, she don’t exist. And besides, like I said, it ain’t gay. Right?”


  He directed the last “Right?” to me, but I wasn’t sure how to respond. His kangaroo buddy appeared to be about as big of a lug, so I decided to tread carefully around their growing issues of sexuality and self-perception. On the other hand, I didn’t feel that lying to them would be a good idea in the long run.


  “Well, I think that if you looked at it traditionally, it could seem a little gay,” I started, wondering exactly how I’d ended up in this situation. Both canine and roo stared at me, hanging on my every word, as though I were some sort of sexual sherpa guiding them to enlightenment. “I am a guy, after all.”


  Both appeared slightly nervous at my confession. I hurried on.


  “But, on the other hand, neither of you are gay, right? You both prefer girls?”


  They nodded.


  “Well, then it’s not gay. Well, it’s gay for me, but for you, it’s just a sex act with no ulterior motive. I mean, just because I… you know…” Why was I suddenly starting to get bashful? I’d had over ten inches of rock hard doggy-cock stuffed into the back of my throat for the past two months straight. “Just because I like sucking dick doesn’t make you guys gay. It just means you like blow jobs, and that you consider one muzzle as good as another. If you were into dudes, not blow jobs, then you’d be gay. Does that make sense?”


  I wasn’t sure it did. For a moment, I wondered whether my explanation would satisfy them. I almost hoped it wouldn’t, because having two well-hung jocks to blow each day was far too good to be true, and my karmic retribution was piling up. Well, if I believed in karma. Which I kind of did. No good deed, right?


  The kangaroo frowned slightly, eyes glazed. I’d never seen someone think so hard.


  “So… you’re gay, because you like sucking dick,” he said haltingly. “But I’m not gay, even if I let a dude suck my dick. Because I like girls. But girls don’t always like sucking dick. And you do.”


  The canine grinned and slapped his friend meatily on the backside.


  “I told you he’d explain it! Like yesterday, I fucked him up the ass, and it was just like doing a girl.”


  The roo’s smile grew broader. “I do like anal.”


  “Of course you do! Everyone does!” the canine said excitedly. “I like anal, you like anal, hell, even he probably likes anal.”


  I was obviously more of a bottom, but I figured it was wise to agree at this point. I nodded.


  He turned to the roo triumphantly. “See? If he were straight, he’d want to fuck ass just like us.”


  The existential nature of their sexual perceptions would have made for an amazing paper in my sociology class. I wondered whether I’d be able to do a case study. I was almost proud of them. They were breaking down the gay-straight dichotomy and opening themselves up to the pantheon of possibilities.


  The canine interrupted my thoughts by grasping my shoulder and pushing me towards the bathroom. I leaned down to snatch up my duffel bag as all three of us entered.


  “Wait,” the roo said once we were inside. “Is three guys kind of gay? I mean, do we watch each other get blown?”


  The canine answered for me. “Yeah, man. Remember that away game at Fieldhurst? You and me double-teaming that hot panda cheerleader in the back of the bus? That wasn’t gay. She had a paw on each of our cocks and was taking turns on ’em, remember?”


  “Yeah… that wasn’t gay…”


  The kangaroo’s khaki shorts bulged ominously, growing bigger. I could see the outline of a fat head pushing down the leg.


  “Okay, fuck it. I mean, if I don’t like it, we can just stop, right?” he asked. His eyes were wide, excited, but creased slightly with worry at the corners.


  I almost laughed. Both of these guys could break me in half with one hand. The roo was bigger than the canine by a few inches all around, toned and powerful; he clearly ought to be the dominant one, yet he was asking me in almost beseeching tones whether I would stop sucking his cock if he got uncomfortable.


  “No problem,” I said, putting a little emphasis into my voice. “Any time you want to stop, just let me know.”


  “Hey, I’ll show you how good he is. Check this out.”


  The canine’s jeans opened and his enormous shaft spilled out. Like always, I was entranced. The long, ass-destroying piece of meat was just so fucking hot. My rump was still aching from yesterday.


  I dropped to my knees, tail wagging furiously behind me, and slipped both paws around the base, lifting the semi-hard length up. The jock grinned at his buddy and put his hands on his hips as I used my tongue to lick along the underside, teasing the urethra. One paw went to fondle and massage his heavy nuts as I planted several wet kisses around the tip. I felt for his knot and was not disappointed; the heavy pound of flesh was already filling up fast, like a meat balloon.


  I opened my muzzle wide and pressed forward. The canine’s paws wrapped around my head, clutching my ears. I could feel his claws pricking my skin as he shoved his hips forward, pumping roughly into the back of my throat and holding himself there. He let out a happy moan and kept going, popping the tip into my throat proper. His cock surged, throbbing and hot, warm against my tongue, filling my cheeks as it grew to its full, impressive size inside my muzzle.


  “Wow,” I heard the kangaroo say. “You were right – he can really take it, can’t he?”


  The canine grunted, hips pumping in and out a few times, popping his tip in and out of my throat. I struggled for air, but wasn’t about to stop him. This was too fucking good. His huge nuts draped over my chin as he crammed himself forward, making my muzzle wrinkle. I shut my eyes as I felt the knot press against my lips.


  “New record!” the canine said, nearly shouting with excitement. “Holy shit, nobody’s ever taken it all before!”


  The kangaroo, I noticed as I cracked open an eye, was staring at me, almost drooling as he watched my muzzle slurp around the canine’s thickness. I couldn’t help the drool dripping from my chin as the jock held himself there, letting my throat do all the work of swallowing and squeezing convulsively around his tool.


  Eventually, though, my eyes burned and my throat seized. I desperately needed air and pulled off with a gasp. A shot of pre-cum splattered over my face as the tip lifted free, rising to bounce against the canine’s tan belly-fur.


  “See? Not gay,” the canine said. His cock pulsed, dribbling thick globs of pre-cum down his length. I felt incredibly slutty as I went after them, gasping for breath even as my tongue scooped up each delicious drop. I licked my lips, tail still going furiously behind me, and grinned up at him a bit stupidly. I couldn’t help myself. I was proud – I’d just fucking deep-throated the single biggest dick I’d ever seen in person. The black length beckoned me closer, and leaned in to take it again, but the canine’s hips back away.


  “Nah, dude, give my buddy a go.”


  I settled back onto my haunches reluctantly. I wanted that cock in my throat again, to feel his huge nuts on my chin, to inhale that rich, musky scent…


  The kangaroo grunted and stepped in front of me. The canine took a seat on the toilet lid, pants halfway down his thighs, huge cock rubbing into the fur below his pecs, leaving strings of pre-cum. I stared up at the intimidating roo. Fuck, was he massive. I reached up and slid a paw over the bulge in his shorts, eliciting a moan from him.


  In a way, I knew, I was enjoying the power I held over them. It was kind of a selfish act, after all. But then, they were using me just as much as I was using them. It was an equitable trade – they got their rocks off, and I got to get their rocks off.


  All thoughts of equity left my brain when I undid the button fly on his shorts and peeled back the brown khaki fabric. I had to reach in and pull his shaft free. It was half hard, but throbbing eagerly, and drooped over, jutting outwards before tipping down. He was about as thick as the canine, but a couples inches longer, even counting the canine’s knot.


  I groaned, unable to stop myself, and lifted the tip up into the air. I licked madly along the underside, panting with lust as the massive thickness lay against my face, blocking out the fluorescent lights. Holy fuck, was he big. The roo grunted when I kissed the tip. I glanced up at him. He stared down at me, eyes wide, excited, just like the canine.


  He filled my muzzle with the first few inches, but I kept going, almost growling with the effort of shoving my face down his fat stalk. He got hard quick, adding to the girth of the thing. My paws massaged the base, stroking up to my lips and down again, as I pushed forward, taking him to the back of my throat.


  “Fuck… he don’t look like a chick, but he sure as shit feels like one,” the roo gasped.


  “Best blowjobs I’ve ever had,” the canine said from behind me where he sat watching. I heard his paw stroking his wet shaft as he watched. “Just wait ’til you cum. He loves it. Swallows every time.”


  Pre-cum filled my muzzle after a few minutes and rolled down my lips and over my chin. The roo’s powerful thighs strained as he humped forward, driving his length to the back of my muzzle. I leaned forward to meet those thrusts and closed my eyes tight as the familiar feel of my muzzle wrinkling up hit me. His heavy nuts swung forward, smacking against my upper chest, as the tip forced its way into my throat. It almost hurt; I was grateful at that moment I’d been training with the other jock for so long.


  “Oh, fuck… fuck… oohhhhhhh, fuck!”


  The roo’s excited moans were music to my ears. I swallowed around his tip eagerly, groaning when I could manage to get a bit of air. Pre-cum rolled out of my nostrils, but I didn’t care. If could get that scent all day long…


  Large paws grasped my hips, pulling them back. The roo dropped to his knees, both hands holding my head, as the dog behind me pulled my hips up. I ended up on my hands and knees, between them, as the canine pulled my pants down.


  “What’re you doing?” the roo gasped.


  “Gonna fuck his ass,” the canine growled. I heard him rummaging in my duffel for lube while his meaty shaft lay along my rump cheeks. “My dick is so fuckin’ hard from watching him guzzle your shit, dude.”


  “Nice.”


  The squelching, wet noises coming from my overstuffed muzzle filled the air, along with the two males’ heavy panting. The canine’s black shaft poked under my tail, prodding at me impatiently. I lifted my hips as he pushed forward and gagged on the shaft stuffed down my muzzle as I tried to cry out. Inch after inch of jet black doggy cock shoved into my rump, re-stretching my aching hole.


  “Fuck, dude… I swear, his ass is so damned tight…”


  “You were right about his muzzle. Fuck, why don’t chicks suck dick like this?”


  I didn’t care that they were objectifying me or discussing me as though I weren’t there. I had one massive cock stuffed up my rump and an even bigger one fucking my face. This was unreal, like a wet dream. My pants were halfway down my legs, leaving my aching shaft trapped; I was pretty sure I’d be cumming before they would.


  “Oh, by the way, thanks for giving me a lift to practice yesterday,” the roo said. His voice was far too conversational. I clenched my jaw, took a breath, and shoved myself forward. “I can’t afford to miss any mooooooooooonngggggg!”


  The canine looked over my shoulder, grinning. “Wow… he took all of it, huh?”


  The roo’s head tipped back and his hips thrust forward. My lips stretched around the meat, right up to his sheath; my nose pressed into his crotch and one of my paws tugged heavily on his nuts. I pulled on them with both paws, letting all my weight shove forward onto his cock. My throat bulged obscenely with the size of the shaft filling it up.


  “Fu… fu…. fuuuuuuuuuck!”


  And there it was. Pure male seed flooded my throat, pumping into my belly, backing up to squirt out past my lips and nose. I swallowed convulsively, but the roo was just as productive as the canine. Normally it wouldn’t be a problem, but with a solid foot of doggy cock thrusting rapidly in and out of my tail hole, I was having a little more trouble than usual focusing on not drowning in cum.


  What a way to go, though.


  The roo pulled my head back with one paw. His other hand grasped his cock at the base as he took me off. Shots of pure roo protein splattered the inside of my muzzle before the tip flipped up, sending arcing shots of cum over the top of my head, over my face, painting my muzzle and cheeks and eyes. I tried to get my muzzle back around the tip and suckled down a few more jets of cum as the roo jacked his shaft eagerly. His fingers curled into my fur, holding me in place despite the rocking, thrusting, humping canine plunging my ass.


  The roo released me eventually as the flow relaxed. I moaned appreciatively, gurgling as I licked his shaft clean, scooping up drops of white cum and swallowing them down. My belly felt full, though whether it was his huge load or the canine’s massive cock, I wasn’t sure.


  I couldn’t stop the yip that escaped my lips when the canine’s claws caught at my thighs and belly. He pulled me back sharply, banging his giant knot against my tail hole. The roo grinned.


  “Dude, if you tie him, you’ll be here for an hour.”


  “Fuck, I know. But I really want to…”


  “Unnnnnnnngggggg!”


  The last moan was mine. The jock teased me, grinding his knot against my ring, threatening to split me open. His cock jerked inside my body. I was sure if I felt my belly, I’d be able to feel the length distending my skin. I didn’t dare move and kept my paws on the floor, forcing myself to focus on the roo’s half-erect cock instead.


  Powerful arms wrapped around my chest. The canine’s body leaned over, pushing into my backside. My legs went out and we fell to the ground. My cock squished between my belly and the floor, still strapped into my underwear and pants. The canine used the new position to his advantage, humping me fast and furiously, driving the entire mammoth shaft in from tip to knot, again and again.


  “Oh, fuck… oh fuck… oh fuck!” I gasped, eyes shut, head down, claws scraping the tile as he took me.


  Finally he came. I wasn’t sure whether I wanted him to stop or not. My poor prostate felt like someone had taken a hammer to it and my cock jerked, spurting a mess of pre-cum into my shorts. My balls felt so tight I wondered if they even be able to squirt out a cum shot.


  Rivulets of seed ran down my rump and thighs. I could feel each heavy, pulsing wave of seed emptying into my gut as the canine’s claws scratched at my shoulders. His grip relaxed eventually, and he experimentally shoved himself in and out again, enjoying the feeling of my clenching, tight rump around his length.


  “Shit, I’d go again if we didn’t have class,” he said. “I’m still hard. This dude’s ass is incredible. Just like a vixen’s.”


  The roo’s breathing was back to normal. He leaned forward, still on his knees, and used a paw to wipe his cock off on a dry patch of my fur around my shoulder blades. I just about croaked. My heart thumped. Oh, fuck me, they were actually wiping their dicks clean on me. It was like my inner slut was going nuts.


  The roo stood and pulled up his shorts and underwear, stuffing his half-hard length back inside. The canine finished up in my rump a minute or two later. They chatted casually as the Doberman’s muscular abs contracted with each steady thrust, until he was satisfied I’d completely drained his oversized testicles. From their conversation, I learned both their names for the first time – Rick, the kangaroo, and Javier, the Doberman. It was strange to realize I hadn’t known Javier’s name all this time. Rick played on the soccer team and was a kicker for the football team, which made sense considering the size of his legs. I still didn’t know Javier’s position on the football team.


  The Doberman’s massive cock pulled out of my rump an inch at a time, making me gasp and squirm. The canine grinned as he freed himself and wiped his cock on my lower back, just as Rick had done.


  “Hey, thanks again, dude. Now that Rick’s seen you action, maybe they’ll believe me, huh?”


  “Oh, for sure, dude. Fuck, I’m coming back with you tomorrow. That fox can suck a dick like nobody’s business. That okay?”


  I managed to weakly push myself onto my arms and nod. “Su… sure…”


  Both big males were dressed and out the door a few minutes later. Javier grinned over his shoulder at me as he left.


  “You are the best, dude! I feel so relaxed right now. I’m gonna kill that history test.” He moved to follow Rick into the hallway, but stopped and turned back to me. “You know… I wonder if it wouldn’t be better if you… um… wore different clothing. You know. Because Rick and I, we aren’t gay, so if you pretended to be… uh…”


  My sore hole clenched up tighter. Was he… asking me to cross-dress? I hadn’t really thought of it before, but if it meant I could keep on sucking and fucking the biggest cocks I’d ever seen on two supremely hard-bodied males, I figured it was worth it.


  “Yeah… yeah, I can try to come up with something,” I managed to say, ears burning. Was I going too far now? I mean, I’d thought about dressing up before. Truth be told, I even had a pair of silk panties I wore because they were comfortable. Playing dress up for a couple of straight guys so that they’d feel better about fucking me stupid…


  It was really a no-brainer. Of course I’d do it. Shit, the more I thought about it, the more I knew I was willing to do pretty much anything for cocks like that. I was a real size queen. But I also realized I didn’t care. They were having fun, I was getting the best sex of my life, and there were no foreseeable downsides, at least at the moment.


  “Awesome! Thanks, man. Tell you what, I’ll even give you a few bucks. It’s not fair if you’re doing it for us and have to pay for it all yourself, right?” He reached for his wallet, pulled out a wad of 20s, and set them on the corner of the sink. “Sweet. See you tomorrow, dude.” The jock turned to follow the roo and I heard snippets of their conversation before the noise faded. “Hey, the Battle of Hastings was in Russia, right?”


  Was I getting paid for sex? Was I a prostitute now?


  No, it was like he said. Sometimes simple logic was the best. This was fun, and he expected to have to help pay for fun times, whether it was buying drinks at the bar, paying for a girl’s dinner, or paying for a male fox to dress up like a girl and suck his dick down to the sheath. My rump slowly drained. I dragged myself to the toilet and sat there for a while, groaning every now and then as aftershocks hit me. My paw went to my cock, stroking feverishly. Within a few seconds, I was shooting stripes across my white-furred belly. Then I came again a few minutes later. My cock ached, my ass ached, my muzzle ached.


  I’d never felt better. Plus, that sociology paper was almost a guaranteed ‘A’ – the teacher was an assistant coach on the football team. I wondered how I’d be able to fit in the cross-dressing. I also wondered where I should go shopping.


  A Kiss is a Kiss


  

  I slipped a hand into the pocket on my jeans, feeling the folded up $20 bills I’d received from the jock. Shoppers streamed past me as I stared at the names of various boutiques in the mall: “Celebrity,” “New Princess,” and “Peach” were but a few of the many stores offering cute, fashionable clothing for females.


  Which I plainly wasn’t.


  Still, I told him I’d try. If it meant getting to continue to suck that incredible cock, I guess I was willing to do just about anything. Besides, what harm could a little dress-up cause? Straightening my spine, I held my tail aloof as I walked into “Peach.” I’d thought about it on the way over and came up with what I thought was a brilliant idea. To avoid the embarrassment of appearing as though I were a pervy cross-dresser to the salespersons, and to get them to help me pick out clothes that actual girls might wear, I would buy only one thing in each shop under the pretext of it being a present for my girlfriend.


  I went into the store called “Peach” first. Bright white lights and a blaring, top 40 soundtrack greeted me at the door. I nearly had to shout to be heard above the noise as I made my way to the counter. With a little help from the bored cashier, I emerged ten minutes later with the first piece of feminine clothing I’d ever purchased. I started out small, with a light purple skirt edged in pink. Fortunately, I’m pretty skinny, so when I told the cashier my girlfriend was about my size, she didn’t think much of it.


  In “New Princess,” I picked out a spaghetti-strap halter top. It was white with purple straps and the words “Divine” written on the front in sparkly gold lettering. I got a pair of low-heeled sandals in “Celebrity,” then headed for “Vixen’s Secret” to pick up panties and a bra. I went to a few more stores and picked up a few more articles of clothing – a pair of shorts, a blouse, and the like. I even found one of those oversized purses on sale – a cute pink one – that would fit a change of clothes and other necessities. I could stuff my gym bag inside it, or stuff it inside my gym bag as the situation demanded.


  I was at the register of one of the mall’s large department stores when I had another idea I was sure the boys would enjoy. The last of the jock’s money went towards a bottle of expensive, feminine perfume, which would mask my male scent, I hoped, and a few pieces of cheap jewelry, which came with free ear piercings.


  I spent the entire evening trying on the clothes I’d bought, until I settled on what I’d wear the next day. I wouldn’t wear them to school, of course, but I’d get to the basement bathroom early and change. I grinned at myself in my mirror as I held up a blouse, trying to decide between it and another choice. The shorts definitely made my ass look good. I wondered if cross-dressing weren’t something I was into after all, or if I was just excited to get boned by massive cocks so much anything vaguely related to that became appealing.


  That sociology paper was quickly becoming a major thesis.


  The next day, I waited outside the bathroom, having already changed. I didn’t bother with a wig or anything – I left my head fur natural, close cropped. The spaghetti-strap tank top with the word “Divine” across the front hung over my bare shoulders, clinging to my narrow belly. The bra beneath, stuffed with tissue, gave me the appearance of small breasts. My bellybutton was exposed; under that, a pair of pink hot pants clung to my upper thighs and rump. My tail went through a small clasp in the back. I wore the heeled sandals on my feet, along with an ankle bracelet, a small pewter necklace, and studs in both ears, though my fur hid them much of the time.


  I was leaning against the wall a few feet away from the door, wondering whether I’d overdone it on the perfume, when I heard the jock and the roo coming around the corner. Both of them looked at me and grinned, but then walked right on past. Javier walked all the way to the corner and peered around it while Rick opened up the bathroom and stuck his head inside.


  “He ain’t here,” Rick said, disappoint obvious in his voice. His long tail drooped onto the floor.


  “He hasn’t missed a day yet, don’t worry,” Javier said, walking back towards the roo. “I’m sure he’s on his way.”


  Both had ominous bulges in their gym shorts. Rick glanced over at me.


  “Hey, miss, have you seen a fox come by? About your height?” The kangaroo’s eyes widened and I couldn’t help but smile. “Wait… Javier!”


  The Doberman came up, sniffing the air. “I can’t even smell him. Maybe he’s not coming.”


  The roo punched the canine in the side and pointed at me. Rick’s mouth hung open and the bulge in his shorts was tenting out quite beautifully.


  “What?” Javier asked impatiently. His eyes followed Rick’s finger to my grinning face. I pushed away from the wall and took a step forward, slid a paw over my hips, and winked at him.


  Both males boggled at me as the realization of who I really was sunk in.


  “Holy shit,” Rick said, voice low. “Jackpot.”


  Javier growled and pushed forward, pinning me against the wall. His paws found my wrists and pulled them up, over my head, as his muzzle pressed into the crook of my neck and the top of my chest.


  “Fuck, he smells just like a girl,” the canine said, his voice nearly a moan.


  I was hard pressed not to moan back when I felt his hips shove forward, pressing the throbbing outline of his member into my belly. I squirmed as the excited canine huffed at my neck.


  “Even… mmmf… he even feels like a chick…”


  The roo’s figure came up next to us, casting a shadow over me. I stared up at him, gasping, lipsticked-lips pressing together. The roo grinned and reached out a huge paw, grasping my jaw between his fingers.


  “I didn’t think a dude could look so much like a girl,” he said, turning my head left and right. “Ears pierced and everything. Can’t believe I didn’t recognize you.”


  I shuddered as the Doberman’s length lay flat to my stomach, reaching from my crotch to my ribcage. Fuck, was he hung.


  I couldn’t think about that at the moment, though. The canine was growling, nipping at me insistently, teasing me like he would with a girl he was trying to get with. The kangaroo’s massive arms flexed as he leaned in close, inhaling my perfumed fur. He grinned, flexing again, and I realized he was showing off to me as well.


  This I wasn’t expecting. I mean, I figured it would just be another quick blow-and-go, maybe Javier pumping a load up my rump, but no… they were into it. They were treating me like one of the girls they’d take home with them. I shuddered as paws reached around my rump, squeezing at my ass, pulling my hips forward. My cock was hard, but stuffed deep into my panties, so that there wasn’t a bulge in the front of the shorts.


  “Get him inside, dude,” I heard Rick say.


  The fingers on my ass tightened and lifted me into the air. Rick pulled open the door to the bathroom as Javier carried me inside. He didn’t take me far, though; as soon as the door was closed, he set me down and shoved me onto my knees. I stared up at the Doberman and kangaroo, who stood shoulder to shoulder in front of me. Their crotches bulged. Javier’s shaft stuck straight up, the tip rising past the waistband of his black gym shorts. Rick, also in gym shorts, had a bulge running down his right pants leg, fat and hard.


  I reached out and massaged both of them through the fabric, groaning as I felt how big they were. Their size still shocked me.


  “Listen to ’im, dude,” the canine growled. “Even fuckin’ sounds like a chick!”


  “Unbe-fucking-lievable,” Rick agreed. “Shit… we could take him to the frat and nobody would think twice.”


  I pressed my face up against Javier’s shorts, feeling the throbbing member inside pulse against my face. I moaned again as his paw reached down, grasping the back of my head, shoving me firmly against his meat.


  “That ain’t a bad idea,” Javier said. “I mean, you wouldn’t mind, would you? Better than fuckin’ in a bathroom.”


  I glanced up and shook my head. Of course I wouldn’t mind. I didn’t care where they wanted to do it. I kept a paw on the roo’s length as my other paw reached up and pulled slowly on Javier’s waistband, drawing the shorts past his short, tan belly fur. I needed to pull the elastic almost straight out, then down, to get it around the huge tip. The canine pulled his shorts down the rest of the way himself, then grasped his cock at the base and the back of my head with the other paw as his shorts fell around his ankles.


  “Open wide,” he said, and thrust his hips forward.


  I managed to pull in some air before the massive rod filled my muzzle. My paws went over his and stroked the rest of his cock as he sunk in deep. My throat opened as his hips ground deeper.


  “Damn, it feels even better somehow now that he looked like a girl, dude.”


  I blushed. Was it really that much of a difference? I splayed my tongue along the underside of his tip, nursing on it for a few moments, before pushing my face forward, taking the entire length up to his sheath. His knot was still inside the furry pouch, but as I pulled back, suckling hard, it popped free and swelled larger. My fingers teased it as he wrapped both paws around my head and pulled me down. I closed my eyes, muzzle crinkling up as he pumped forward. I could head his moans, but the rest of my senses were focused on his massive black doggy cock. I could feel the veins under the skin, throbbing against my fingers. I could smell his hot musk seeping into my nostrils. His cock was warm and his pre-cum salty. The taste was exquisite.


  Big fingers dug roughly into my hips. I felt Rick kneel behind me, grinding his package against my lower back. His fingers slid over my stomach, feeling my belly, and up my torso, over my chest. They rested for a moment on my fake boobs and squeezed, then ran back down. The kangaroo pulled his shorts down, because the next time he pushed forward, I could feel the bare, smooth skin of his red shaft grinding along my spine. I lifted my tail and leaned forward, pushing my throat around Javier’s erection. The Doberman groaned in response.


  “Best… cocksucker… on campus… oh, shit…”


  Javier pulled his throbbing shaft from my muzzle as I was trying to swallow around it, milking it with my throat. The tip popped free of my lips and splattered my chin with a shot or two of pre-cum. The Doberman’s muscular chest rose and fell rapidly as he backed up a few inches. His cock jerked, slapping up against his belly before falling forward. Rolls of pre-cum streamed out of the slit, down the long, beautiful black shaft, and into the fur on his heavy nuts.


  “I almost came… damn, but he can suck a dick.”


  I blushed again and panted hard as I felt Rick’s arm circle my hips. His fingers grasped my shorts and tugged them down roughly, exposing my clenched tail hole. My cock hurt with arousal, but there wasn’t much I could about it now.


  “Go easy, dude… make it last,” Javier growled, pressing his hips forward again.


  The roo’s movements made me fall forward and I reached out with both paws, grasping the Doberman’s powerful thighs. Instead of throating his cock, despite wanting to, I went after his huge nuts. It was almost as much fun. I got him moaning and whimpering with pleasure as I licked and sucked on each fat ball in term, while one paw reached up to scrape my fingers through his belly fur, under his shirt.


  Rick found the lube in my purse and squirted his cock with the stuff. I felt the wet tip slide under my tail and closed my eyes. I pressed my muzzle into the side of the base of Javier’s sheath, stifling my loud moans as the tip stretched my ring. I couldn’t stop shaking as he forced himself in, but at least he went nice and slow. He was thick, possibly even a little bigger around than Javier. The Doberman’s hips felt incredibly against my face as I licked over his sheath and then kissed my way over and around his knot, squirming and panting and moaning all the while.


  After letting forth with a few choice expletives and exhortations as the roo’s big dick sunk into my body a few moments later, both canine and kangaroo laughed.


  “Haven’t heard a chick cuss like that in a while.”


  “Still, listen to ’im. He sounds just like a high school girlfriend of mine. She was a total slut, too.”


  My ears burned and folded back against my head as I opened my muzzle, wrapping my lips around as much of Javier’s fabulous knot as I could. I heard him whimper as I mouthed it, squeezing it tightly, tongue lashing it side to side. So, I was a slut now, was I?


  I didn’t really mind. If being a slut meant getting fucked up the muzzle and ass, and wearing female clothing to turn them on more… well, who needs labels, anyways? I shoved my hips backwards, taking a few more inches of the muscular roo’s shaft.


  “Harder!” I gasped, clenching my ass around Rick’s length.


  “This… fucking… rules…”


  Large paws grasped my head, pulling me back. Javier grinned down at me, muzzle half-open, tongue hanging out. His cock jerked, shooting strands of pre-cum over my head and face. I opened my muzzle wide, tongue out, licking each pulse as it emerged from his fat tip. Then he pulled me forward, hard, shoving his meat straight down my throat. I tried to groan, but all I could do was swallow around his shaft as best I could while my tail wagged furiously against the kangaroo’s chest.


  Speaking of the big roo… I felt his paws take a firm grip on my hips, then a few heavy thrusts pump that incredible red kangaroo cock deep into my body. I was sure he was trying to meet Javier in the middle, and to be honest, I think they could have succeeded if they really tried. The roo’s powerful thighs pressed into the back of my skinnier legs as he humped me hard and heavy, eventually squeezing every last inch of that oversized dick under my tail. I felt like I was going to pop.


  “Fuck, Javvy, he took it all!”


  “Fucking… fucking pro…”


  My eyes watered as the Doberman’s black-furred groin bumped into my nose again and again. The jock was leaning over, belly pressing into my forehead, grinding his huge knot against my lips again and again. How long could he keep it up?


  I pushed him back slightly, long enough to inhale a few times through my nose. I could smell nothing but his hot male scent. I loved it. He pumped forward again, roughly, and his claws scratched my ears as his grip tightened. I knew that meant and tried to relax my bulging throat.


  “Oh, fuck, dude, he’s getting… getting… mmmmmffff… tighter!”


  My throat convulsed around Javier’s long black shaft, milking it. Behind me, Rick’s hips thrust erratically, making my whole body bounce, even lifting my hips up higher into the air. I wrapped my arms around Javier’s hips, but his paws held me securely.


  Rick came first. I hadn’t realized the big male was so close, but then, I was used to Javier still. The roo’s fingers dug into my belly, pulling me down against him until my rump spread across his thighs. His head pressed into the back of my neck, teeth scraping my skin through my pelt. I heard his groan, a deep and guttural noise of pure ecstasy. My ass went wild as he came; his cock swelled just a bit further, going hard like iron, as cum filled my guts.


  Javier came a few moments later. Both of my paws went to his knot, wrapping around it, squeezing it hard, pulling it forward, making him go deeper into my muzzle. A loud, high-pitched whine filled the bathroom until his cock flexed inside my throat and dumped jet after jet of thick, gooey canine seed into my belly. I swallowed and swallowed, trying hard to keep up as Rick’s erection split me in two. Cum dripped out my nostrils, from the corners of my muzzle, soaking into my fur and girly tank top. More seed rolled down my thighs in the back, squirting out from around the massive red pillar stuffing me to capacity.


  Tears streamed from my eyes and my chest burned by the time I pulled off of Javier’s length. Inch after glorious inch of sturdy doggy cock came slipping past my painted, smeared lips, until I was nursing the tip, taking deep breaths of air before swallowing muzzlefuls of cum. I worked his shaft with my paws, loving how thick and fat he felt; the way the veins pulsed under the warm skin; the way his urethra bulged with each delivery of fresh, hot seed.


  Rick was satisfied to leave himself embedded in my guts, even after his shaft’s jerking and throbbing quieted down. I shifted, hips rolling slightly, pushing back against him. He thrust experimentally, making all that cum in my gut squish around. I groaned and looked over my shoulder at him, eyes wide, cum dripping from my lips.


  “You two really know how to treat a girl right,” I heard myself saying. Then I heard myself giggle and turn back around to lick more thick cum from the crown of Javier’s maleness.


  I felt Rick’s fingers squeeze me tighter. The roo’s cock pulled back slowly, teasing me with its girth. I could feel each ridge of each vein as I clenched, trying not to let him go so easily.


  “Mmmfff… fuuuuuck, this bitch is tight,” the kangaroo groaned under his breath.


  I giggled again, then gasped when he pulled free.


  Why was I giggling? I hadn’t intended to act like some kind of stereotype, but I couldn’t help myself. The giggling felt natural while wearing clothes like this. I shivered with pleasure as my gaping tail hole slowly drained. Rick shot a few last, pent-up bursts of seed across my lower back, then wiped his cock off in dry patches of my pelt.


  I spent extra time on Javier, licking his balls clean, then his knot, and finally the shaft, slowly working my way from base to tip. Rick was dressed by the time I was finished cleaning the groaning canine.


  “Hey, Javvy, I’ve gotta get to class. I’ll see you tomorrow?”


  “Ahhhh… sure thing, buddy,” the jock answered, waving a paw lazily at the kangaroo. “I’m gonna let ’im finish cleaning me off. See you later.”


  I moaned around the Doberman’s tip again, loving the feel of the huge head resting on my tongue. His fingers scratched at my head fur slowly as I leaned back, letting his half-hard shaft droop over, clean but for a few drops of saliva here and there. I used my arm to wipe some of the excess cum away from my nostrils and jaw.


  “That was great!” the jock said, grasping his cock and stuffing it back down into his shorts. “You look so hot, you know? Thanks for doing it this way. I mean, I know a muzzle is a muzzle, but it still feels better like this.”


  I nodded, eyes closing, panting hard. My ass felt so used and so good at the same time…


  “Anyways, you make a really cute girl, you know?” the jock continued. “Really cute.”


  I pursed my lips into a smile and looked up at him, eyes wide, rump sticking out back, chest pressing into his legs. I rested my face against the bulge in his shorts, groaning lightly.


  “Fuck… if I didn’t have class…” The Dobie’s shaft flexed against my cheek. I growled. “C’mere.”


  Strong hands grasped me under my armpits and lifted me onto my feet. My eyes went even wider as I felt one paw slip around my backside and clutch my lower back. He pulled me forward and leaned over, pushing my torso back. His face came closer and closer and his eyes closed and I sagged in his arms and his lips parted and then…


  He grunted into my muzzle. His tongue invaded roughly. My palms went flat to his chest, against his powerful, sculpted pecs. I didn’t breath, didn’t move, didn’t moan. My tail froze. I was scared to move.


  How the fuck was I going to explain this one to him? I mean, me sucking him off… that wasn’t necessarily gay on his part. I mean, it was a little, but it was mostly gay for me. I was like a masturbation aid; he just wanted to get his rocks off. There was no emotional quotient to the act that could be described as gay. It was purely satisfying physical needs.


  But kissing? That hadn’t happened before. Not in two and a half months I’d known him. My eyes stayed wide open as his tongue pulled back and he leaned away. The Doberman’s muzzle had a dopey smile on it until he saw my shocked expression. There was a look of confusion in his eyes, and then they too went as wide as mine.


  “Oh, fuck! Shit! I’m sorry! I forgot you were a dude!” he said. His arms released me and I stumbled, almost falling. “I didn’t mean to!”


  “No… no problem,” I said, wobbling on my feet just a bit. That had been quite a passionate kiss for a straight boy.


  “It’s just… oh, dude, I’m so embarrassed. Don’t tell Rick, please!”


  “I won’t… I won’t tell,” I said. Even though this is the kind of thing dirty letters to porn magazines are made of. “It was just… an accident. I think I went a little overboard on the looking-like-a-girl thing. It’s my fault, really.”


  “Yeah,” he said. He stopped, thinking, then continued with more gusto. “Yeah! Just an accident! I mean, it’s not like I’d kiss you if you were dressed like a guy or something. I just forgot you’re a dude, that’s all.”


  I almost fell over. That was a close call. I mean, I still didn’t think it was very gay on his part – or Rick’s part – if I blew them. But kissing? That’s dangerous territory for ego-laden bruiser jocks like them.


  “If it makes you feel any better,” I said, “the real girls must love it.”


  Javier laughed and headed for the door, tail wagging behind him with relief.


  “Nah, I don’t like kissing girls usually,” he said. “Anyways, dude, thanks again. You are the best. Did I tell you I got a B-minus on the test last week? The professor wanted to know my secret. Ha! Okay, see you tomorrow!”


  I managed to nod, though my gut was seized up. If the jock didn’t like to kiss girls… I didn’t dare finish the thought and certainly wasn’t going to voice it.


  “Se… see you tomorrow,” I managed. I could feel cum rolling down my inner thighs.


  “Later, buddy!”


  When the door closed behind him, I slumped onto the toilet and finished draining. It took a while. I leaned back against the porcelain, head tipped back, ears brushing the wall, thinking.


  There was no way he was gay. I mean, I’d met gay guys who acted straight, but he was straight. Wasn’t he? Rick was definitely straight. The roo was no-nonsense when it came to fucking a guy: in and out, quick and dirty. He wasn’t interested in anything but getting off. That’s how I thought Javier was, too. That kiss, though… that was new. The Dobie hadn’t kissed me before. But then, I hadn’t dressed like a hot vixen before, either. Maybe he’d just gotten confused and I was reading too much into it. But then again, he said he didn’t like kissing girls…


  Ugh. I was too horny to think straight. My cock throbbed. I decided to take care of at least one of my issues and reached into my panties, which were soaked through and through with warm kangaroo cum. I felt deliciously dirty as I lifted my fingers back to my muzzle and tasted the roo’s seed. He was saltier than Javier; the canine’s cum was also a bit thicker. Still nice, though. I licked my fingers clean, then wrapped them around my cock, shuddering as I pulled it from between my thighs. It didn’t take long. I came twice, actually. My rump ached and I forgot all about the kiss. Like Javier said… it was just an accident.


  A Knot is a Knot


  

  “Oh, Javvy, who you bringing to the house this weekend?”


  “I was gonna bring him.”


  “What? No way, dude!”


  The Doberman laughed. “Yeah, I mean, most of the guys on the football team want to meet him anyways.” Powerful thighs flexed, driving his black and tan hips forward. If my mouth wasn’t stuffed to bursting with kangaroo dick, I would have squealed.


  I was on the floor of the bathroom, on my hands and knees, my short skirt flipped up and a pink thong tugged down over the back of my thighs. Rick’s paws kept a tight grip on my ears, holding me down over his thick stalk, while Javier’s oversized dick plunged my rump over and over, bumping me with that knot each time.


  “Unnfff! Yeah, I know… I heard Terrence saying he wouldn’t want a dude sucking his dick no matter what, but…” The kangaroo paused, hunched forward, grinding his belly over my nose as I swallowed convulsively around his tip, which lodged deep in my throat. My lips spread, stretching around the base of his shaft, as his hips ground forward, face-fucking me just the way I liked it. “But holy fuck… I can’t get enough of it.”


  “Terrence… don’t know what he’s missing,” Javier moaned. His hips ground forward, shoving his knot against my ring, making me shiver and tingle. I couldn’t stop the squirming of my hips as he shoved forward, and for a breathtaking moment I thought he might actually be trying to tie me…


  “Maybe if you bring ’im to the party they can all line up! Hah!”


  My ears were already flat to my skull as I chugged Rick’s cock, but the kangaroo’s idea made my dick throb all the harder inside the feminine thong strapped around my hips. A team full of guys as hung or bigger than these two?


  I came. I filled my panties with cum and kept on thrusting, shoving my body back and forth over those two immense organs. I could hear the jocks’ moans of pleasure as I clenched, swallowed, squeezed, and squirmed, unable to help myself. The roo’s cock throbbed once, twice, lurching inside my throat as the kangaroo’s huge nuts swung against my chin. I could smell nothing but musk and cum as he came, flooding my throat, filling my belly. His fingers tugged on my ears as he humped forward, shoulders leaning back, thighs flexing as he knelt in front of my muzzle.


  “Fuuuuuck!”


  I heard the Doberman behind me laughing as I guzzled Rick’s load. The kangaroo’s grip relented and he pulled out slightly, giving me a chance to breath as I nursed on his tip. His shaft always tasted nice, but his cum was too salty. I preferred Javier’s – better texture.


  My tail wagged as Javier thumped against me, squeezing his knot to my tight tail hole. I stretched forward, throat bulging, as I milked both massive cocks at once. I was in heaven. Every day for the past two weeks I’d dressed as a girl to meet the two hunks. They alternated on my throat and ass, leaving me covered in seed and thoroughly exhausted. I’d never been happier.


  Rick grunted and grasped his cock at the base with a paw, then the back of my head with the other. He pulled me off roughly, holding me by the hair, and tipped my head back. Masturbating his enormous length, he aimed the tip at my face and let go with a few final spurts of cum. I panted, moaning under my breath, as I closed my eyes. I could feel those thick strands splatter across my muzzle, my lips, my cheek, and pursed my lips, pressing forward to kiss the pulsing slit. Cum rolled over my nose and dripped down the sides of my muzzle.


  “Damn… look at that… my girlfriend never lets me do this,” Rick said, a note of admiration in his voice as he painted my red fur white.


  “Def… definitely want him at the party,” Javier groaned. The canine’s hard belly and chest leaned over my backside, pressing into me, as his arms tugged at my belly and hips. His cock thrust inside me again and again, filling me, fucking me, owning me. I really loved the way the canine’s big black doggy cock hit my prostate. I was still rock hard in my panties, even after spontaneously cumming earlier.


  Rick pulled back, wiped his cock off in my headfur, and stood. I watched, disappointed, as his meaty erection pushed into his gym shorts. The bulge was gorgeous, though, and I licked my lips, already imagining the strong roo pounding my rump.


  “You still going?” Rick said.


  “I can’t get enough,” Javier replied, his voice strained. “I’ll catch up to you in a few.”


  The kangaroo grinned and laughed. “He is going to be a hit at the party. Should we even tell them he’s a dude?”


  Javier hot breath echoed in my ear as he leaned over me further, hips going a mile a minute.


  “Yeah, might as well. They’d probably find out eventually if they tried to finger him. Besides, I think some of them don’t believe he’s real still, even after you backed me up.”


  Rick laughed and headed for the door.


  “All right, dude. See you at practice.”


  “L… later!”


  Javier’s humping intensified after Rick left. I couldn’t even support myself with my arms and fell forward onto my chest, only my rump sticking up into the air. Strong paws smacked my cheeks, grasping them, using them to prop up his arms. The canine’s legs spread behind him as he levered himself against him, each time grinding his knot just a touch deeper, stretching me out just a touch more.


  “Ffff… fffuuuu… fuuuuuuuuuuuck!”


  Javier’s gasped expletives were followed by a rough bite to my shoulder. I arched my back, shoving against him, eyes going wide and muzzle opening as I felt those teeth sink into my shoulder fur. What really got my heart racing, however, was that giant knot. He shoved in and held himself there, forcing the knot against my ring. His cock lurched in my belly as his claws scratched down my sides. I could hear his toes scrabbling against the tiled floor.


  I couldn’t stop the high-pitched keening coming out of my muzzle as a muscular black-furred arm reached over my shoulder, hauling me upright, making me sit on that knot. The sudden movement surprised me, but what surprised me more was when that fat ball of flesh popped into my rump.


  Javier froze as my ass bounced off his thighs. My cock felt like it was going to take off like a rocket. I could feel that thick ball in my ass and let out a guttural plea. Both of Javier’s arms squeezed around my chest and belly, pulling me back against his torso. My tail stuck out over his left hip. I couldn’t hear him even breathe as he held me like that for almost half a minute, neither of us daring to move as the realization of what he’d just done sunk in.


  “I… I… I gotta… gotta cum!”


  He could hardly get the words out, but his arms worked better than his voice. He bodily lifted me up, pulling me against his knot, making me squirm and cry out, then dropped me down, letting the entire thing squelch around inside me. My belly bulged as the tip pushed out obscenely. I reached down, feeling his length moving inside of me, and I came again. I couldn’t stop it.


  Javier shoved me forward, flat onto my belly. He followed close behind, of course, and levered himself into me, thrusting hard, fast, short strokes, teasing with that knot, pulling it back until I screamed with pleasure before shoving back in. His claws raked my shoulders and his muzzle bit the back of my neck.


  His paws reached for my head, turning it to the side. He leaned over, so much taller than me, and tipped his head down. My eyes closed as his muzzle came closer, until I could feel his breath across my lips. I turned further, rotating my shoulders as much as I was able, as his hips lunged against me.


  He hadn’t kissed me since the first time, weeks ago. I hadn’t forgotten it, but I hadn’t thought of it much either. I was trying not to get too attached to these guys, after all. I was less than a fling, just a fun diversion, an opportunity for them to get their rocks off, no obligations. I didn’t want to fall for one of them. Especially not Javier… his black lips full and soft, pressing forward, matching mine, tongue pushing into my muzzle… I couldn’t develop real feelings because I’d just get crushed in the end… his claws, grasping my hips, holding me tight, filling my muzzle with his tongue, my rump with his cock…


  I bit at his lower lip, making him growl. I felt his orgasm a few moments later. His knot swelled even larger and I squirmed uncontrollably beneath him. The kiss ended and he pulled away, grunting and moaning as he filled my guts with seed. His palms went flat to my backside, shoving me against the floor, pinning me, his arms straight, back curved, hips held down. I could feel his massive cock lurching, throbbing, jerking against my inner walls. Fuck, was he huge. That fucking knot… oh, fuck…


  He wiggled his hips, shifting his cock around inside of me. I cried out, claws scratching at the tiles in front of me, as he pulled back experimentally, testing how big his knot had swollen. He was still cumming all the while, but little escaped, and I felt incredibly full.


  “Shit… I didn’t mean to do this,” he said. “But I haven’t cum like that in a while. Didn’t think it’d fit.”


  “Nnnnngggggggaaahhhhh!”


  “Oops, my bad, dude.”


  I rested my cheek on the cool tile, swallowing, still tasting Rick’s cum as the Doberman tried to hold still. Each movement sent fresh, unbearable pleasure through my body. My cock ached.


  “It’s gonna take a while…”


  He tugged his hips back and I just about came again; my arms froze and I let out a strained, noisy moan.


  “Yeah, gonna be a while. Heh, you’re cute when you make that noise.”


  Muscular arms wrapped around my chest, pulling me to the side. He rolled us over into a more comfortable position and I rested my head on his bicep. My cock jerked in my thong as his left paw stroked down my sides, over my hips.


  “Mmmm… this is nice,” he said. His nose rested against the back of my neck. He sounded sleepy. “I could do this… all… day…”


  I panted, trying not to move. That knot was ridiculous. I felt like I’d sat on a bowling ball.


  Javier snored.


  I closed my eyes, grimacing as his cock jerked inside me again. The Doberman was sleeping? He fell asleep? I’d fucked him to sleep? I felt a little proud of that, to be honest. And I wasn’t going to complain about being tied. His cock felt so good…


  I reached down and grasped my junk. I was shooting my load in a few seconds, cumming yet again. There wasn’t a lot of it, but it felt good, and Javier grunted in his sleep as I squeezed down around his knot.


  Then, there wasn’t much to do but think. The Doberman’s heavy, regular breath hit my backside as I tried not to move and wake him up. His cock pulled back, trying to free itself on its own so it could return to its sheath. I whimpered quietly and enjoyed the feel of his muscular body against me. I thought about the frat party. The dudes would line up? I wondered whether that would really happen. Surely not all of Javier’s friends were overhung, perpetually horny jocks who could be convinced to take on the same liberal attitude towards asses and muzzles as the Doberman. I mean, if they were, my sociology thesis could be a dissertation.


  The Doberman’s strong arms squeezed harder around me as the canine shifted in his sleep. His cock continued to soften. I glanced at the wall clock and sighed. It’d been almost twenty minutes already and the pressure of the knot on my tail hole was growing.


  I tried to pull away a few times, but there was no way it was coming out. Not until it softened further. I shuddered and tried to nestle my hips back in against him. His arms squeezed me close and he snuffled in his sleep, grunting and mumbling. I went still, hoping he wasn’t fully awake.


  “Mmh… fox… gunna… gunna stay… I got… practice…”


  I grinned and shook my head, but regretted it. Even the smallest movement made his fat shaft, even half-hard, wiggle around in my guts, sending shocks through me I could hardly stand. Not that I’d be sitting after today.


  I rested there, just enjoying the feel of him against me, his warm breath, his short fur, his strong muscles, and of course, his massive cock. After a while, of course, his knot went down. I checked the clock – it had taken almost forty-five minutes. When his knot popped free, I rolled onto my belly and squirmed. My ass felt so empty and tingles of pleasure races up and down my spine. Javier twitched as his cock flopped across the tiles, snorting awake with a confused grunt.


  “Huh? Oh, shit. Sorry, dude,” he said, reaching out for me. His paws pulled me back against him, my rump pressing along his half-hard length. “Didn’t mean to fall asleep.”


  His right paw lazily stroked my chest fur, above the low-cut neck of the tank top I wore. His lips nibbled over my ears before his other paw turned my head towards his. My tail went still and my breath seized in my throat as I saw his sleepy face lean down.


  God, he was a good kisser. Insistent, warm, firm… his tongue explored my muzzle and I groaned helplessly. His cock squirted against my lower back, still half-hard, still gently pulsing. He growled into my muzzle and explored my belly with his free paw.


  I froze when his finger brushed my erection. I was still hard as a rock. His paw jerked back, stung, and pressed into my belly. The kiss stopped for a moment, then continued; his head turned partly sideways, muzzle opening to mine. His large paw slipped back down, tentatively grasping my erection.


  I wondered what he was doing. He knew what it was. He couldn’t claim he’d forgotten I was a girl at this point. But when I felt his pads glide over my slick length, I couldn’t help but thrust into his paw and moan into his muzzle. In fact, it took only a few touches before I was thrusting against his palm and shooting a half a load, all my aching nuts could muster. When I slumped back down against the floor, his paw slid over my hips, wiping off my goo.


  I opened my eyes wide and pulled back, suddenly realizing what he’d done. He grinned at me lazily and sat up.


  “Look, don’t get weird,” he said, holding up his paws. “I figure if a mouth is a mouth, a paw is a paw, right? And you’ve helped me out a lot. Maybe it’s not so bad if I return the favor once in a while.”


  His logic was going to orgasm me to death. How could he be so logical about it? It was weird, since usually he was the one with the misgivings. This time, I was the one unsure whether it was okay for him to paw me off. Was he really straight? Maybe he was gay and didn’t know it? Did I dare to even think that? I mean, he jerked me off after he tied me. He tied me! A dude! And he was a dude! He had to be gay. The kissing… I mean… at least bi. Right?


  I nodded dumbly, muzzle half open, staring at him. My body was exhausted. I couldn’t think. Rick’s throat-fucking and the Doberman’s rump-tying had worn me out. Not to mention four separate orgasms. That was a new record.


  “It’s… it’s okay,” I said. “I mean, I don’t mind, of course, but I don’t want you to think you’re obligated or nothing.”


  Javier stood and stretched. I followed, getting wobbly to my feet as cum poured down my inner thighs.


  “Nah, dude, it’s all good. It’s fun. Besides, when you cum, you really get tight, you know?”


  I blushed and pulled my thong up, then adjusted my skirt. I was looking down, so I didn’t see him approach. His large black paws grasped my face, covering my cheeks, and tipped my head back. I closed my eyes as his muzzle descended again. My arms reached for his hips and I pressed myself close against him as he kissed me.


  I think I may have lifted my leg up into the air, bending it at the knee, as his tongue dove into my muzzle. His hot breath and hotter growls filled my throat. One of his paws slipped down, grasping at my hips, my rump, pawing at my slim, skinny body. His half-hard meat pushed into my belly, throbbing.


  He broke the kiss eventually, leaving me breathless.


  “Oh, man… I’m already late for practice… the coach is gonna kill me. Shit!”


  I realized I’d been standing on my tip toes and slumped back down as his arms left me. I watched him dress and rush for the door.


  “Sorry to run, dude. Here – this is my number. Call me if you want to go to the party this weekend.”


  He wrote on a slip of paper as he talked, using the wall for a flat surface, and handed me the number before running out the door. I watched it close behind him, standing in the center of the bathroom, skirt askew, fur ruffled, ass gaping, in a pool of thick, musky doggy cum.


  Would I be interested in going to the frat party with a bunch of horny, drunk, well-endowed jocks? Did I want to get butt-fucked and knotted by the gorgeous, hunky Doberman? Did I want to spend an entire night in the big male’s bed, pleasing him from sundown to sunup?


  Orgasm number five followed quickly thereafter.


  A Shower is a Shower


  

  My muzzle stretched, lips burning, as I shoved forward, swallowing the kangaroo’s thick length. I heard his moan and my ears went back as the beefy tip went down my throat. I could feel his spectacular muscles rippling under my fingers when I pushed myself off. I loved the feeling of every inch of that magnificent erection sliding wetly from my throat, popping past my lips, and splattering my muzzle with gooey, clear pre-cum.


  I turned slightly to the left and opened wide again. The Doberman’s thighs trembled as I squeezed them, head tipping forward, pushing my muzzle around his equally wonderful shaft. His pants echoed in the room, barely audible above the thumping sound of rock music coming from the room below us.


  I couldn’t smell much of the room above the heady scent of Javier’s masculine scent, especially when I throated his cock and got my lips up to his straining sheath. My nose was pushing right into his crotch. Despite that, the decidedly rank odors in the room were decidedly male. Javier shared the room in the frat house with Rick, which was how Rick found out about me in the first place. Javier couldn’t resist bragging to his best college buddy about it.


  Not that I minded. I grunted as I pulled back, suckling hard, eyes wide. I could watch as I pulled back, tugging Javier’s knot free of his sheath. The big, muscular canine growled at me as I reached for his knot, but I knew he loved it when I teased him. My claws stroked gently over the throbbing red flesh, making the half of his cock still in my throat lurch. I pulled back, gasping for breath, and was rewarded with a healthy glob of thick, salty pre-cum.


  Rick’s erection prodded my cheek, spurting a thick dose of pre-cum onto my white fur. I turned towards it, kissed the tip, licked the crown, then opened wide as the kangaroo’s large paws wrapped around my ears. He shoved in hard, taking my breath away as his length sunk into the depths of my bulging throat. I could feel my tail wagging furiously behind me, lifting the short pink skirt draped over my rump. My white panties were tented up in the front – I always got extra hard when one of the jocks grabbed my head and pulled me down on them like this. I was wearing a purple halter top with the words “JUICY” in glitter on the front, which clung to the paper-stuffed bra I wore underneath.


  Walking into the party had been the most harrowing experience of my life. I didn’t know anyone there, which meant I didn’t have anyone to talk to besides Javier and Rick. Fortunately, that also meant nobody I knew would recognize me. The perfume masked my scent well enough, especially in a crowded, heaving mass of people. The downstairs living room of the frat house was a single mass of bodies dancing to music. There were football players running rounds of beer pong in the kitchen, hockey players in the backyard with a beer bong, and soccer players in the garage with a real bong. Nobody had spared me a second glance, except for Rick and Javier, who immediately escorted me up to their room on the third floor. They stood hip to hip in front of me, pants bulging, and without a word I’d opened their jeans and gone down on them.


  Rick’s fingers dug into the back of my skull. His hips lurched forward, humping the back of my throat. I kept my paw sliding up and down Javier’s wet black doggy-cock the whole while, until he was thrusting into my paw heavily. I pulled back from Javier when I felt him tense; he let go of my head and his cock dragged itself out of my throat. Pre-cum rolled down my chin and neck as I quickly brought Javier to the edge. The canine whined when I suckled on the underside of his fat member, one paw gripping his knot, the other paw keeping Javier close.


  I’d been planning this for weeks, but usually one of them was humping my rump. Two glorious, fat members, each huge, throbbing organ dripping pre-cum over my muzzle, my shoulders, my chest, staining my fur with their salty seed, each one so very, very close…


  I pulled the two shafts together in front of me until they touched. I went to town on them, kissing and licking and sucking, popping my muzzle onto one before going to the next. I could feel the heat of them as the two huge males pumped into my paws.


  “Fuuuuck… I’m… gonna cum!” Rick said, his voice a needy groan.


  “Me… me too!” Javier said. The Doberman’s hips pushed forward, sliding his whole length against my front, so that the heavy knot ground into my belly. I had to lean backwards, which pulled Rick forward as well.


  I fell onto my backside as both males crouched over me. Their hips thrust messily against my muzzle, neck, face, and chest. I could smell nothing but them, see nothing but their t-shirts, hear nothing but their moans and grunts and growls, until first Javier, followed quickly by Rick, exploded over me. It was just as good I’d imagined. First one fat spout of rich white cum splattered against my face, soaking my muzzle, forcing my eyes shut, then another blast from a slightly different angle hit my open muzzle. Javier’s random, rapid thrusting forced his cock into my muzzle several times, pumping seed into my belly as the tip easily went into the back of my throat, before I turned, getting Rick’s thick length down just as easily.


  Cum poured off my sides, soaking my clothes, my fur, my face. I felt warm, hot, flushed, and came in my tight white panties without even touching myself. Cum poured out of my nostrils no matter how much I swallowed, as I used my paws to aim one flexing, spurting cock at my painted lips before the other one.


  Rick leaned back first, followed by Javier. They grabbed their cock and stroked themselves heavily, finishing off their orgasms themselves while I lay between them, getting showed in ropes of sticky, hot goo. I tried not to make too much noise as I watched first one, then the other, use both huge paws to grind their awesome erections into submission, jetting burst after burst of seed across my body. I grasped their nuts, cradling them, one heavy pair in each paw, as they finished.


  “Nice,” Rick said, standing up. “Now I can hit on that hot bitch from the volleyball team without worrying about popping a boner in front of her.”


  “Any… anytime,” I said, after swallowing the last of the thick seed in my muzzle. My head went back against the floor as I panted heavily.


  Javier grinned as he stood and packed away his equipment, though the bulge of his knot was mostly obvious in his jeans. He didn’t seem to care, and I realized it was a show of dominance on his part, proving to the other males he’d just gotten laid. I smiled.


  “See you back downstairs, Javvy,” Rick said, paw on the door. “You too, buddy.”


  After he left, Javier handed me a towel.


  “You want to take a shower before you go back downstairs?” he asked, noticing the mess they’d made of me. The towel wouldn’t be much help.


  “Yeah, that’d be good.”


  “Okay, follow me.”


  Javier opened the door and peeked out. Seeing the hallway clear, he opened the door fully and walked into the hall, away from the stairs, and motioned me to follow. We went down the right-hand hallway and into the large bathroom. There were four sinks on the wall to the left of the door and a row of urinals on the far wall under some small, glazed windows. A few stalls to the right and, through a small hallway at the back of the room, a row of single-stall showers.


  “I’ll get your bag for you,” Javier said. It had a spare change of clothes in it that I could get into, considering these were soaked with kangaroo and Doberman cum. He headed back out of the bathroom while I got into the far-left shower stall and undressed.


  The water was nice and hot. It sluiced across my chest, cleaning away the thick seed covering me. I was a little disappointed, but I knew there’d be lots more where that came from. I decided not to lather up and just do a quick rinse. Nobody would be able to smell anything on me once I put on more perfume anyways. My cock throbbed, but I was only half-hard after cumming earlier. I wondered whether I shouldn’t paw off again to avoid a random hard-on giving me away down at the party.


  I was facing the shower curtain, rinsing my backside, and debating the merits of wanking, when a large black paw pulled the shower curtain back. I yelped and stumbled back, but it was just Javier. The big Doberman was completely naked and grinning at me.


  “Oh, sorry… didn’t mean to scare you,” he said as he stepped into the shower stall with me and closed the curtain behind him. “I was just thinking about you in here and… uh… I dunno, dude… I guess I wanted to join you?”


  I wondered what I looked like, soaking wet, fur plastered to my skin, fully aroused now at the mere sight of him. What could I do? I nodded. His huge grin made my heart lift and my tail wagged behind me, sending sprays of water against both stall walls.


  He stepped in closer. The shower spray hit him square in the chest as I backed up. With his fur wet, the outlines of his massive musculature were even more apparent. I whimpered with arousal as his paws reached out, planting on either side of my head. His face lowered, going through the shower spray and out the other side, emerging dripping wet, white teeth bared in a hungry, lustful grin. Steam swirled around us as I automatically reached for his erection and found it throbbing. I splayed my wet palms across the length, just as hard as it had been in my muzzle a few minutes before. I stared down at it, mesmerized by the fat black length as always.


  I felt Javier’s hot breath on the top of my head, though, and looked up at him. His muzzle closed on mine and he pushed forward, shoving me back against the tiles. His heavy cock ground flat against my belly and chest, throbbing warmly. I put my arms around his neck instead, clinging to him as his tongue invaded.


  His kissing wasn’t all that great, to be honest, but he was enthusiastic, which made up for a lot. He ground his hips forward, letting me feel the rippling muscles in his chest and belly. I squeezed my fingers into his wet shoulders, gripping the powerful Doberman as he pressed against me.


  Without breaking the kiss, he reached for my rump and lifted me into the air, holding me with his chest and paws up against the tiled wall behind me. Water poured down his backside as we kept the kiss going. One of his paws left my rump to reach for a bottle on the shelf built into the shower enclosure to the right of me. I watched with half-open eyes as his fingers fumbled, knocking over shampoo and conditioner bottles, feeling for the right shape. He emerged with a bottle of lube. Either a lot of the guys living in the frat liked to jerk off the in shower, or he’d prepared for this ahead of time. My brain went off on tangents, like whether he’d hidden a bottle of lube in each stall in case I chose the wrong one, or whether he’d brought it in with him and put it on the shelf when I was too busy looking at his huge shaft.


  While I was thinking, he was lubing up. His hungry growls made me shiver as his lips bit down on my lower lip. The tip of his flexing shaft pressed under my tail and I squeezed my legs tight around his midsection. Gravity pulled me down over his huge length. I sighed, tensing as little as possible, as inch after inch of Javier’s thickness stretched my tail hole and made my belly bulge. I locked my ankles behind his lower back as my rump bounced against his full knot. The Doberman’s muzzle finally released mine as he tipped his head back with a satisfied groan.


  His huge paws kept my shoulders flat to the wall as he humped against me, threatening me with that knot. I cried out, groaning as he bounced me up and down, making my cock slap against my belly. I reached out, palms flat to his meaty pecs, squeezing his powerful chest and rubbing his shoulders, urging him on in low tones.


  The shower curtain suddenly opened up behind us. Javier’s head whipped around and I yelped as he lunged forward in surprise, popping his knot into my rump. The sharp pain took my breath away as he growled and snapped his jaws at whoever was looking in at us. His massive shoulders blocked my view, and I realized all the invading jocks could see were my arms and legs wrapped around his shoulders and hips.


  “Yeah, Javier! That’s the way to fuckin’ party!”


  “Holy shit, she does anal? Dude, I’m next!”


  “C’mon, Javvy, where do you find all the loose girls? You gotta share, dude!”


  I managed to squint over Javier’s shoulder, peeking over his black and tan fur. Tears streamed from my eyes as the canine’s knot swelled inside me. No wonder it had popped in – the big dog wasn’t fully inflated yet. But it was getting there… fast. I clenched involuntarily around the massive length stirring up my guts, eyes closing with pleasure as the large canine obliterated my prostate.


  “C’mon, guys, fuck ooofffhhhhhh… shit!”


  “Vinegar strokes!”


  I heard the curtain close, though the laughter of several frat boys echoed in the bathroom over the sound of the water. Javier’s face turned towards me, teeth bared, eyes squeezed shut. His hips pounded me against the wall, making my backside hit it heavily again and again. Fortunately, it only took half a dozen or so thrusts before his muzzle opened and clamped down on my left shoulder. I yelped again, squeezing even harder around him, as his length flexed inside me. Fuck, but he felt so huge…


  His orgasm hit him hard. I could feel his body turn to stone beneath him, barely trembling as his teeth bit my shoulder. My pelt stopped them from doing any damage, but I quickly realized neck play was a brand new fetish I’d just acquired. Thank you, dumb, muscular jock, I thought, thank you. Now bite harder!


  I meant to say that last part out loud, but all I could manage as my stomach bloated with cum was a high pitched squeal, which elicited a raucous bout of laughter from the goons outside the shower stall. Javier leaned into me, both massive arms, squeezing me close, almost… protectively? I didn’t care, though, because between the cock stretching my rump, the knot filling it up, and the feel of his sharp teeth pricking my skin, I couldn’t help but shoot my wad across his belly. I mean, he was grinding right into my crotch.


  I realized we’d never done it facing before. This was new territory. This was almost too good to be true. This was, I realized with a sinking feeling, seriously, very, absolutely gay. I mean, a rump was a rump until you’re facing, balls touching, seriously into a dude enough to bite him on the shoulder? Gay.


  Would Javier think of it that way? Would he recognize his behavior for what it was? Rick was in and out like a pro, but Javier… he lingered. He tied me. Again. Was there something more to this than just sex?


  Javier chose that moment to tug his hips back experimentally, seeing how large his knot had gotten so he could judge when we’d be free. I let out another high-pitched keen.


  “Hey, fuck off, c’mon!” Javier said, his voice a mean growl.


  “All right, all right,” someone said. “It’s just fun to listen to you make that bitch moan!”


  More laughter, then the sound of the door opening and closing. Javier looked at me.


  “Uh… sorry about that.”


  “It’s… it’s okay,” I gasped.


  His paws cupped my rump, alleviating some pressure on my insides. I sagged against the wall with relief and loosened my grip on his shoulders.


  “Gonna be about fifteen, I think.”


  I nodded my head, unable to speak as his shifting hips wiggled that fat shaft around inside my bloated body. How much cum did this canine make in a day? I felt like a water balloon.


  “Anyways… this is nice, huh?”


  His tongue slid over my cheek and I stared at him, eyes wide. He noticed and grinned, but turned his head to the side, eyes down, suddenly bashful around me.


  “What?” he mumbled.


  “Uh… nothing,” I said, blinking rapidly. I’d never seen him act like that. Instead of braggadocio and masculinity, he was acting shy and embarrassed. All with his cock buried in my rump.


  One of his arms reached up higher and slipped around the back of my head, pulling me forward against his chest. I rested my cheek on his shoulder as he nibbled playfully on my ears. My tail curled down as a sinking feeling came over me, overpowering even the pleasure of having my rump so well stuffed and a hot, muscular jock pawing at my body. The feeling grew and grew until I felt hot shame in every pore of my body.


  I’d used this poor, dumb, super-hot Dobie jock, and now I’d pushed too far. I’d put my personal pleasure above his feelings without thinking, because I kept trying to justify it as just a fun time, not anything serious. I’d ignored the signs. The Doberman’s teeth teased over my shoulder and neck, making me shiver and wriggle in his grasp despite myself. I squeezed my eyes shut at the realization that the worst thing in the world had happened.


  Javier was in love.


  A Boyfriend is a Boyfriend


  

  A half-hour or so later, Javier’s thickness pulled free of my rump. I moaned, long and loud, as every fat inch of the Doberman’s shaft tugged at my inner walls. My fingers dug into his neck and he growled in my ears. Once free, he set me down on my feet. I leaned back against the wall, legs unsteady, and watched as his massive member flopped over his thighs, half-hard, still dripping.


  He grinned at me and leaned in for another kiss. I thought about turning my head, ending it now, just walking away, but I couldn’t help myself. I liked kissing him. I liked feeling his hard chest and powerful stomach press against me. I liked the way his large paws, his thick fingers, roughly grasped my hips, pulling them forward, grinding me against his half-hard cock. I especially liked the way his tongue dominated mine, filling my muzzle. I wondered what we looked like in the shower, both of us soaking wet under the constant stream of the hot shower.


  “We better get back downstairs,” he mumbled, breaking the kiss. His tongue and teeth went after my neck and I tipped my head back, gasping.


  “Ye… yeah,” I said, forcing the word out as his teeth caressed my fur. My cock was achingly hard all over again as he pulled away from me. My fingers trailed over his chest, feeling the firmness in his pecs.


  The big canine rinsed his cock and thighs off, then peeked outside the shower curtain.


  “I’ll watch the door for you while you dry off,” he said. “Sorry about earlier again.”


  “It’s not your fault,” I heard myself say.


  He closed the curtain behind him. I heard the blow dryers start up a moment later. I wanted to sag against the wall and disappear into the tiles. How could this have happened? It was just supposed to be fun. A blowjob is a blowjob, right?


  I pushed myself off the wall and rinsed off myself. My thighs and rump were soaked in thick canine seed. The hot water and steam felt good, but I only lingered a moment before turning off the water and exiting.


  Javier stood near the door. His fur was slightly damp, but would air-dry quickly. I stepped in front of the blow driers. There were four mounted on the wall, two pointing down, two pointing up. With the help of a towel to get the worst of the moisture out of my fur, I took my time drying off. Wet fox smell isn’t the most pleasant, I knew. I closed my eyes as I leaned forward into the upper driers, feeling the hot air ruffling my fur.


  I jumped when I felt paws on my hips and turned around. The heavy air shot through my pelt as I stared up at Javier.


  “You smell good,” the canine said, his voice a low growl. He leaned in, pressing his muzzle to my chest.


  “Thanks,” I said. “You do too.”


  That was lame and I knew it. But what else was I supposed to say? I didn’t know how to react. Javier was gay. I was almost totally certain of that. His fingers curled over my belly, then my sides, as his muzzle pressed into my sternum, inhaling my scent. I shivered as his tongue licked against my fur, but then his muzzle met mine for another kiss.


  He felt so good. So warm, so powerful, so masculine. His arms wrapped around my lower back, pulling me in tight as the kiss went long. I wrapped both arms around his neck, unable to stop myself. I wanted him. I did. But I didn’t want him to think I was using him. Which I was.


  I was not a good person.


  He broke the kiss and licked my nose, then let me go. I realized he’d lifted me up into the air as my toes hit the tiles. I grinned stupidly as he found a towel and wrapped it around his hips. His cock had retreated into his sheath, but I could still see the bulge through the fabric. I shivered again.


  “I’ll see you back downstairs,” Javier said.


  I nodded. “See you.”


  After he left, I finished drying, then found my gym bag. I had two choices. I could wear my normal clothes, look like a guy, and slip out the back without anyone knowing. I could simply not show up at the restroom anymore. I’d have to drop my classes and change colleges, probably out of state. I couldn’t remember if Javier knew my last name or not. He had my cell phone number, but I could change that easily enough. And then I’d be clear. He wouldn’t be able to chase me around if I were at a different school and I wouldn’t be tempted to keep doing whatever this was turning into.


  The other choice was to dress in the clothes he’d paid for, pretend for him, and let him show me off at the party. I wasn’t sure whether I’d be able to pull it off. Or if I wanted to pull it off. Or if I wanted to stop whatever it was this was turning into. In fact, a part of me that I hated was thrilled that Javier was so interested in me. I mean, what else could he be? The way he kissed me…


  I reached for the pink skirt and black tank top in the bag. I put on the bra, stuffed it with some toilet paper, and wriggled into the panties. Fortunately, nobody came in by the time I snuck out of the bathroom and trotted down the hall. My heart was pounding in my chest even more than when I’d first shown up. Would everyone know what we’d done? Would they recognize me? Would they realize I wasn’t really a girl?


  After dousing myself in perfume and stashing my bag back in Javier and Rick’s room, I stood at the top of the stairs, trying to breath normally. The party was getting loud now. It was late, almost midnight. Sweat, musk, and alcohol seeped through the house. Pounding rap and rock music played from speakers in the main lounge; I could hear more noises and partying from the back yard.


  A large brown paw came to rest on my shoulder. I yelped and jumped a foot in the air, turned, and flailed my arms as my left foot missed the stair. I began to fall backwards, but the paw snagged my arm and pulled me back.


  “Hey! Careful!”


  I looked up and realized Rick was holding onto me. I nodded gratefully.


  “Thanks.”


  The kangaroo grinned. “No problem.” His expression turned slightly more serious. “Hey, can I talk to you for a minute?”


  “Yeah, sure.”


  I wondered if he meant “blowjob” when he said “talk,” but he led me back to the room he shared with Javier and sat on a chair at a small desk in the corner. I sat on the bed.


  He studied me for a few moments before speaking.


  “I know you think we’re just a bunch of dumb jocks…”


  I cut in right away. “No! No, that’s not–”


  He help up a paw. “Let me finish. I know you think we’re just a bunch of dumb jocks. I get it, you know. I ain’t all that smart when it comes to books and stuff. But me and Javier, we’re smart in other ways. We’re smart with our bodies, you know? When we’re on the field, we can look at people and know which way they’re gonna move, where the ball is gonna go. It’s a different kind of smart.”


  He paused for a moment, but I didn’t speak. This was the most I’d ever heard him talk.


  “Okay, so I’m not that good with words. But I see Javier look at you, dude. I can read him just like I can read someone on the field.”


  I hung my head, ears burning.


  “You know he talks about you when you’re not around?”


  I looked up at Rick, eyes wide. How many people knew?


  “He only talks to me, don’t worry. I know you’re gay. I’m not. I just like blowjobs. Which you’re pretty fuckin’ great at, by the way.” He grinned. “But Javier… he thinks he’s straight. But he’s not. You know? He really ain’t. Nothing wrong with it. I got a cousin who plays for that team, he’s a good dude.”


  He stopped and took a breath. I could see him trying to think of the right words to say.


  “I just want you to know that.” He stood and approached me, smile disappearing, fists clenching at his sides as he towered over me. I tried not to shrink into the covers. “But we’re friends. We look out for each other when we’re on the field, you know? And we look out for each other off the field.”


  He stared at me for a few long, uncomfortable moments. I tried to hold his gaze, but my foot trembled.


  “If you hurt him, I’ll hurt you.”


  I swallowed.


  “He don’t know what he wants right now. He likes being one of the guys. He thinks if he’s gay he can’t be one anymore. He’s kind of right.”


  My sociology paper was going to explode my professor’s mind.


  “Anyways… I thought you needed to know.”


  My mouth was dry. “I already did.”


  His paws relaxed. “And?”


  “I don’t know what to do,” I said, and hung my head.


  Rick laughed unexpectedly and sat on the bed next to me.


  “Neither does he. I got no clue either. Just don’t fuck it up.” He punched me in the shoulder and I winced. “Oops… sorry. C’mon, let’s go downstairs to the party.”


  I nodded and stood. He opened the door and looked over his shoulder at me. “By the way… if Javier is gonna be looking out for you, so am I. Just so you know.”


  “Thanks, Rick.”


  The big kangaroo slapped me on the back as I walked into the hallway past him, making me stumble in my purple sandals.


  “You do look hot in those clothes, though.”


  “Thanks, Rick.”


  He laughed as we walked down the stairs together. I thought about what he’d said. Maybe I wasn’t the bad guy after all. I mean, if Javier wanted a… a relationship, that’s what I’d do for him. The realization made me smile and lifted a weight off my chest. If he wanted me to dress up, I would. If he wanted to show me off, he could show me off. Maybe the big dumb canine was big and dumb, but if he wanted to be my big dumb canine…


  Rick and I found Javier in the kitchen playing beer pong. Rick wandered off after a while, but I leaned against the counter and watched. Javier grinned at me every time he managed to toss the little ping pong balls into the cups. He really was cute… I decided to relax a little and got a beer out of the fridge.


  When I turned around, Javier was making a shot at his opponent’s last cup. I couldn’t help smiling as I watched him declare victory, pumping his arms up in the air and making his opponent chug the remaining cups. The Doberman strode over to me with a six-pack of beer that had been on the table – his prize.


  “Did you see that last shot? I totally nailed it.”


  I grinned and nodded. “Yeah, it was good. Hey, listen… can we go talk somewhere?”


  Javier nodded. “No problem. Want to go upstairs?”


  I imagined what would happen. I knew his libido was powerful enough to get his engines going once we were alone in such tempting quarters. I shook my head.


  “Naw, let’s go out back and talk.”


  We walked out of the back door of the kitchen into the backyard. It was quieter here, but there was still a music player hooked up to speakers pumping out rock songs. Most of the people in the back were hanging out on the deck, which looked out over a grassy backward. There was a tall wooden fence surrounding the yard, with large trees and shrubs lining the sides and outer side of the back wall. We walked through the yard, through a gate in the corner, and towards the middle of the back fence. Javier sat down and leaned back against the fence before cracking open a beer.


  I took a sip from mine as he happily chugged half of his. There was a small dirt alley in front of us and the back of a few other houses across the street. It was mostly dark, with only a single lamp about twenty feet away providing any light. I curled my tail over my lap.


  “Rick talked to me.”


  “Yeah? About what?”


  His arm reached out and pulled me against his side. I sighed as I leaned into him.


  “About… us.”


  The fingers slowly tickling my shoulder stopped. I sat up and turned to face him. His face was creased with worry lines.


  “He wanted me to make sure that I didn’t… hurt you.” Could I sound more ridiculous? Me, hurting this hulking beast of a Doberman?


  “Hurt me? How?” He grinned and tossed back the rest of the can, crushed it in his paw, and curled his arms to show off his biceps. “See? I don’t get hurt easy.”


  “Not… not physically,” I said, wishing for the moment I’d never met him. Why was it so hard to talk about this? “I mean… about us. I like you, Javier.”


  “I like you too, dude.” He draped his arm over my shoulder and pulled me against his side again.


  “Javier… you’re gay.”


  “Naw, dude, I just like blowjobs.”


  “Javier…”


  His arm pulled me closer. “We’re just friends.”


  “Friends don’t… don’t do what we do. They don’t… kiss… like we do.”


  He didn’t say anything for a while. His short claws tickled my shoulder.


  “But I like kissing you,” he said, eventually.


  “I… I like it too,” I said. “But Javier… you’re not straight. Straight guys don’t like kissing other guys.”


  The Doberman’s broad head turned towards me, a confused look on his face.


  “But you said yourself, a blowjob is just a blowjob.”


  “Right, but Javier…”


  “But you didn’t just give me a blowjob.”


  “Yeah.”


  “And a rump is a rump.”


  “Yeah.”


  “But it’s not?”


  “No.”


  He sighed. “I’m confused.”


  “Javier, you’re gay. You like me. I like you. We’re both gay.”


  “But what about Rick?”


  “Rick likes blowjobs and ass. He’d prefer a girl, but I give good blowjobs and I have a good ass. I’m zero maintenance, a fling, someone he can fuck and forget.”


  “Oh.”


  “Do you think about me?”


  “Well…” He shifted, reached for another beer, cracked it open. “Yeah.” He drank most of it in one go.


  “I think about you, too.”


  His paw tightened briefly around my shoulder.


  “I… I like that,” he said, grinning.


  “Javier, I feel really bad. I was using you.”


  “Using me?”


  “Yeah.”


  “You were using me?” he asked again.


  “Well… yeah. I took advantage of you.”


  I wasn’t prepared for the laugh. His whole body shook. “Nah, dude… ha ha ha!”


  “What’s so funny? I got it into your head that a blowjob is a blowjob, and now I have to tell you you’re gay because it’s not just a blowjob between you and me!” I felt flushed and indignant. I pushed myself away from him.


  He stopped laughing, but his grin remained. “Dude… seriously, me and Rick were double-teaming you like crazy the last few months. We weren’t being used.”


  “From your perspective.”


  “My what?”


  “From your point of view.”


  “Oh.”


  He finished the second beer, crushed the can, and tossed it a few feet away. His paws grasped me and pulled me into his lap. I squirmed as I found my rump on top of his meaty sheath. Both of his powerful arms wrapped around my chest and belly. I could feel his warm breath on my ears and his hard belly and chest against my back.


  “So… I’m gay?”


  “Yeah.”


  “I don’t feel gay. I feel the same.”


  “You feel the same as you always have?”


  “Yeah. So?”


  “So… you’ve always been gay.”


  “Huh.” He leaned his muzzle on top of my head, between my ears. “But what about the girls I’ve been with?”


  “You ever date a girl?”


  “Nah, I don’t like kissing girls.”


  His answer lingered in the air for a while. Eventually, he squeezed me firmly around the middle.


  “I get it.”


  “Yeah?”


  “Yeah.”


  “And?”


  “I’m okay.”


  That was a relief.


  “So if I’m gay, and I like kissing you, I guess that means… uh… you’re my boyfriend.”


  My heart thumped in my chest at those words.


  “If you want me to be.”


  “Yeah, I do, it’s just…”


  “You’re worried what your other friends will think.”


  “Yeah. Is that bad?”


  I shook my head. “No. It’s not. I understand. Rick knows, by the way. He doesn’t care. He likes you because you’re a good person, not because he thought you were straight.”


  “Rick said that?”


  “Yeah.”


  “But only Rick?”


  “Yeah.”


  “So you don’t mind…”


  I grinned and shifted my hips, rubbing my rump over his bulge. My tail was sticking out the side, laying half across his thigh, so I lifted the tip and brushed it over his muzzle teasingly. If he needed me to play dress-up for him…


  “I don’t mind.”


  “Hrmff… thanks…”


  We didn’t say anything for a while after that. I just laid back against him, his arms around me, and we both looked up at the stars. I wondered about the future, what might come of this. I hadn’t been in a real relationship for a few years. I’d decided it was too much work with school and a boyfriend. I figured relationships could come after I had a real job. But now… my whole life was opening up before me, my thoughts going places I hadn’t considered, but mostly, I thought about Javier as I stared up into the deep, clear night sky.


  The big Dobie’s teeth caught one of my ears and tugged on it playfully. “I’m bored.”


  I laughed and squirmed as his paws wriggled up and down my chest and belly, tickling me.


  “Okay, okay! Let’s go back to the party!”


  “Oh! Let’s play beer pong!”


  I scooted from his lap and stood. He was on his feet a moment later, but his arms turned me around and pulled me in against his front. I looked up at him, at his big, dumb face and his big, friendly eyes and smiled. He smiled back and leaned over, lips pressing into mine, tongue invading. I moaned and leaned into him, arms around his midsection. His paws reached down, cupping my rump, groping at me.


  “I really like kissing you,” he mumbled, teeth catching my lower lip.


  I closed my eyes and kissed him back.


  Epilogue


  

  I dismissed the class and packed my textbooks and papers into my satchel. A few students had questions, which I answered briefly. Most of the answers were in the textbook, so I advised them to read it through again.


  School was nearly out for the summer, so many of the students at the college were getting antsy about finals. I remember when I had to worry about them. Now I just need to worry about getting them graded quick enough for the grades to get out before graduation.


  I headed out of the building and cut across campus, heading for one of the small coffee shops near the gym and stadium complex. I liked this campus better than the one at which I’d attended. The lawns were wider and greener, the hallways broader, and the facilities generally better. It helped they had one of the largest psychology and sociology departments in the state, so getting a job wasn’t too tough.


  I picked up a couple of sandwiches and iced teas at the coffee shop before heading into the physical education building. It was attached to both a large gym and the stadium. There was also a large track, with exercise equipment located inside the circle. The gym was recently renovated. A wealthy alumni donated a pool, hot tubs, and saunas. The hot tubs and saunas were almost always in constant use, but fortunately, I knew someone on faculty.


  The sign outside the office door read “Javier Hermanez, Assistant Coach.” I knocked.


  “Come in!”


  I opened the door. Javier sat at a small wooden desk near a window, poking his fingers at the keys on a small keyboard. The monitor sat on a small stand in front of him. He looked up and grinned at me.


  “Hey! You know you don’t need to knock, right?”


  I grinned and closed the door behind me. “Yeah, but I never know if you’ve got a player you’re reaming out or something.”


  Javier laughed. Any time one of the football players fucked up, the head coach sent them to Javier. The Doberman knew how to play mean.


  “Had one earlier. Got a minor after he was caught playing beer pong at a frat party. You brought lunch?”


  I nodded and smiled, remembering back to that night around ten years ago when the big Doberman and I officially became a couple. Javier stood up and stretched.


  “Good. Didn’t think coaching meant so much paperwork.”


  The football program wasn’t that large, despite the school’s size. It was known more for its education opportunities than its sports, but the program was getting better. Javier worked football and soccer. He wasn’t that popular with the players, but they respected him, and the faculty enjoyed having someone they could send the miscreants to.


  Javier came over and I tried to hand him one of the paper bags with a sandwich in it, but instead his arms wrapped around my hips and he pulled me in close. I grinned as his muzzle teased over my ears and leaned to the side a bit to drop the bags on the desk. The drinks clinked together as they tapped each other through the bags.


  Both of my paws went to Javier’s chest, pressing against the large athletic t-shirt he wore. The big Doberman was hotter than ever. Maturity had turned him from a muscular frat boy into a very muscular male. He felt hard under my fingers as I teased down his chest and belly. His fingers dug into my rump and lifted me onto my tip-toes as his head lowered, locking his lips to mine. I closed my eyes as I felt his tongue and wrapped my arms around his sides, pulling myself in close.


  The beer pong crept back into my thoughts. Had it really been so long? Javier and I had been inseparable. I suppose he’d done me some good, too. Though I wasn’t nearly the muscular hulk like him, at his urging I’d spent a good portion of the last ten years working out, running, eating better. I was in the best shape of my life. He liked to tease me about my six pack, though really I was just smooth. Some guys can’t get better than washboards, I guess. I could still pass for a female, though I hadn’t dressed up like that for years. Well, except for fun at home. Javier’s parents knew, most of the faculty and students at the school knew, and the big black Dobie was okay with it. His confidence always made me feel better.


  Javier’s hips brought me back to reality as the large canine shifted forward, pressing his bulging groin against my belly. I growled into the kiss and slid my arms around his neck. He lifted me off the ground and I had to wrap my legs around his hips. He broke the kiss for a moment and grinned at me as he walked towards the door. And locked it.


  I smiled wide as he carried me back to his desk. Holding my backside with one paw, he grabbed stacks of papers with the other and dropped them on the floor. It wasn’t as romantic a gesture as sweeping them grandly off to the side, but Javier was a little too pragmatic for that sort of thing. The Doberman’s heavy body pressed down on top of me, squeezing my backside into the top of the desk. My legs spread as he rubbed against me, teasing my rump with his bulging pants. He broke the kiss, leaving me panting for breath, and nibbled down my cheek and neck. I clutched at his shoulders and ears, moaning and wiggling as his tongue tickled my pelt.


  His paws left me for a moment, long enough for him to open his pants and tug them down. I laughed and tried to sit up, but my boyfriend’s paw pressed on my chest, holding me down.


  “I’ve been wanting to do it in the office for a while,” he said, leaning in conspiratorially. His fingers tugged at his t-shirt, pulling it off, revealing his perfect pecs and deep-ridged abs. He leaned in again and I felt the heavy swell of his nuts on top of my own package. They were still wrapped up in his black underwear.


  “We’ve done it in here before,” I said, almost laughing at his eagerness.


  “Well… I wanna do it again.”


  He grinned and leaned in, kissing me firmly again as his paws worked off my pants and underwear. I reached down, snagging the waist of his underwear with my fingers, and pulled it down, before reaching in to fondle his sheath. He got hard quickly in my paws, something I always loved feeling. The warm, thick length, pulsing and jerking, stiffening with every passing moment, until it pressed firmly against my belly, so thick I couldn’t get both paws around the base.


  Javier grasped my hips and tugged me back, so that my rump hung slightly over the edge of the desk. My tail fell straight down as he lifted my legs, placing them against his chest and belly. His fat length slipped through my thighs and I squirmed as he positioned the tip at my tail hole. Already he was spurting a few bubble of pre-cum, which would quickly become quite a bit, more than enough to get me lubed up.


  He worked himself in slowly, taking his time, both of his paws groping at my chest and belly, stroking me as I moaned and shivered. Even after all these years, the feeling of his shaft spreading my rump open, of his growing knot budging up under my tail, threatening to tie me… I was hard as ever, panting, trying not to make too much noise in case someone outside grew curious.


  Javier’s muzzle lowered for a small kiss before he drew himself up and shifted his weight, leaving forward into me. I closed my eyes and grasped at the edges of the table as he drew himself back, pulling inch after inch free of my clenching rump. Beads of pre-cum dribbled out, onto the floor, before he shoved forward.


  I couldn’t help the long, low moan when he entered me. The feeling of the big canine, a hundred pounds heavier, all of it pure muscle, grinding into me, opening me up, filling me so full… My hips surged into the air and I cried out as a spontaneous orgasm made my cock jerk, spitting fox seed across my belly. Javier growled warmly and thrust in again, harder. I clenched around his shaft, moaning, cock remaining hard despite cumming. His hips ground in, pulled back, shoved in hard, rhythmically, just a little faster than I could stand – and he knew it, too.


  I tipped my head back, shivering from head to toe, and locked my ankles around his hips. He bucked forward, making the whole table rock as his thighs hit the wood. Again and again, hard and fast, the pumped into me, one paw wrapped around my leg, the other paw splayed over my chest, holding me still as his meaty length stretched me out. Soon, I could feel his knot prodding me and moaned even louder.


  “Do we… have time?” I gasped, cracking open my eyes.


  Javier’s big dumb face grinned down at me, lips spread in a big smile. “I always have time for you.”


  I had to bite down on my fist as he shoved forward, pushing that knot against me. It was easier to take now than ten years ago, of course, but a thing that size… it’s not something you just get used to, fortunately. The Doberman’s mature, powerful body was too much for my rump, though, and a few moments later, I writhed under his paw as another spontaneous orgasm rushed through me. Javier’s knot popped inside, shifting my guts around as always. His thighs tensed, straining, and he leaned over. My legs squeezed his hips as his paws grasped the edge of the table on either side of my head. His muzzle lowered, hips thrusting hard, fast, short strokes, meeting my lips, pumping in, growling, moaning, hard…


  My arms wrapped around his neck as he came. I could feel his hot breath on my shoulders and the top of my head, the tenseness in his body, the bulges of his straining, perfect muscles. He clenched his teeth, eyes shut, as my belly bulged. Maybe that was why I never got a six pack.


  Either way, my cock ached for another go. Javier knew it, of course. He always knew when I wanted something. Even if, like today, I hadn’t known. His paw grasped my cock, stroking it firmly, and a few moments later my third orgasm ripped through me. There was a good amount of output, considering it was the third time, but I swear that my balls and cock got bigger since I met Javier. Must be all the extra protein.


  The big dog leaned on top of me. I could feel the thudding bass of his heart through my shirt. His tongue slipped into my muzzle as his cock pulsed, still filling my insides up. His knot was like a giant pressure valve, keeping me full, and every time his cock flexed, I lurched upwards against him.


  The table, it turned out, wasn’t the best place for him to tie me. He leaned back, standing up, and pulled me with him. Gravity did its work and I cried out, both arms wrapping around his neck. His paws stroked my sides and hips as he grinned, carrying me with him to the chair on the other side.


  I leaned into his chest, legs hanging off the sides of the office roller, and listened to his deep, heavy panting. He stroked my backside and leaned his head back, proud of the work he’d done. I’d be proud, too, if I were him. I closed my eyes and sighed, shifting slightly as his thickness flexed inside me again.


  “I was thinkin’…”


  I opened my eyes and looked up at Javier. He grinned and licked my nose.


  “I was thinkin’ that maybe… ah, I dunno.”


  I grinned. “What?”


  “Well… we live together, right?”


  I nodded. “Yeah. For… what, eight years now?”


  “And we sleep together.”


  I laughed. “Every night. And in between.” He grunted as I squeezed down around him.


  “Mmph… I mean… I think that… uh… I’m not good at this thing, you know that, dude.”


  I half-smiled at the “dude,” but realized Javier was trying to tell me something serious. I leaned in, resting my head against his chest.


  “What is it, Javvy?”


  His heart was really pounding, just as quick as before, though my heart rate had gone back to normal.


  Thump thump.


  “I think… you know, with the courts…”


  Thump thump.


  He coughed and started over. “I mean, now that…”


  Thump thump thump thump thump…


  Realization.


  TH-THUMP TH-THUMP TH-THUMP


  Was that mine or his? I couldn’t breathe as I lifted my head to stare into his eyes.


  Time slowed. Lips moved. The world faded until there was only him, only Javier, only my big dumb jock.


  “Will you marry me?”
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