“Now, don't be shy...”, the deer said, wiggling that ass in the grey-furred cat's face. “You wanna feel that nice deep slide down your pole, right?” He was absolutely not shy. Fuck, Jake was practically salivating at the sight of those wobbling cheeks as he got down on his knees, reached down, grabbed them, spread them out... “Mmmmmh, you gotta give me a little bit of tender lovin' care if you're wantin' that.” The tail flitted up as he came closer, as if Lysander was inviting him in, those hips raising, the cervine grinning wide as Jake started to lose sight of his head, bending over, positioning himself, reaching out and grasping at those hips... 
“M-mmmmnnnh...”, the feline heard as he stopped, pulled his glasses off and put them to the side, staring down into those white-dotted brown-furred cheeks and then spreads them, feeling the way that the flesh yields and pulls under his touch, seeing that pucker revealed before him. “When you're ready now, Jake.” Another limited wiggle, this one constrained by the cat's paws. That taut little ring of muscle was just... waiting for him... The deer took a little press back and another soft sigh as Jake started to lower him down, almost coaxing him to hold him steady... which the cat did, pressing down on the small of that back near the tail, pushing that ass down, the world darkening as he slotted himself in between those fat cheeks. They curved around his muzzle like they were made for him, smooshing against him and holding him on that path forwards so that he was gliding his way towards destination, coming in closer, enveloping him in heat and softness and warmth...
Smooshing him up against that cushiony, giving flesh that was almost begging him to feel it over with his tongue. That button was just waiting to be pressed. Jake could feel the deer trembling around him, the heat radiating around his face, the thickness of those thighs nestled against his arms. Most comfortable place to have his muzzle right now. He closed his eyes, pressed his tongue forwards softly, felt soft tight assflab around his organ flicker over his senses before it quickly gave way to a squeezing, tightening depression that was in turn joined by a subtle pull on his tonguetip as he quickly found its center. Almost immediately, a slutty little moan that hammered in exactly what he was doing hit Jake's ears, a little throb pulsing down through his rod as he began to dig his fingers in, kept those cheeks wedged open, let his arousal build as he began to press his tongue down against that tailhole and felt the deer tense up. “M-mmmmh, Jake... feels good havin' you pressed up against me like this...” Hhhhhnnnh... There was nothing quite like feeling another guy tighten up right before he was going to get pressed open. Really got him flustered, mmmfh, the cat could feel himself starting to flex and swell to life between his legs, his arousal quickly starting to press out into his underwear as thoughts began to burn with an urge to make the deer absolutely writhe. “H-honey, you're doin' so good, just like that...” Jake reached down underneath himself and started to grope at his own boner while he curled his tonguetip forwards, began to lap and brush saliva in against that entrance, heard the deer beginning to gasp and grunt while the feline's tonguetip began to catch into where that squeezed flesh divoted and opened into his innards. “Nnnnnnh, gooood kitty...” The more he drove his partner crazy right now, the better he was going to get back when he was being pressed down onto. He started to reach forwards, fingers going towards that rod as he brushed over velvety fur.
Suddenly, there was a soft THWCKH as hard hoof-tips got slapped up against his hand, sandwiching them into those fat hips, and the cat quickly withdrew his paw away. “Didn't say that you could try to touch that, now!”, the deer said with a soft snort, his voice light and bubbly. “Don't take your focus away from eatin' my ass out, now.” Jake wanted to say yes, but as he pulled back the deer immediately followed, mooshed his pucker up against his mouth, smothered all other words from the cat. “Stop touchin' yourself, too, I can just tell from the rustle of fabric back there that you're startin' to play with yourself, silly kitty.”
Well... no arguing with that. Jake gradually brought his hands back to their previous position, squeezed them in, and then proceeded where he had left off, that tailhole feeling moistened against his tongue with that previous attention. He started to lightly press and flick it upwards into that entrance, heard the deer resume giving out more grunting and snorting and bleating and girly noises as Jake felt that hole tighten, relax, tighten, worked forwards irrespective of the way that the stag's body was trying to keep him out. The cat dug his fingers down tight, lightly clawed in, and anchored himself as he began to press through that hole, forcing himself forwards as the moans got more breathy and effeminate, felt the tight squeeze of muscle wrapping around the organ spreading out and pulling him in...  “O-ooooh, g-get in there!” At this point, now that he was pushing through that resistance, Lysander's innards were much like the rest of his body... inviting and just wanting to squeeze him in, those smooth curling walls now seeming to help him go further with every clench. Jake's tonguetip gradually spread out and rolled into that larger width the further in he went, the cat murmuring softly as he nestled up deeper to that pelvis, scooted forwards, felt the way that the deer's hole began to pull out as he slipped his tongue in. The cat gradually worked himself between that grip and slipped through so that he began to feel those muscles getting increasingly grooved. He flexed his tongue as best as he could in there now that there was enough length to bounce around within, felt his own hard-on press backwards towards his middle as another pulse of heat ran through his shaft. Excitement washed through him as he moaned along with the deer, his voice rolling out from between that crevice as the cat's cheeks brightened, a thrum of pleasure coursing up his spine. “J-Jake, I'm havin' so much f-fun already...” Nnnnfh, t-tighter than expected, he took another lap against the ceiling of that entrance, curled his tongue and pushed. Lysander was clearly already getting off on this, it was dripping off of his words, the way that he was flexing those anal walls and squeezing down on him. 
Soon enough, there was more room for the cat to explore around within the confines of that tight, warm passage, letting Jake start to slick that rear up, swirl his tongue around and work it in a slow, gradual circle. It was easy to spiral through that flesh as it squeezed up on him. Just took constant motion, getting into the rhythm of things, spin, spin, sliiiiiiiip against the flesh and cover it with saliva, feel out as much as he could, revel in the feeling of those innards trembling and switching and all of a 
sudden freezing up. “K-keep it goin', you're doing such a good job, deeper, pleeease!” The deer was actually begging him for more at this point, Jake delighting at the sound of that needy desperation, so he just kept on pushing through, did his best to occasionally halt in place while keeping at that constant motion. Instead of pushing forwards, he would do his best to prod around and find a little portion of that passage that would make the deer absolutely start kicking his legs around in delight.  After that, Jake would just grip that rear tight and focus down specifically on that area, nudging and pushing on it the best that he could, rolling his tongue back, absolutely basting it with his spit as he curled and pulled his tongue over it. With every lap and swirl, the cat felt another firm throb downstairs, like his libido and tongue were synchronized to each other, his breaths starting to come out hard and thick as he gave the ungulate the care that he deserved and the focus that he demanded. He gave it a good thirty or so seconds of attention, just enough that it would not leave the deer numb to it, before pressing onwards, gliding his way down that slowly narrowing passage and shuddering as he soaked up that pleasure second-hand like a goddamn sponge. His member pulled at the front of his pants like it was tapping out a message for him at this point, one that he could not pay attention to when he was trying so very desperately to blow Lysander's mind...
Having just over half of his tongue in at this point was making sure that he was getting closer and closer to getting the front of his snout pressed up against that pelvic flesh... a goal that fueled his arousal and made him drive forwards faster, harder. Soon enough, he was taking the whole of that textured tongue and lolling his way through that tightening tunnel as best as he could, driving across flesh with a merciless pace. “O-oh fuck me, Jake, Jaaaaake you're doing amazin'!”, the deer bleated out with a delighted tone while he kept on lightly rocking and pushing back against him. The feline felt almost like he was wedging himself in at this point, making quick distance through that squeezing rear while he imagined what he would soon feel like planting his arousal in deep. Eventually, he started having to push and stretch his tongue out into that flesh as he began to have too much trouble getting any more tongue in, simply no longer able to angle himself in any further. Jake's cock at this point was rock solid thanks to stiffening up quickly against the bed, the cotton around it increasingly stretched thin to the point where he felt like he would see hilt if he looked down at it right now.
“P-pull out for a second!”, the deer moaned out, and Jake felt a twinge of disappointment surge through him. W-wait, already? The feline still did as he was told, though, making sure to draw himself out as slowly as possible and delighting in the tensed up little noise that squeaked its way out of the stag's mouth. Back, baaaaaaaack, baaaaaaaaack... Jake was going to make sure that he teased the hell out of his partner even if it got him right to the edge of climax. It was always so fun. 
Still, eventually he did have to draw out, even if he did leave the deer with one more lap to that tailhole. “A-are we getting started now?”, he asked. 
“N-no, no sugar,” Lysander breathed out as he turned his head back. “I'm gonna need you to lay yourself on your back for me.” There was an impish little smirk on his face as Jake's heart started thumping hard in his chest at the thought of where this was going. No. No they were not done at all. 
Soon enough, the feline was laid out on his back, watching those legs kneeling down at his sides, the way that that fat ass was bowing forwards and then beginning to slowly drop backwards towards his face, the shadow of it pushing across his gaze, hiding the world once more from view... Then, that weight settled back on him, Jake able to feel that tail flitting around against his forehead for a moment before Lysander leaned forwards, ground himself upwards, and then pressed back. “Get to work now, y'here?”, the deer groaned out as the cat found his way back to that pucker after pulling them apart once more, rolling that tongue forwards to where he could feel that wetness... 
“H-hhnnnnnfh...” Sinking in so easily as he brought his arms up to Lysander's sides and curled them around his lower stomach, feeling the way that that flesh just accepted him, the way that the deer reached out and grabbed his rod like a flight stick as Jake's organ was enveloped by those internals. The cat's legs squeezed together as his cock was gripped down on, pressed firmly to his stomach while the feline traced his way through that orifice and up into his body. O-oh, oh holy shit that felt good, his member was absolutely surging out into those fingers like it was desperate to have someone touch them right now, like it was giving itself to Lysander to be taken past that sudden raging yearning that he felt into full-on orgasm. The cat's breaths went sharp and quick as Lysander's fingers kneaded into his package and curled around his hard on, fingers kneading into his package and curling around his hardon, constantly repositioning his fingers, constantly making sure that Jake was twitching and dripping wet as the both of them passed pleasure between each other. M-maybe he had been getting more flustered by worshiping that ass than he expected...
Maybe, though, it might have just been because he was taking care of that flirty, sexy deer, maybe giving him all that loving care just reinforced that he was in his right place around the ungulate and made him linger on it. “S-see, now...”, the deer huffed out as he teased Jake at the same time as he was being teased, huffing desperately as he thrust and bounced his ass back as if trying to pound Jake into the mattress. “W-wasn't it the... ffffhhh, h-hell, wasn't it the right call not to t-touch yourself? 
Leave it to someone who can really take care of you...”
Jake was pretty sure he was in heaven at this point. His eyes rolled into his head, vision blurring in the darkness, as he lapped and worked his way back up to where he had been before having to pull out of the deer's rear, hearing Lysander whine as he ground his ass back against the cat's face, Jake wrapping his arms tighter around that waist like he was trying to hug him from the wrong angle. If the the stag just wanted Jake to make his balls empty out like this, he would be happy to give Lysander exactly that.
