[b][u][center]A Return to the Hypno-App
For BlazingPelt
By Draconicon[/center][/u][/b]
Jake stood at the baggage carousel, waiting for his luggage to come through. The suitcase shouldn’t take too long, but that didn’t mean that the gray-furred, dark-striped cat felt at all at ease. He kept looking over his shoulder, then back at his phone, then around the room once more. Every time he did, Jake half-expected to lose…something, but he wasn’t sure what, or how, or when. 
It never did, but that didn’t make him feel any better. If anything, he felt worse.
[i]It’s going to happen. It has to happen. But who, when, how?[/i]
Coming back to Maiyone should have been a vacation after the complete lack of satisfaction that he’d been getting at work. The cat kept expecting something to happen after the promises that the dragon had given him last time - all that about being more ‘open to suggestion’ and all that - but either he’d been lied to or the people in his office were just that prudish. Not one request, not one moment in the bathrooms on his knees or - 
The cat shook his head. He still couldn’t believe [i]that[/i] of all things had driven him to come back again. Here he was, a respectable enough young male, and he had bought a vacation (with earned credit, admittedly, but still) just for the sake of…
[i]Admit it. You just want to get used.[/i]
Jake sighed, shaking his head as he put the phone back in his pocket. The Dragon app promised that he’d be getting used at some point. He still remembered what had happened - well, ‘remembered’ inasmuch as he’d been told and seen the evidence - the last time he’d visited. Getting ass-fucked, sat on, jerked off, milked underfoot, used as nothing more than a cock-sleeve: the list went on, and the longer it went on, the harder his dick got from the memories. He had to shake himself free of them before he dipped too far down, huffing under his breath. 
The baggage claim lit up, and he moved up with the rest of the airline customers. Two bags popped out that belonged to other people, and the third was his. 
“Finally,” he muttered, reaching out - 
“Hey.”
He’d barely grasped his suitcase by the handle before someone else grabbed him by the shoulder. Jake let himself be turned around, looked up to see a hyena looking down at him by a few inches - 
“Heh, you’re Jake, right?”
“...Uh, yeah?” the cat said, cocking his head to the side. “Are you my -”
Click.
[i]Oh, no…[/i]
#
[i]Jake floated as his body submitted to the hyena’s snapped fingers. He slumped forward, feeling and seeing his shoulders going limp as his mind was pushed to the back of his own skull, everything else taking charge and leaving him with nothing but the simple urge to obey.
“Bathroom,” the hyena said. 
Jake’s body followed the taller, slightly thicker male, staring straight ahead, his body under the control of the stranger. There was nothing that he could do to make himself do anything else. All he could do was obey. Obey. Obey. 
His cock throbbed as he was led away from the public eye, but not without the knowledge that some of the other passengers had seen him go. Were they aware of what was happening? Did they care? Were they hoping for a turn?
All those thoughts were driven out of his head as he was pushed into a bathroom stall. He slumped back, almost falling over the toilet before the hyena took his suitcase and rolled it to the side. 
“Heh, we’re gonna get you to your hotel in a minute, Cock-Meat, but before that, I gotta take a leak.”
“...”
“And you’re going to help me. On your knees, pussy.”
Fuck, fuck, fuck. 
The tile floor was cold under his knees, even through his jeans, and he stared up at the hyena as the other man pulled his zipper down. A fat dick, at least eight inches long while soft, flopped over his face. Even through the haze of the trance he could smell the musk coming off it, bitter-sharp and with a hint of something else, something almost spicy and warm rather than just the faint salty-sweaty smell-taste. He would have groaned if he’d been the one in charge of his body, but he was not. He could only stare, breathe, and slowly, ever so slowly, open his mouth for the shaft. 
“Heh, I knew that you’d be fun as soon as I saw your profile. Oh, fuck, that’s a hot mouth.”
Tap. 
Tap. 
Tap. 
The feeling of that cock slapping against his tongue was as humiliating as it was enticing, leaving his body with a shiver running down his spine and his cock getting stiffer and stiffer as he was dragged deeper into trance. The world fogged over around him, his remaining awareness barely enough to let him feel that cock in his mouth and the heat of the heat and the smell of it and those balls. So thick, so masculine, so…so dirty, but in the best and hottest of ways. His cock throbbed harder still, oozing into his own pants as the hyena grabbed him by the back of his head and dragged him closer. 
“Heh, come on, take a deep breath. Hold it…”
The head of the shaft popped into his throat, just past the gag reflex, and he swallowed hard. It was a familiar, but too seldom-experienced, feeling. That swollen sensation of something holding his throat open, the way that it pulsed on his tongue, the way that he had to hold his breath for - 
Hissss. 
Then, a new warmth. It hit the back of his neck and even through the trance, he could feel his cheeks burning ever so slightly. Here he was, kneeling on the floor of a bathroom stall, sucking cock and getting piss shot right down his throat. 
“Mmmmph…there we go…”
It wasn’t just a simple use, either. The hyena kept sliding forward a bit, then back, not quite face-fucking the cat but always giving him that hint of extra use. He couldn’t quite breathe through it, not without risking that pee going right down into his lungs - not to mention that he’d been told to hold his breath - so he had to just…stay there. Stay and swallow, swallow and wait. 
The hissing continued, and he could feel the jetting pressure through the underside of the hyena’s cock, adding to the musky, salty, bitter taste that had consumed all the rest of his senses. He stared straight ahead, his mind blank, his eyes staring straight at the gray-brown pubes around the base of the hyena’s shaft. 
Hiss. 
Hiss. 
Finally, it stopped, the flow ending with a heat in the cat’s stomach that hadn’t been there before. A dirty, used feeling followed, and he groaned as he heard the soft click, click, click of a phone camera going off. 
What did it mean?
He didn’t care. 
Slowly, that shaft pulled out of his mouth, dragging closer and closer to his tongue rather than all the way down his throat. The hyena grabbed him by the back of the head again, holding him still as he wiped the head of his shaft against his tongue. Jake had to taste it, experience it all over again, before the hyena pulled back - 
Click.[/i]
#
Jake blinked, staring up at the driver. His knees ached and - 
“Nnngh…”
“Heh, you need some water?”
“...Y-yes.”
“Go on. The sinks are just out there.”
The hyena was still buttoning up as the cat pushed past him, wrenching the knob around and cupping his hand in the cold stream. He forced himself to swish and spit three times before swallowing a mouthful, and he shivered as he realized what had just happened. 
[i]I’m really back…I’m really fucking back…[/i]
He could feel his phone vibrating in his pocket. That’d be his rewards for the photos that the hyena was doubtlessly uploading to the app, a paid-for program that was so close to prostitution that it wasn’t even funny. Zonked out, made to suck cock and piss just after getting off the plane, and now…
Now, he was stuck in the city for a week, where much more could happen to him. He should have been terrified out of his mind, desperate for a ticket back home, and instead…
“Are you ready to head to your hotel?” the hyena asked, tucking his phone back in his pocket. 
“...I can’t believe I’m saying this, but yeah.”
“Heh, excellent. Come with me; I’ll make sure that you stay out of zonk-ville.”
“How?”
“Level four user,” the hyena said, waving for him to come along. “Usually don’t have any high-level people around the airport at this hour, and this way, I can keep you all to myself. Don’t worry about tips or anything; should be more than good with getting that fine ass of yours at the end of the trip.”
“...Oh boy.”
“You’re going to love it, pussy.”
[b][u][center]The End[/center][/u][/b]
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