With just one more year of college left to finish his degree, Jake felt the briefest sense of melancholy about setting his bags on the bed for the first time. 
Every year, those emotions were a little different: he’d been nervous as a freshman, relieved as a sophomore, and confident as a junior. With the final months officially ahead of him, however, he couldn’t help the slightest bit of a dip in his mood, mirrored in the hanging length of his tail. 
“But there’s no use being bummed about it, right?” he asked himself. “Make the most of this year, the same as you did with the last three. That’s all you can do...and who knows? Maybe you’ll actually get along with your roomies, this year!” 
Being a senior meant having the benefit of the off-campus apartments, instead of the usual, closet-sized dorm rooms. 
It was a huge step in the right direction, but the question still remained if Jake would get along with his new roommate as well as he had in the previous years. 
“...And here they are now...” 
He heard rambunctious sounds at the other side of the door, but what surprised him was how similar those voices were, as if he was able to hear the echo of one person against the outside of the door. 
There was just enough of a gap that he was sure he heard two voices, instead of one...and when the door swung open, Jake adjusted his glasses; he wasn’t seeing double, after all. 
“One and two on the track team, coming through!” 
Zane was the first cheetah to enter, but a half step behind him, his brother Zeke was sporting the same outfit: short, comfortable shorts and loose tank tops were the preferred gear of the felines when it was a training day, and no sooner than the door opened did the room fill with the familiar, oddly comforting scent of an earned sweat and delicate musk. 
“I’m only number two right now because I took more time off this summer to work on myself,” Zeke claimed. “By the end of the season, you’ll be at the back of the pack, right where you belong.” 
“Speaking of where you think I belong...I guess that being in first place so far this year means I get to pick the front or the back, right?” 
This time, Zane turned his attention to Jake. The gray tabby was standing in the middle of the living room, still baffled to see that the apartment would be shared by three people, rather than two...but he had no problem with cutting his costs by a third, and moreover, the twins were quite the handsome pair, with just enough confidence about them to prove that they knew it...while falling short of the arrogance that would have been a turn off. 
“I guess you did win the first round of practice races,” Zeke conceded. “You think you’re down to help us cool down, new guy?” 
Jake would have been blind to miss the bulges at the front of their shorts. By the nature of such small, clinging fabric, it would have been impossible not to see that flesh, and that was before the prospect of sharing Jake between them came along. 
On the other side of that idea, Jake could see their bodies responding in a rather immediate and alluring manner...one that he was caught red-handed trying to admire. 
“You two...y-you aren’t serious, are you?” 
“Roommates gotta get to know each other, don’t they?” Zane asked. “And we’re gonna need to go through a lot of cool down sessions this semester, so we might as well get a head start on showing you how it’s done. There’s tons of rubbing, massaging, stroking and...well...stretching, of course.” 
Jake didn’t want to admit that being towered over by a pair of handsome twins would have swayed his decision, but it was his final year of college, and to that point, he’d only backed his way into a few such encounters. 
They said that college was meant to be a time of experimentation and self-discovery, and though Jake never found himself sandwiched between two handsome cheetahs before, he didn’t think he would mind keeping such wonderful company. 
Even if it didn’t work out, he would still be fulfilling that college lifestyle and trying something new...but judging by the way that Zane and Zeke sized him up, he didn’t think it would be a one-time experiment. 
“Guess I could stand to learn a thing or two about better running habits; that’s never really been my strong suit,” Jake confessed. “How, uhm...h-how do I start?” 
“Right here on the living room floor,” Zane replied. “Plenty of room to move around, spread out, and get in a good, deep stretch.” 
Jake was already in his own loungewear for the evening, having taken comfort to heart on move-in day. He didn’t have much to strip away, but he didn’t think he’d be winning any races with the cheetahs, anytime soon. 
They were lifetime track-and-field stars, and he was just taking his first steps...but they still nodded their approval as the gray tabby pulled the hem of his t-shirt up and over the tips of his ears. 
“Smart thinking,” Zeke chimed in. “Not like we need clothes for this kind of exercise, right? They’d just get in the way.” 
That everyone was still willing to hide their fun behind the joking act of stretching was helping Jake to stay comfortable. It was hard to blame him for feeling intimidated in the face of a pair of musky, grinning jocks, but as much as they were happy to banter with each other, they came across as gentler and kinder to Jake, as though showing a silent appreciation for his willingness to become their new pincushion. 
“Oh, I didn’t think we were...y-you know. Actually stretching,” Jake noted. 
His suspicions were confirmed as Zane tugged down the clinging fabric of his shorts, making an unintentional spectacle of himself in the process: working up a sweat made compression gear that much harder to remove, but as he struggled his way out of those clothes, the stiffened flesh of his cock sprung up, slapping against the bottom of his slender tummy and providing enough of a distraction that Jake didn’t even see Zeke following suit. 
He didn’t miss much of a show, as Zeke put as much speed into the act as he did seduction, but as much as the smaller feline was overwhelmed by the presence of those amorous spirits, he didn’t think they could do anything wrong, in his eyes. 
He adjusted his glasses before removing them entirely, setting them on the edge of the TV stand before following suit on his own, standing in the middle of the living room with a tug of his soft, cozy lounge shorts. “Should I get these off first, or should I just wait for you two to tell me a pose?” 
Zane made his decision known as he stepped around Jake, circling the smaller feline as though he was sizing him up for an entirely different purpose. “Starting on all fours is a great way to get a full body stretch,” he recommended. “You just slide right out of these, and we can get started...” 
Tugging on the backside of those shorts as he approached, Zane helped Jake out of his comfortable sleepwear in a matter of seconds, and just a few more of them later, the gray tabby was on the floor, his fingers curled into the carpet and his knees resting comfortably, spread just a bit wider than his shoulders. 
“Make sure you’re good and cooled down, okay?” Jake offered, playing along with the twins and their antics. “Can’t have you two pulling something at your next practice, after all.” 
To have that sort of clearance- the freedom to do their worst, for as long as their endurance would allow- was a dangerous and enticing thing, for the twins. 
** 
It took a moment for Zane to find any lube, given that they were all still unpacking, but by the time he’d gotten a bottle and pressed the tip of his length to the exposed flesh of Jake’s tailhole, Zeke was already taking full advantage of a warm, welcoming throat, swabbing those depths with the tip of his own feline member. 
“I don’t think I’ve ever had such a refreshing stretch before,” Zeke suggested, leaning forth at the hip and freeing his groin from the tension that had gathered during his sprints. “You might be the best secret weapon on this team, Jake! We should see if they can sneak a scholarship for you...” 
The idea of having his final year paid for just because he was taking it in both ends from a pair of track stars would almost strike a cord of guilt within Jake, but it was hard for him to feel guilty- or much of anything else- when he was given a soft, easing press from the other end, feeling the smooth tip of a second cock slipping into his tailhole. 
“Dunno if coach would be able to get approval for something like that, but if this is the kind of stress relief we have to look forward to after practice, I’m gonna try a lot harder this year,” Zane admitted. “Not that I have too much left in the tank anyway, but it’ll be more than enough to make our new roommate feel welcome, I think.” 
Those inches slipped in with delightful ease, doing away with Jake’s concern about the pain to be had. There was still a hint, subtle as it could have been, but the easier sensation to focus on was the pressure and bliss of having such a full, thick member sink further and further into the depths of his asshole, worming ever closer to the sensitive nub of his prostate. 
He wouldn’t need to wait for that contact: Zane was a kindly lover, such that one paw rested on Jake’s hip, but the other was quick to grasp the base of a full, stiffened length, stroking it gently in a pace that matched the ongoing pressure of his hips. 
“As long as he’s still enjoying himself, that is?” Zeke asked. 
With both paws pressed into the floor, it wasn’t as easy for Jake to give a thumbs up. 
Suckling harder at the base of an offered shaft and bucking back into the driving hips on the opposite end, he hoped that his silent approval would be enough to get the point across. 
Feeling a strong push against him and the full, throbbing flesh of Zane pressing upon the edge of his prostate, Jake knew his message was well and happily received. 
“You know, I don’t...t-think I’m gonna be fully cooled down after one round,” Zeke mentioned, even as he leaned over Jake’s skull, grabbing his ears to steady his throat for a proper, satisfying fuck. “Actually, I think I feel another cramp coming on...you’re all moved in already, right, Jake?” 
The pulse in the middle of that shaft and the stronger sensation at the base of his sack, settled right against the tabby’s chin, told Jake just what kind of cramp he was about to deal with, but the smaller feline nodded the best he could, when his entire form was being rattled from behind by the rapid, hammering thrusts of the other brother. 
“We can always help you get the rest of your things later, if you need it,” Zane offered. “But, y-yeah...I’m definitely...g-gonna need another round of your special cool down treatment!” 
Jake didn’t have the good fortune to declare his orgasm, but he thought feeling a full, stiff length in his ass, pumping and thrusting against those inner clutches was far better fortune to be had. 
To be spraying the first gush of cum into the fibers of the carpet as an eager pair of twins stuffed him from either end was a better start to the semester than Jake could have ever hoped for... 
...but it was evident that he’d need to work on his endurance if he was going to keep up with them until the end of the year. 
