#10: “A day in the life of a multi dick boy”

Dwynn stretched and yawned as his phone played its gentle wake-up call. The pink and cream-colored dragon shuffled out of bed, turning the alarm off as he made his way over to the bathroom. He tousled his long, white hair, almost more reminiscent of a mane with how wild it was, making sure to avoid his little horn-nubs. The boy was as far away from a morning person as you could get, shuffling with bleary eyes towards the main bathroom, practically moving on autopilot. Once he was inside he flung off his oversized t-shirt that he slept in and threw it into the clothes hamper, moving towards the urinal that had been installed when he was just a little hatchling. The white porcelain spanned from the middle of the wall, down into the ground and outwards almost half a meter, being almost a cross between a urinal and a squat toilet. Dwynn gently brushed over his bouquet of dicklets, his seven members still dormant this early in the morning. Putting his feet on either side of the urinal, the drowsy dragon squatted down, letting his members dangle over the porcelain. It took a few seconds to get going, but soon the bathroom was filled with the sound of seven streams splashing against the basin below, the boy letting out a sigh of relief.
Dwynn took his time going through his morning ritual, the easygoing dragon waking up a little early on purpose so that he had time to do so. Taking a long shower, playing with his wieners as he did, getting dressed while playing with his wieners, eating breakfast, playing with his wieners under the table as he did so. He wore a skirt so that he’d always have access to his favorite toys, playing with each of his little dicklets until they were about to squirt, then quickly moving on to another so that he didn’t make a mess. His dad walked up to him as he was eating his cereal with one hand and jerking one of his little nubs with the other, kissing the boy on the cheek and tousling his hair.
“You doin’ ok there, sport?”

Dwynn let out a positive mumble in response, jerking his current dick until it was right at the edge and then quickly moving on to the one right next to it. The older dragon smiled warmly at his son, stroking his red beard which stood in great contrast to his emerald green scales.
“You want daddy to suckle you a little?”

The little dragon shook his head.

“Nuh, I promised my friends they could suckle me on the bus”

The older dragon chuckled heartily, bending down to give his son a hug, taking in the scent of his worked up boy cocks.
“Ok, make sure you put your bowl in the dishwasher before you leave, alright?”

Dwynn gave another approving mumble, still busy munching on his breakfast and teasing his crotchful of dicks.

The school bus arrived outside the young dragon’s house quite early, seeing as he lived the furthest away from school and therefore was the first stop on the bus’s route. Since he was the first on the bus, Dwynn always had his pick of which seat to take, usually choosing the row at the very back. The little dragon simply laid back and enjoyed the rumbling of the moving bus, almost falling asleep again by the point the first of his friends stepped on. An eager piglet with a black pelt and a cute, pink snout came shuffling towards his sleepy dragon friend, the tent in his pants proof of what he’d been thinking about all morning.
“Heya Dwynn!”

The half-lounging dragon gave a lazy smile and a nod of his head, simply lifting up his skirt to present his bouquet of dicks in various states of hardness. The slightly-out-of-breath pig boy didn’t waste any time, getting down on his knees in front of his friend to start suckling. Locking his lips around the nearest and hardest of the dragon boy’s dicklets, he began suckling like a cub at the teat, knowing of no better way to spend his morning. The bus continued to drive past suburban homes with neatly trimmed lawns as the eager pig sucked off one of his friend’s cocks, the porcine boy using his idle hands to caress his friend’s sack, making sure to massage each of the four lemon-sized orbs equally. As he had been edging himself all morning, it didn’t take long before Dwynn came close to the edge, the boy sighing contently as his friend was rewarded with several thick spurts of fresh dragon cub cream. The pig boy suckled and swallowed until his current dick-teat was all spent, the boy licking his lips for any cream he might’ve missed before moving on to the dick right above the one he had just drained.
The bus was beginning to fill up as they moved closer and closer towards school, finally picking up one of Dwynn’s other friends along the way, a white rabbit with stark red dyed hair who ran to the back of the bus as soon as he got on.

“You better have saved some for me, you greedy lug!”

The preoccupied pig boy chuckled, seconds away from having his second helping of dragon boy cum of the morning. The lanky bunny laid down next to Dwynn on the back row, taking one of the boy’s available dicks into his mouth to catch up to the other boy. Dwynn rumbled happily, feeling one of his dicks tense up as it was about to blow a fresh load as one of the other was getting close to joining it, feeling blessed to have such good friends and having the ability to squirt so much cum for them to enjoy.

#11: “Cuntboy brothers who take turns unbirthing each other”

Arynn stirred in bed, blinking to get the sleep out of his eyes. He had thrown off his duvet, no wonder seeing as the summer heat was more than enough to keep him warm. Reaching a hand down to his impossibly large belly, the samoyed boy couldn’t help but smile. His brother Alyxx was already awake, lazily masturbating inside of his twin’s womb, squirming slowly in pleasure. Deciding to join in on the fun, Arynn wormed his right hand into his boxers, finding his already hard clit ready to be played with. The samoyed pup closed his eyes, letting out a content sigh as his fingers worked in a familiar pattern on and around his erect clit, concentrating on the feeling of his overstuffed womb and the boy within it. He was in no big rush, letting his fingers roam around the outer edges of his pussy, occasionally slipping inside which made his breath catch in his throat. He could feel Alyxx increasing his tempo, writhing inside of his womb now. Deciding that he wanted to cum together with him, Arynn increased his tempo, feeling his heart beating faster and faster. He felt as his brother’s squirming became more erratic and wilder by the second, until finally he tensed up, evidently reaching his climax. Arynn was not far behind his brother, rubbing his clit until he came hard as well, making a giant wet spot in his boxers as he did.
Once he had finally caught his breath, Arynn decided it was time to properly greet his brother again. Removing his now soaked boxers and pulling up his legs into a position more suitable for birthing, the samoyed pup induced labor like he had done so many times before. Alyxx seemed to have gotten the memo, aiding his brother in birthing him by breaking open his amniotic sac. Arynn let out a dull moan as birthing fluid came gushing out of him, staining his sheets once more which his parents were probably annoyed by at this point, but right now he didn’t care. He felt as a wave of contractions washed over him, urging him to push, but thankfully the whole process wouldn’t take long with his brother cooperating. Slowly but surely, Alyxx slid out of his brother’s comforting womb and through his cervix, slowly making his way towards fresh air again. Arynn moaned as his brother’s head began emerging out of his pussy, thankfully not feeling any pain besides the general struggle of labor. Inch after inch he birthed his brother like he had done so many times before, struggling a bit once his shoulders reached his outer labia, but once they were past it was smooth sailing from there. With a few final pushes aided by his brother using his hands to drag himself out, Arynn had successfully birthed his brother, looking at his identical twin brother who was still slightly covered in goop.
“Morning”

“Morning”

Alyxx used his claws to cut off his umbilical cord, which was promptly reabsorbed into his brother’s body. Once he had used the duvet to get most of the goop off of him, the newly born pup crawled over to his brother, planting a kiss on his twin’s lips.
“You ready to get back inside?”

“Born that way”

Alyxx placed his knees on either side of his brother’s head, spreading his legs apart so that his gaping pussy was in full view. Arynn allowed his body to do what felt instinctually right, raising his head so that he was pushing his snout past his brother’s outer labia. He could hear the other boy moan as he continued to push upwards, eager to make his way into the place that felt most like home, the warm, comforting embrace of his brother’s womb. Arynn felt his nose boop against something, having gotten in so far as the cervix as it opened up to accept him, allowing him to slide in further. It was a collaborative effort between the two brothers, Alyxx using his leg and kegel muscles to pull his brother inside as Arynn continued to slither his way inside. Soon only a pair of legs were sticking out of the canine boy’s pussy, those too soon making their way inside until there was nothing left. Arynn wiggled and squirmed to make himself as comfortable as possible inside his brother’s womb. He felt an umbilical cord snake its way towards his belly button, the boy letting out a content moan as it connected, linking the two boys together. Arynn felt his consciousness drift as a gelatinous film began forming around him, excited to finally be back inside of his brother where he belonged.
#12: “Canine boy gets an uncontrollable urge to mark things, his bladder refilling to appropriate levels every time he sees something he wants to possess; his game console, his bed, his dad’s favorite chair...”

Sammy found himself standing in the middle of his room. The brown-furred pup felt at home in this atmosphere, recognizing the familiar vibe of his home, his territory. He looked over to the corner of his room, finding his new PSFur laying there on the floor. It was here in his territory, his domain. The boy felt an exciting swelling in his bladder. It was his. This gaming console was his, and he needed everyone to know that. Walking over to where it laid, Sammy could feel his little puppy-cock stiffen in between his legs. He didn’t know why it did so, but he did know that he felt really good, and the thought of what he was about to do made him feel excited. Placing one foot on either side of his PSFur, the young pup squatted downwards, using one of his hands to angle his stiff prick straight down towards the predominately white machine underneath him.  A pleasurable shiver ran through his body as he began peeing, marking the machine below him with musky cub piss. The thought of it kept running through his mind, he was marking his territory, everyone would know this was his, just one sniff and they’d be able to know that he had claimed this PSFur as his property. 
Almost as soon as it had started, Sammy’s stream began dying down. It hadn’t taken much to fully cover his gaming console, so there was no need for more than a little bit of piddle. The pup allowed himself to bask in a job well done, but quickly found himself looking around his room for something else. His eyes landed on his bed, it was small, with just enough space for a little pup like him. More importantly however, it was standing here, in his bedroom. Sammy could feel his bladder swelling, filling up with his mark. Yes, this was his bed, the center of his abode, the heart of his lair. His bladder made a visible bulge right below his navel, full beyond it’s normal capacity and yet he didn’t squirm or cry out in desperation, he just felt an overwhelming urge to empty the contents of his bladder on the bed in front of him.
The little canine boy walked with confident steps over to his bed, feeling his bladder slosh as he did so. The urge to piss seemed to come not from his bladder, but deep within his soul, the boy feeling no amount of desperation despite his bladder being fuller than it had ever been in his young life. Once he had made it over to his bed, the young pup bent his knees and angled himself backwards slightly, putting his eager little water gun in prime position. Like a newly opened champagne bottle his cock burst forward with piss, a heavy drizzle of cub piss raining down on his bed. Sammy’s tongue lolled out of his mouth, the boy feeling a powerful pee-shiver wrack through his body, feeling as pleasurable as a weak orgasm, although he wouldn’t know that for a few years. Sammy felt a sense of accomplishment as he saw his bed gradually getting soaked with his piss, seeing all those dry spots succumbing to his musky cub mark inch by inch. His pee stream went on longer than any the boy had experienced before, surpassing a whole minute before it finally started waning. Sammy clenched his kegel muscles, squirting out those last few spurts before using his pillow to dry off the last remaining droplets. Although he had just emptied himself twice, he felt something inside of him urge him to continue on, the pup taking the liberty to leave his room to do so. 
Nothing seemed to stick out right away as the young pup wandered from room to room. The kitchen, the main bathroom, the dining room, it wasn’t until he walked into the living room before he saw something that made his bladder tingle. It was his dad’s chair, the big comfy armchair that only his dad would sit in, that he loved more than most things and even most people. Sammy’s bladder was already swelling excitedly, but he was feeling apprehensive. This was his dad’s chair, could he really be so bold as to claim it? His bladder was reaching the size of a softball and showed no sign of stopping. Dad would kill him if he found out, but the idea of covering that prized piece of furniture in piss and claim it as his was dangerously alluring. His bladder bulge had reached the size of a large cantaloupe, his body urging him to take the plunge, to prove himself the alpha.
Sammy felt his legs move as if by their own volition, getting closer and closer to his dad’s chair, a sense of excitement welling up in him. His little puppy pecker was standing proudly at full mast, eager to spray, the content of his overinflated bladder splashing audibly with every step he took. His apprehension began melting away the closer he got to the chair, imagining himself claiming it as his own. He found himself standing directly in front of it now, the little pup massaging his oversized bladder bulge. It would feel so good to mark it, to assert his dominance as the owner of this chair, infuse every inch of it with his piss so that everyone knew he had claimed it.

The sound of piss splashing against fabric reverberated through the room as Sammy finally let go. The naughty pup felt himself blushing as a continuous blast of pee shot all over his dad’s chair, his little dick straining as liters of piss tried escaping it all at once. He felt so hot and warm and naughty, feeling the pleasure of pissing enveloping him, strengthened by the reality of what exactly he was pissing on. The boy let out an uninhibited moan, wave after wave of pee shivers washing over him, barely not losing balance as his knees buckled in pleasure. He moved his hips back and forth to ensure that he was soaking the piece of furniture in front of him as thoroughly as possible, the young pup moving one hand to his gradually deflating bladder and the other to his still pissing cock, massaging himself as he lost himself in the pleasure of marking his territory.
Sammy felt his consciousness slowly returning. The boy stirring slightly as he felt the afterglow of pleasure slowly fade, a warm, wet sensation spread over his lower half. Opening his eyes and raising his head slightly, he could see that he had wet the bed again, a large dark spot clearly visible around his middle. He could remember that he’d dreamt something, something that felt really nice, but now he couldn’t really place what it had been about. A slightly full feeling in his bladder let him know that he still had a bit left in his tank, the boy mentally shrugging as he relaxed his muscles, letting out a soft moan as he peed the bed for a second time that day.
