#7: “Boys keeping snacks in their foreskin”

The O’Lalley Gardens were known far and wide for their exotic beauty. Some rich eccentric had had it made years ago, and filled it with just about every plant that would survive the local climate, even some that normally wouldn’t inside lavish greenhouses. It was a popular place to visit, seeing as there was no entry fee, but it also had a fair share of strict rules. Among them was a complete ban on anything that could turn into litter; plastic bottles, anything contained in a wrapper, even those coming in with an epipen for allergies had to show a doctor’s note to be let in with it. The only public entrance was guarded by a large rottweiler man named Hank, he was still stronger than most bodybuilders despite being a few years past his prime, but he had developed a large gut from all the confiscated candy he’d eaten over the years.

It was a pleasant, late-spring day when three boys showed up to the garden entrance. They were no stranger to the place, having gone there many times over the years, but usually not this early in the day. Owing to the fact that they had the day off from school, they had decided they’d come here first thing in the morning, when the gardens were less crowded. The tallest of the three, a hyena boy named Dean, was leading the charge, carrying a light shoulderbag. Hank patted him down, finding nothing in any of his pockets, the shoulderbag containing only a single metal thermos which was deemed acceptable. The second of the three was up next, the slightly pudgy donkey boy named Eric only carrying the clothes on his back, which allowed him to join his friend right away after a light patting. The last boy, Lewis, a chubby tanuki, was carrying a backpack that he handed off to the guard. It was just standard procedure at this point, the three boys putting all their stuff into one backpack that they’d come back for later. After patting down the last of the three boys, Hank turned around to put the boys’ belongings into his little guardhouse, missing out on Lewis giving Eric’s ass a healthy squeeze, the three boys giggling amongst themselves as they walked into the gardens.
It was all part of their little game, their friendship built upon flirting and teasing each other. As they went through the park they would sneak in little gropes here and there, hold around each other, let their hands discreetly wander underneath shirts and pants. But never too far, as long as they were in out in the open they would only take it so far, despite how quiet the gardens currently were. They would take in all the interesting plants and beautiful flowers, spotting hints of wild animals that lived protected, peaceful lives here in the gardens. They crossed intricate wood bridges that stood over burbling streams of water, visiting the various fountains and waterfalls spread throughout. All the while they continued their little game as they all grew increasingly needier, groping and humping at every chance they got, excited for what was to come.
The three boys finally made it to their destination, a grand weeping tree with deep purple leaves that was easily taller than the three of them combined. The tree looked like it’d be densely packed with branches, but pulling the outer ones apart revealed that it was almost completely hollow inside, save for the thick trunk in the middle. The tree formed a sort of natural tent, making it the perfect spot for three boys to get together and be lewd in peace. 
“Hope you guys are in the mood for some salty sweets, I’ve been squirting all day!”, Lewis gleefully told the others, the chubby raccoon dog in the process of removing his belt.

The other two boys licked their lips, not far behind in unbuckling their belts and pulling their zippers down.

“Same here, I just hope they haven’t melted too badly”, Eric mused, lowering his pants slightly as he sat down against the tree trunk.

Dean removed his shoulderbag and plopped down next to Eric.

“That’s fine with me, just means there’s more for me to slurp up later~” The hyena ended his sentence with a playful growl, snaking a hand under Eric’s t-shirt to stroke over his soft belly.

Lewis sat himself down on the opposite side of Eric, the three boys now ready to commence with their favorite part of their garden trip. Grabbing hold of their underwear, they all lowered them almost in sync, revealing what was hiding underneath. Three pairs of bloated foreskins were released into the crisp spring air, each filled to the brim with snacks. The boys had been stretching their foreskins for so long that they all had plenty of room to carry snacks with them, their musky little pockets having far outgrown their dicks by this point. The ends were tied up with a piece of twine, not only to make sure that nothing fell out, but also to make sure that all those musky flavors were locked in. They all removed the twine from their tips, saving it for later, and gently peeled their foreskin back. The concealed space was soon brimming with the scent of horny boy cock musk mixed with three distinct types of sugary sweets, the boys breathing in deeply to revel in it.

It didn’t take long for the three of them to start digging in, mostly interested in dipping into each other’s foreskins rather than their own. Eric dipped his fingers into Dean’s first, fumbling around a little before procuring a small handful of colorful fruit candies. The hard-shelled exterior had partially melted away, causing the small morsels to be coated in a gooey blend of sugar syrup and precum. Eric tossed the procured snacks into his mouth all at once, licking his hand to catch any of the sweet, musky slime that had been left behind. 

Eric had packed his foreskin full of chocolate-covered raisins, Dean and Lewis taking turns to rummage around the donkey’s black, supple foreskin for them. Lewis, who thanks to being a tanuki had the biggest and stretchiest foreskin of the three, had packed his full of soft fudge squares. 

“Hey Eric, pass me a fudge, will ya?”, Dean asked his donkey friend.

The pudgy equine reached into Lewis’ foreskin, but instead of giving the candy he picked out directly to his friend, he put it into his mouth instead, giving the hyena boy a lurid smile. Dean didn’t have to be told twice, leaning in to give his friend a deep kiss, using his tongue to fish the salty, sticky treat out of the other boy’s mouth. Not wanting to leave his other friend out, Eric fished out a handful of candies from Dean’s foreskin, turning around to offer Lewis the same deal. Pre-covered treats were exchanged from one boy to the other, the worked up tanuki holding the kiss for longer than he needed to, which suited the other just fine.

The three of them kept feasting on the treats they had hidden in their foreskins, kissing, groping and rubbing each other all the same, until they had exhausted all three of them. The boys looked at each other, knowing what came next.

“I call dibs on Lewis this time, I haven’t had enough of his pre yet”, Dean spoke adamantly, the other two boys shrugging, fine with the ones they had implicitly been dealt.

Dean shuffled past Eric until he had his face in between the tanuki boy’s legs, eager to get to his favorite part. With a careful grip on the other boy’s foreskin, Dean pushed his tongue inside, beginning to lap up all the sticky residue he was able to reach. Lewis moaned in satisfaction as his friend’s tongue tickled the inside of his foreskin, Dean making sure not to ignore the other boy’s stiff nub of a cock at the bottom, being rewarded with a fresh squirt of pre as he did so. Once he was satisfied that he had been able to clean out his friend thoroughly, Dean pulled back and sat back on his haunches, allowing Lewis to do the same to Eric.
Once all three boys had been fully cleaned out, it was time to move on to the last part of their little romp. The three got on their knees in a tight little circle, letting their now empty, droopy foreskins flop towards the middle. They fastened the tips with twine once more, and once they were ready, extended a hand to the boy on the right and started jerking their pent up little nubs. Holding around each other with their left arm, the boys huffed and panted as they humped into each other’s grips, their foreskins flopping as they did so. Having been so worked up for so long, enduring rigorous teasing and edging through the entire day, it didn’t take long before the boys found themselves at the edge of climax. One by one, they began filling up their foreskins with fresh, warm boy cum, lewd squelching filling the small space as they squirted hard into each other’s grips, their foreskins ballooning outwards slightly due to being tied shut.

Once they had regained their breath and gotten their sillies out by flopping their bloated foreskins, the three boys got back up on their feet again. Taking a swig each from the thermos, they stuffed their cum-stuffed foreskins back into their pants, resuming their stroll through the park, eager to get home to sample each other’s loads. 

#8: “Two brothers who discover they like peeing up each other's butts find surprising encouragement from their parents”
It had all started out innocently enough. The two brothers, Jon and Jens, would always take their evening bath together. Despite being almost two years apart, the two deer boys got along almost as if they were twins, the two of them caring about each other deeply. Their evening bath was theirs to enjoy alone and in private, frequently playing for so long that the water would go cold before they had even washed themselves. It had started out with touching each other’s willies, giggling as they saw them grow stiff before quickly going soft again. Then it moved on to fencing with their little peckers, taking turns kissing them, until finally they came up with the idea of sticking them up each other’s butts. Neither of them knew why it felt so good and enticing to do all of these things, nor did they ever question it, the two boys simply followed whatever they felt would be the most fun to do.

It had been during one of these butt-stuffing sessions when it had first happened. Jens, the younger of the two, had his stiff little pecker lodged up Jon’s butt. They didn’t really move at all while they did this, simply enjoying the feeling of being inside each other’s butt. Jon could feel his little brother fidget behind him, the older boy turning his head to see if anything was wrong. Jens was gripping his older brother’s hips tightly, his feet stamping up and down in the water, a slightly desperate expression on his face.

“Big bro, I…I gotta go potty!”

Seemingly out of nowhere, a lightbulb flashed in Jon’s mind.
“…do it up my butt”

Jens was confused, the young deer simply staring at his brother.

“What, like…pee up your butt?”

Jon blushed slightly, quite flustered at hearing his suggestion parroted back at him, but with a strange confidence burning in his chest despite this. 

“Yeah, y’know, I just thought it’d be fun, we could try it out maybe?”

Jens was in no position to argue at the moment, the little deer boy simply squeezing his eyes shut as he made sure his willy was as far into his brother as it could go. Without forewarning, the young deer relaxed his pelvic muscles and let loose inside of his older brother. Jon let out a gasp as he felt himself be filled up, his little dicklet quivering excitedly as what felt like an entire liter of boy piss was being pumped into him, and the stream was still going. Meanwhile Jens let out a satisfied moan, the feeling of finally letting go and pissing being pleasurable enough on its own, but the added naughty layer of doing it up his brother’s butt was doing something for the little deer. Once the stream finally started dying down, Jon’s tummy had ballooned outwards slightly from the sheer volume of his brother’s output, the older boy blushing slightly as he saw how much his brother had filled him up. 

That had been the first time the two of them had played this particular game, but from that day on it happened nearly every time the two of them took a bath together. Jens would make sure to drink plenty before they hopped in the tub, to the point where he almost had an accident one day, but just narrowly avoided it. Eventually the boy’s bladder and pee-holding muscles were strong enough that he'd even manage a little bladder bulge before their sessions, Jon blushing heavily once he had noticed it one day, eager to feel all of that piss filling *him* up.

The sound of two pairs of excited footsteps echoed through the hallway. It was bathtime, and Jens was just about to burst. The two boys hopped into the bathtub, turning on the water to hide the noise, and quickly got started with their nightly ritual. Jon was already spreading his cheeks, his cute little pucker winking invitingly at his younger brother. Jens’ willy was already stiff as could be, eager to piss another liter or so of musky boy piss into a waiting hole. The young deer slid himself inside his brother, embracing the older boy from behind, the two of them enjoying this intimate time they had together, both anticipating what was about to happen.

“Hey, I was just wondering if you boys w-“

It had all happened so fast. The two boys had completely missed the sound of their father walking towards the bathroom, the older deer simply barging in when he was stopped dead in his tracks. It was unmistakable, his two sons interlocked in the most intimate way possible, the two sons in question standing there just as shocked and frozen as their father was. The scene seemed to linger for what felt like minutes, but it was finally broken by Jens letting out a strained whine that bled into a slight moan, the boy unable to hold back his piss any longer. Jon let out a gasp once he felt it, not expecting to feel his brother’s piss shooting into him right in front of their dad, the boy looking away completely red-faced. Their dad was completely oblivious to the fact that Jens was currently filling his brother up with his pee, only noticing that something was happening when he saw Jon’s belly beginning to push out.

“…Jens, are you…peeing into your brother?”

The two brothers exchanged a glance, looking back up their dad, Jens nodding his head solemnly. It’s not like anyone had told them that what they were doing was bad exactly, but they knew this was definitely something they shouldn’t be doing, the two of them nervous about the lecture they were going to get for this.

“That’s…so cool!”

The older deer’s face lit up like a kid at a toy store, the two brothers completely taken aback by his unexpected reaction. He bent down next to the two boys, putting his palm over Jon’s subtly swelling belly.

“So he’s peeing into you right now?”

Jon simply nodded, not quite sure what to make of the situation yet.

“Wow, I can really feel it, feels so warm too!”

The older man grasped hold of Jens’ butt like he would pat a friend’s back.

“And you, I didn’t know I was raising such a little stud, look at how much you’re pissing!”

Jens blushed and looked away bashfully, a smile creeping up on his face as he continued to empty himself into his brother.

“I really am so proud of you boys, I’m so glad you two care for each other so much despite growing up to be such hunks”

He gave each boy a kiss on the cheek, giving Jens an extra smack on his butt and ruffling Jon’s hair. 

“I was gonna ask if you boys minded if we fried together some leftovers, but I think this calls for some pizza, I’ll put in the order right away so it’s here when you guys are done”

He gave the two of them a quick wink and sauntered back out of the bathroom, leaving two very confused, but relieved boys behind.
#9: “Curious older brother notices a mysterious large bulge in his brother's diapers”

Babysitting was such a total drag. Mike wanted nothing more than to hang out with his friends, but instead he was stuck at home on a Friday evening watching over his kid brother. The chubby teen cat rolled over on the sofa, letting out an exasperated sigh, cursing his bad luck. He could hear his brother’s soft footsteps pattering around the living room, the cub apparently busying himself with something. Mike turned his head to look at him, seeing the boy awkwardly waddle across the floor. Misha looked a lot like his older brother, except that his fur was a light cream color as opposed to the other’s midnight black. Owing to the toasty inside temperature, the boy was only wearing a simple baby-blue t-shirt that just barely showed off a bit of his tummy, his nether covered by a poofy diaper. Mike let out another sigh, this time in resignation. As much as he hated his fate of being stuck at home, he did care a lot for his baby brother, as much as he might pretend not to. At least he’d get to spend more time with him this way.
Misha had just picked up two blocks, seeming to contemplate them deeply until he noticed his brother was staring at him. The little tyke looked at his brother for a good few seconds, seeming to process things for a moment before his expression lit up like a bright summer’s sun, the sight of his brother putting a big smile on the young kitten’s face.
“Mikey!”

Mike could feel his heart melt, seeing how happy his brother got just by seeing he was there. The older cat smiled back at his brother, noting that the boy’s smile seemed to take on a satisfied slant, his gaze slightly unfocused. Mike wondered what was going on in the boy’s mind when he noticed something odd. A large bulge had appeared in the boy’s diaper, right where…no, that couldn’t be. The sound of ripping tape echoed through the room, the bulge expanding outwards until suddenly it had no more room to grow. With a loud ‘rrtch’ the tapes of Misha’s diaper finally failed, the thing falling softly to the ground as the tyke’s footlong cock shot upwards. It slapped against the boy’s chest, before succumbing to its own weight, flopping back down and drooping downwards slightly towards the floor. Mike was gobsmacked, he couldn’t believe what he was seeing, paralyzed where he sat on the couch watching his baby brother’s massive throbbing boy cock. 
All of a sudden, Misha bent his knees slightly, his dazed expression relaxing slightly. Mike thought his brother’s cock was beginning to weigh him down, but was proven wrong as the boy started pissing. As his cock was so far away from his body, Misha ended up spraying his faintly yellow cub piss right on the floor, making a big puddle as he missed the discarded diaper entirely. The hyper-endowed kitten scrunched his fists and bent his knees even further, letting out a soft groan as he actively pushed out his pee, the more powerful jet of cub urine hitting the already large puddle on the hardwood floor, splashing loudly as it did. 
Misha continued pissing for what felt like an impossibly long time until finally his stream began to wane, slowing down until it was just a small leak from his dime-sized peephole, the last drops hitting the floor just a few inches from the boy’s completely unscathed diapers. The still firmly erect kitten boy took a look at his finished work, a large puddle that somehow had avoided hitting anything, and let out a satisfied giggle.
“Look big bro, I made a puddle!”

Mike had simply stared at the inconceivable events that had unfolded in front of him, watching it as if it was a scene in some bizarre movie, but Misha calling out to him directly snapped him out of his daze.

“Y-yes Misha, you…you made a big puddle”

Mike saw the boy’s puddle of piss advancing towards the boy’s feet, the flustered teen quickly getting to his feet to lift his brother out of the way, not wanting to add washing him to the list of things he’d have to do.

“C’mon Misha, let’s put you in some clean diapers, huh?”

Misha simply giggled and squeed as he was picked up by his big brother, his cock throbbing and waving happily in front of him.

Mike made his way to the main bathroom with his brother in hand, carrying the little tyke so that his massive cock was leading the way. He laid his brother down on the mobile changing station, fishing out a clean diaper from underneath it, but he was quickly met with a very obvious problem. He had changed his younger cousin’s diaper before so he knew how to do it, but there was one big, throbbing issue staring him straight in the face, Misha’s footlong kitty cock which still showed no signs of waning in the slightest. The older feline considered his options; he could wait and see if his little brother’s erection would falter on its own, but that risked the large puddle still present in the living room staining something in the meantime. He briefly considered trying to put on the boy’s diapers over his rock hard womb-kisser, but that would simply be pointless. Letting out an audible gulp, Mike realized he only had one option left.

Reaching out a shaky hand, Mike grabbed hold of his little brother’s cock, hearing the boy coo and giggle as he did so. Using the same grip he used on his own, much less impressive member, the flustered feline began stroking off the little tyke in earnest. Not planning on savoring the moment, the older boy went at his brother’s cock with deep hard strokes, focusing on the boy’s plum-sized cockhead. As his foreskin was pulled back on every downward stroke, Mike was treated to the sight of Misha’s bright pink glans, the thing already slick and glistening. The room was soon filled with the gentle sounds of a wet hyper boy cock getting jerked off, Mike barely noticing as an intoxicatingly musky smell filled his nostrils, the older boy simply intent on getting his younger brother off as quickly as possible.

Several minutes went by, Mike still stroking his brother desperately as the young kitten continued to coo and moan absentmindedly. The boy’s cock was beginning to shoot out thick ropes of pre as it was getting pleasured, but the boy was seemingly still nowhere close to cumming. Mike was at his wits end as he tried all he could to get the little boy cub off, slightly taken aback when he noticed Misha’s hand fumbling with his bloated but taut sack, groping at his lemon-sized balls. The boy lifted his sack upwards slightly, displaying his butthole to his older brother. The boy’s pucker was not quite as hyper-endowed as his cock and balls, but the juicy boy hole looked like it could easily compete with horse’s, the pink donut winking invitingly. 
With his right hand still working his little brother’s cock, Mike brought his left hand down towards his brother’s exposed hole. The pucker was already slick and moist to the touch, the older boy swallowing as he tentatively pushed his middle finger inside of his kid brother. Mike felt his fingers bump into something large and firm, Misha’s cock shooting out a large glob of pre as he did so, nearly missing the ceiling before it landed on the floor with a splat. The little tyke’s moans were growing higher pitched and breathier, Mike knowing what he had to do as he added yet another finger. Using all the strength and precision he could muster, the older feline bore down on his little brother’s prostate, massaging it roughly as he stroked the boy’s cock for dear life. Misha hollered in pleasure, his whole body tensing up as his cock began shooting out brilliantly white, highly potent kitty cum like a geyser. The massive boy cock tensed and flexed as it squirted out warm, sticky cub spunk onto every surface within reach. The changing table, the toilet, the bathtub, most of the floor as well as the two brothers themselves, all completely drenched with Misha’s explosive orgasm. Mike continued to pleasure his brother throughout the entire thing, not stopping his aggressive massaging and stroking until he saw the boy’s powerful jets of cum die down into progressively smaller and shorter spurts. Removing his fingers from his brother’s ass and his hand from his cock, Mike watched as Misha’s impressive spire of a cock began waning, shrinking down into a more manageable size as the little tyke was left panting on the changing table. Mike quickly reached into his own painfully tented pants, using his kid brother’s cum as lube to quickly rub himself to completion, cumming a comparatively meager load into his pants at the sight of his brother’s soft, cream-colored fur completely drenched in the boy’s own cum.
