Being a teenager is never a painless process, everyone facing struggles both internally and externally, big and small. Everyone going through the tumultuous changes of puberty and all the hormones that brings with it, the social pressure of rubbing up against your family, peers and teachers all the while trying to balance schoolwork, hobbies and maybe even a part-time job. It’s not hard to imagine why subcultures such as emo, punk and grunge were such a hit amongst those between ages 13-19, the urge to rebel much stronger when you already feel like you’re outside the system. Although these subcultures had since mostly faded away, there were still those that fit the bill as far as the look was concerned. One such fur was Ryan, a lanky jet-black panther that looked like he was in a permanently foul mood, almost always seen with a scowl on his face and eyes that screamed ‘don’t talk to me’. His body was always well concealed with a pair of baggy jeans and an oversized hoodie, the surly feline usually opting to keep the hood up even during class. Despite his otherwise apathetic persona, Ryan still spent a lot of time taking care of his hair, his onyx-black, shoulder-length locks always looking silky smooth and perfectly upkept, his bangs usually hanging in front of one of his eyes as another shield between him and the rest of the world. Even among those that didn’t seem to quite ‘fit in’, Ryan seemed to be extra verbally aggressive and standoffish, the boy usually seen smoldering by himself, bouncing his foot or tapping his claws in barely repressed frustration. Nobody was really close enough to the boy to really know what metaphorical thorn was stuck in his paw, and most seemed content to simply ignore him, chalking him up to be just another angsty teen.
It was an ordinary Thursday like any other, sun having begun its slow descent as afternoon was beginning to roll around. Ryan had just exited his last class for the day, eager to get the hell out of school and back home to his room, the slightly femme panther having slung his bag over his shoulder and sauntering towards the exit. He was lucky to live close enough to school that he could simply walk home, the trip not taking more than 10 minutes at his usual pace, 5 minutes if he were short on time. Ryan had just turned the corner from the school entrance to the western wall when something unexpected happened. The world went dark as something was pulled over his head, the startled boy about to let out a scream before a large, powerful hand clamped his muzzle shut. Soon after he was picked up and carried away, the indignant feline kicking and flailing to no avail as whoever was carrying him had an iron grip. The distant sound of other teens was quickly drowned out, Ryan being able to tell from his kidnappers footsteps that they were inside the school building again, likely somewhere close to the school’s gymnasium considering where he was picked up. Soon enough the bewildered boy was placed back on his feet, whatever had been covering his head roughly removed and his arms being forcibly held behind his back. Blinking and looking around, it seemed he had been carried to the boy’s locker room, benches and metal cabinets surrounding the room and the open entrance to the shower visible in the corner.
“There he is, the man of the hour.”

Ryan turned his attention towards the source of the smug, effete voice, a feminine silhouette snaking its way into the panther’s field of view. It was a fox from the same grade as Ryan, he didn’t know the boy’s name but he recognized his face. Said face was currently twisted into a confident, haughty look, adorned with a pair of thin-framed square glasses and framed by medium-length blond hair that almost rivaled Ryan’s in smoothness. His form was quite visible beneath his form-fitting black t-shirt and skinny-jeans, surprisingly slender waist and wide hips giving the boy a seductive androgynous look while still retaining his boyish charm.
“Good work Brutus, I assume you were able to bring him here without anyone noticing?”

A short grunt came from behind Ryan, the feline twisting his head to see who had brought him here and was currently restraining him. Behind him stood a rhino that nearly scraped the already tall ceiling, Ryan recognizing him as the school’s star quarterback, not surprising as the lad was built like a brick wall with legs. Twisting back towards the fox, whom Ryan assumed was the brains behind this operation, the surly feline shot him an icy glare.
“What the hell is this all about, why the fuck did you have this meathead bring me here!?”

The fox’ subtle smile curled upwards into a gleeful, sadistic smirk, his eyes twinkling with mischievous energy.
“Well, you see, I’ve gotten tired of seeing your grumpy expression day in and day out, but more than that it has also gotten me curious. As far as I’m aware your home situation is great, you’ve got two upper-middle class parents that love you and you’re not really struggling at school. Your attitude is a mystery to me and I want to find out why.”

Ryan’s expression turned heated, masking the slight blush that spread across his cheeks.

“And what the fuck do you know about what I’m going through, huh??”

The agitated panther struggled against Brutus’ grip, but to no avail. The rhino had more muscles in one of his arms than the panther did in his entire body so all the feline could do was futilely struggle in the larger male’s grip.

“Well, that’s just the thing, I DON’T know, which is why I’m so intrigued…I do however have a hypothesis.”

A cold, sinking feeling spread throughout Ryan’s chest, the boy trying his best to hide it, but a hint of worry seeped through his macho façade.

“Wh-what do you mean??”

The fox brought his right hand up to his face, cupping his chin with his slender fingers in a theatrical, inquisitive way.
“Well, you see, there’s a distinct pattern you’ve fallen into. You’re a model student when it comes to all your subjects, except when it comes to PE. Not in the sense that you’re not taking the class seriously, but whenever it comes time to shower you’re mysteriously absent…”

A sense of dread flushed over Ryan, the boy redoubling his efforts to wriggle free of his captor.

“That’s just a coincidence, you don’t know shit! You haven’t figured out a goddamn thing…would you let go of me already you big clod, what are you even gaining from this!?”

The fox tittered, a shrill yet melodic laugh that made Ryan’s nape-hairs stand on end.
“It’s simple, really. I help keep his grades high enough so that he’s eligible for scholarships and he helps me…incentivize other people.”

The fox, who had been standing a little ways away up until now, rhythmically sauntered towards the captured panther, Ryan trying to get in a swift kick once the vulpine was close enough.

“Brutus dear?”

Ryan had been entirely focused on trying to make his legs connect with the nerdy fox in front of him when a sharp pain shot through his body. Brutus, who up until now had held the panther relatively gently, now pressed his arms upwards in a police-style armlock, causing the once cocky feline immense pain. 

“OK OK OK OK, STOPSTOPSTOPSTOP, I GET IT! ”

Just as quickly as the pain had started it subsided, Ryan focusing on the fox in front of him who was still smiling as broadly as ever.
“Take note of that, whatever you do to me, he’ll do to you tenfold. Cooperate and you get to walk away with all your limbs still attached, got it?”

Ryan didn’t say anything, but simply turned his head away in defeat, trying to hide the tears that had started forming. Taking that as compliance, the fox closed the gap between him and the defeated feline. The domineering vulpine reached out towards Ryan’s midsection, using his slender, dexterous fingers to undo the panther’s belt before hooking into the sides of his pants and underwear.

“Well then, let’s see what this little kitty has been hiding all this time then~”

Due to the loose nature of Ryan’s pants, it only took a slight tug to expose his crotch to the room. Hanging between the boy’s legs was a nearly soda can thick, 9” cock, the impressive length being coated in a black, glossy, almost leathery foreskin. What made the member extraordinary however was the tip. A good centimeter or two of the tip of the foreskin was almost pinkish red in color from being pulled almost impossibly taut against the boy’s cock, almost every detail of his slightly equine glans being visible through skin that looked nearly shrink-wrapped around it. Through a coin-sized hole at the tip where the foreskin ended in a bunched up rim, the feline’s dickslit could be seen, shaped like a typical anthro’s, but jutting slightly outwards like an equine’s. Even completely flaccid Ryan’s cock looked like a bodybuilder wearing a two sizes too small t-shirt, every vein and every contour clearly visible, the whole thing giving off an aura of uncomfortableness. 
“Well, that certainly solves that mystery, doesn’t it! I just thought you had a micropeen or something, but it seems like you kept some of your horse dad’s genes instead! Man, I’ve never seen that happen before, but I suppose that’s something that can happen with a hybrid dick!”

Ryan still didn’t say a word, keeping his head turned away to hide his look of flustered embarrassment, reeling at having his long-kept secret exposed so suddenly. The fox had gotten down on his knees, reaching out his left hand to give Ryan’s cock a squeeze. The second the vulpine’s digits made contact with Ryan’s cock the member gave a hard lurch, causing the panther boy to wince and breathe in sharply through his teeth.

“Sensitive, huh?”

The fox chuckled to himself before using his left hand to lift up Ryan’s cock, exposing the feline’s balls, a sight which made the fox let out a ‘tsk-tsk-tsk’. Hanging loosely in their sack, Ryan’s balls were beyond swollen, resembling a pair of bluish-black oranges that looked like they had expanded well beyond their original size. Reaching out to give one of them a touch, the fox barely got his fingers around the oversized orb before Ryan physically cringed, the boy letting out an involuntary whine of discomfort.
“My oh my, your balls seem to be even more sensitive than your dick, been that long since last you blew your load?”

Ryan opened his mouth as if he were going to say something, but quickly closed it again and looked away in an indignant huff. The fox’ expression had shifted over to a neutral, curious expression while looking over Ryan’s bits, but it once again twisted into a sadistic smirk.

“What was that you were saying?”

The vulpine punctuated his sentence by giving Ryan’s balls a quick squeeze, causing the panther to gasp as a lightning-bolt of pain shot up through his body.

“I-I…I’ve never…actually…”

Ryan’s cock gave a second powerful throb in the fox’ grasp, eliciting another wince from the boy.
“You’ve…never actually had an orgasm?”

The now thoroughly defeated panther shook his head solemnly, completely dropping his aggressive façade, giving way to a meeker side underneath.

“I’ve…tried…but whenever I get hard it just starts hurting real bad, and at this point I’ve gotten so sensitive that-“

The fox absentmindedly jostled Ryan’s cock, his arm getting slightly tired from holding the meaty thing up, the sudden movement causing the feline’s cock to tense up, the boy wincing as he shot out a regular cumshot’s worth of pre on the floor.

“…that stuff like that happens, sometimes just looking at someone hot or having a dirty thought causes me to drip and flare up, it’s miserable…”

The naughty expression on the fox’ face mellowed out slightly, Ryan wasn’t able to pick it up as he was still to embarrassed to look down, but a look of pity washed over the vulpine’s face before he put up his mischievous front again.

“Well, that certainly explains why you’ve been acting like such a standoffish cunt, huh. Maybe there’s still a way to alleviate that however…”

As gingerly as possible, the fox let go of Ryan’s balls and lowered his dick back down, the sneaky vulpine snaking between Ryan’s legs until he was between him and the rhino behind him. Placing his hands on the feline’s surprisingly voluptuous ass, the fox spread the cheeks apart to reveal yet another surprise. Not only had Ryan inherited plenty of equine qualities from his father when it came to his cock, he had also gotten them for his other side as well. Staring at the curious fox was a big, black, puffy donut of a hole that would be right at home on an equine twice Ryan’s size, the positively juicy anus looking quite taut, but also capable of handling some serious play. The fox’ grin returned at full force, licking his lips in anticipation.

“Oh yeah, we should be able to work something out~”

Ryan was about to turn around to ask what the vulpine was talking about before he was interrupted by a moan escaping his lips, a shudder of pleasure running through his body. He didn’t have to look back to figure out what was happening, his sensitive hole easily picking up the feeling of the fox’ wet, flat tongue lapping over it, feeling the vulpine’s hot breath on his donut. Pleasure was quickly joined by pain however, as Ryan’s cock began hardening. As the panther’s cock grew from flaccid to half-hard, his already tight foreskin was forced to deal with his increasingly expanding cock underneath. The pain brought on by the tightness started blending together with the pleasure of growing erect and getting rimmed, causing a confusing mix of sensations to hit the poor feline all at once, who whined at the contradictory but somehow slightly complementary feelings.
“P-please…stop…you can’t…”

Having no intentions of stopping his mission, the fox pulled back his muzzle for a moment to admire his handywork. In front of him was one well-lubed donut, just about as ready as it’d ever be for what the mischievous vulpine had in mind. Sucking on his right index- and middle-finger to coat them in spit as well, the fox gently inserted the lubed up fingers into Ryan’s hole, the digits sinking in like a hot knife through butter. Meanwhile, Ryan’s cock was about as hard as it would (and could) get, the constant burn of his foreskin being pulled too tight being interrupted by sharp stings of pain every time his dick would throb in barely contained excitement. It was hurting so bad, but feeling so good, the burn almost unbearable, the pleasure almost unbearable, the throbbing stinging so good. Ryan was slowly losing his mind at the intense sensations frying his brain, the boy surely having had collapsed by now had he not been held up by the towering rhino behind him. The fox had been carefully prodding around inside the feline’s hole for some time now, desperately searching for something until his fingers bumped into a lump the size of a large plum. Ryan screamed out in pleasure, a noise that would surely have alerted someone if the corridors weren’t deserted by this point, his cock flexing strenuously and practically pissing a modest bukkake’s worth of precum onto the floor. As the thoroughly agitated panther was panting heavily, struggling to form a thought in his cum-addled brain, the now beaming fox looked up from the floor towards the boys above him.
“Brutus, get ready to hold him as still as you can, ok?”

The stoic rhino gave a simple nod and a grunt in confirmation, the fox now focusing on Ryan.

“And as for you, Mr. Grumpy, you better get ready for the ride of your life!”

Ryan barely had the wherewithal to let out a ‘huh?’ before he yelled out in pleasure again. Knowing exactly where to aim, the determined fox ground his fingers into the poor panther’s intensely sensitive, backed up prostate, truly fingerbanging the swollen nub to the best of his abilities. Ryan was barely able to catch his breath in between moans and screams of combined pain and pleasure. The tip of his foreskin had become red and irritated, his glans flaring in proper equine fashion and his entire member stuck in a constant flex. Precum was shooting out of the poor overstimulated feline like faulty sprinkler, the sound of sticky liquid hitting linoleum barely audibly between Ryan’s continuous yelling which was nearly audible all the way outside. Almost a full liter or so of pre had been milked out of the feline once the stream suddenly stopped. Ryan’s eyes shot wide open, a desperate panic washing over him.
“I-I can feel it, s-something’s happening, I-“

Ryan hunched over as an overwhelming wave of pleasure crashed over him, his balls pulling up tightly against his taint.
“I think…I think it’s…it’s coming…I’m-“

Ryan’s mind went blank for a moment as an even stronger wave of pleasure radiated through his body, his cock practically vibrating at this point.

“HERE…HERE IT….COMES…I…I’M GONNA…”

Throwing his head back into a nearly primal roar, Ryan finally experienced his first orgasm. The two other boys simply watched on in awe as the panther’s cock began shooting out cum like a backed up cannon, the first shot hitting the lockers at the other end of the room with a resounding metallic ‘PNK’, the second, third and fourth following right after. Ryan yelled out in a long uninhibited moan, his body finally getting to do what it had been craving for so long, all the pain from his sore, stretched out foreskin converting to pleasure as his pleasure center was blasted with a tidal wave of ecstasy-bringing chemicals. The fox, who hadn’t let up his prostate massage for even a second, could feel Ryan’s hole and inner walls clamp down on his fingers to the point where they were starting to feel numb, the amazed vulpine not caring as he basked in what was happening in front of him. Getting up to his fifteenth…sixteenth…seventeenth cumshot, each just as long as the one before, the floor in front of the unloading panther was starting to get thoroughly coated in thick, potent cum, the entire room getting hotboxed by the smell of potent, virile seed. Ryan was barely able to form a thought, his entire world was cumming right now, every fiber of his being flexing with every shot of cum he produced, feeling almost like he was one with his cock at it throbbed and bounced and spurted in happiness. 
Once his cumshots started nearing the thirties, the strength and volume of the loads finally died down, until shot number 33 was barely more than a dribble on the floor. As he began coming down from his first ever orgasm, Ryan’s body suddenly turned limp, the fox freaking out for a moment until a soft snore came from the thoroughly spent feline. The fox and the rhino simply stared at the boy for a moment, the two of them at a loss for what to do for a moment.
“…I know his address, you wouldn’t mind carrying him, would you?”
