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CHAPTER 7: CAM AND LOU REPRISE


I don't remember dreaming anything that night; I just closed my eyes and plunged instantly into deep, deep restorative sleep. It was one of those nights where my heavy eyelids closed one moment, and opened to greet the light of morning the next—as if only seconds had passed between the two minor events. That's not to say I wasn't well-rested, because I was; I just had the disorienting sensation of a temporal shift when I awakened. I'd slept so heavily, I felt lightly drugged as my mind slowly swam upward to full consciousness. 


There was also that momentary jarring effect I experience whenever I wake up for the first time in a strange bed,  in a strange room; it always passes quickly, but there's that brief on-the-edge-of-panic feeling of where the fuck am I? But, after a minute or two, I had cleared away my mental cobwebs; it came back to me where I was, and with whom, and I was more or less myself again. I lay on my back and stretched; various sections of my skeleton snapped and popped as they rearranged themselves.


Turning to my left, I propped myself up on my elbow to greet Cam—and he wasn't there. The bedroom door was open, and I could see out into the hallway. Seconds later, Roni bounded into view, framed by the doorway. “Hey,” he said, offering a wave, “you're up!”


“Yup, just barely. I—“ I was responding to thin air; Roni had run off. The little thumps of his footpaws could be heard as he charged down the stairs.


“He's up!” the pup announced to the entire house, loudly enough to let a few of the neighbors know the news, as well.


I rubbed some of the sleep-sand out of my eyes, and when I lowered my paws and refocused, Cam was standing in the doorway, clad only in a form-fitting pair of burgundy-colored boxer briefs. “Mornin', Lou”, he said as he padded over to the bed, taking a seat on its edge. His warm paw rubbed over my upper arm. “Sleep well?”


“Mmm,” I nodded, reaching up to stroke a finger along his inner forearm. “What time is it?” For the first time since I woke up it dawned on me to take a look at the alarm clock. It said 10:06. I was instantly wide awake. “Shit. It's that late?” I asked, sitting bolt upright on the bed.


Cam slid in closer to me and gave me a hug; it was nice, though a little awkward in our current positions. I couldn't help but notice when he moved back on the bed, his boxers lowered enough to allow a peek at the base of his thick sheath. “We've still got all day.” He gave me a deep, open-muzzled kiss, and the back of his paw brushed against my sheath much as it had the first time we met—only this time the rubbing was slower, firmer. “Hours and hours yet, wolf. Think on that while I get you some breakfast, okay?” Sexy Cam stood, and—a little to my regret—pulled his briefs back up. “Come on down, if you'd like.”


I followed him downstairs, though not pressed up against him this time; my just-woke-up coordination—or lack thereof—would have probably turned that little adventure into a disaster. As we padded through the living room, I saw Roni on the couch, a game controller clutched in his paws. The pup was playing a video game so colorful, frenetic and loud that it was almost nauseating for me to watch. His eyes were glued to the television, though; it didn't seem to affect him in the least. Every once in a while he would lean to one side or the other to finesse a particularly difficult maneuver. He gave no indication that he even saw us walk by.


Once in the kitchen, Cam set to fixing a hearty but simple breakfast. I didn't think I was hungry at all when I woke up; I'm not really a breakfast person, and I rarely eat much until I've been awake a couple of hours. Much like the rest of me, my metabolism is a little weird. However, the aroma of scrambled eggs and frying bacon hit my nostrils, and suddenly I was ravenous; my stomach growled ferociously. I watched with delighted surprise as Cam prepared some grits; I had eaten them all the time when I was growing up, but hadn't had them in years. Every chance I could, I gave the handsome chef butt-pats and shoulder rubs as he cooked.


Cam mounded the eggs, bacon, grits and warm biscuits on a huge platter, and placed it on a tray. After adding silverware, salt and pepper, glasses of orange juice, and a squeeze bottle of honey, he hefted up the tray and turned to pad out of the kitchen. “Let's eat upstairs,” he said, tilting his head in invitation.


“Has Roni—?” I started to ask, but Cam shook his head.


“He's already had his breakfast, and Jesse's already out.”


“Basketball?”


Cam chuckled and nodded. “Basketball.”


We returned to Cam's room and sat on the bed, our backs up against the headboard as we carefully balanced the breakfast tray on our laps. Both of us ate from the single platter of food, and we playfully fed each other strips of bacon or honey-soaked biscuits. Our shoulders touched as we leaned in against each other.


Every crumb had been cleared from the platter when I turned to face my new-found friend. “Cam,” I started; I hadn't even formulated what I was going to say yet.


“Hmm?” he asked, around his last muzzleful of biscuit.


“Cam, I can't remember the last time anyone treated me so wonderfully.” I mentally grasped for just the right words; I decided to keep it simple. Lifting a paw to brush his chest, I continued, “I think I could really easily fall for you, if I haven't already.” My paw remained in place as I waited for his reaction.


If his expression had changed, it only grew warmer and kinder. His eyes were half-lidded as he turned to kiss me. “Lou, I really like you, too; I wouldn't have done all this if I didn't. But here's the thing:


“Every day, Lou, every day, I get looks from complete strangers. They don't even try to hide their intentions behind those looks. They see me as a well-arranged bag of meat designed for their pleasure.”


“Jesus, Cam! I—“


“No, no; hold on. You know what gets me through that bullshit? Two things. One is my little brothers; I'll fuck up anyone who tries to hurt them in any way.” He bared his teeth a little when he said it. “The other is: I have a very small group of very close friends who don't just see meat—they see Cam. When I met you, I had a hunch you might become one of those friends. I'm very happy to say my hunch was right.”


I was flabbergasted. I was also very flattered, but I didn't know how to respond. “I see,” I said, even though I really didn't; it felt like he was skirting around my actual point.


But then he drove straight to the hoop, as Jesse would put it. “Lou, if you're lookin' for a mate or a husband, I'm just not that guy. But if you're lookin' for a good, close friend to be with from time to time—well, I would be proud to be that to you.”


“Sort of a 'friend with benefits'?”


Cam grunted. “Ugh. I don't really like that term; it sounds a little sleazy, like a 70's key party. Just like 'fuck buddy;' that sounds even worse. Let's just call it a really good friendship that also involves some very nice sex.”


“I can definitely live with that.” Call me shallow, but just the mention of being sexual made me feel aroused.


“Good!” Cam exclaimed, genuinely pleased. He lifted the tray off our laps and stood up. I watched his rump flex under those silky boxers as he padded over to the dresser and made room for the tray. He also opened the top left drawer of his dresser and carried something back to the bed with him, along with the bottle of honey, for some reason. The other 'something' was unidentifiable; he had it bundled up in a t-shirt. Whatever it was, he set both it and the honey on the bedside table. Before he climbed back into bed with me, Cam slid out of his boxers and tossed them aside.


The hunky canine made his way over to my side of the bed and knelt over me, his legs bracketing mine. Powerful paws grasped my shins, and he pulled me forward until I was lying flat on my back. “Now, then,” he said.


I grinned up at him. “Isn't there a rule about waiting an hour after eating?”


“That's for swimming,” Cam replied. “Do you see a swimming pool anywhere nearby?”


“Heh. No.”


“Then we're good.” He reached over to the table and picked up the bottle of honey, removing the tiny red plastic cap from its tapered nozzle. With his left paw, he pinched the opening of my sheath until it gaped widely; his right paw tilted the honey bottle until its tip was right over my vent. My gaze was transfixed on the thick golden liquid as it flowed downward.


“You, um...you like honey, huh?” I asked, feeling a gooey dribble of it pouring into my sheath.


“Love it,” Cam answered—and he gave the plastic bottle a healthy squeeze.


Honey gurgled into my furred sleeve, the stickiness oozing its way down deep against my soft cock. Once he was satisfied there was enough in there, Cam returned the honey bottle to the table and sealed my sheath shut with the fingers of his left paw. His right massaged my length, the honey slowly coating my penis and warming up to my body temperature as he did so. I felt myself engorging at his squeezing touch, but my shaft had nowhere to go; my sheath was still pinched closed, and it bulged weirdly as my growing length overfilled it.


Cam released my sheath tip, which remained closed briefly, glued shut by the honey. I let out a breathy sigh of relief as it finally opened and the pressure decreased, my domed cockhead popping out quickly. His handsome face lowered down to kiss the underside of my glans, and Cam's long, slick tongue wriggled its way inside my sheath.


And gods, did he have a talented tongue! It slithered around my girth, lapping the sticky honey from my burgeoning erection. Cam withdrew his hot, flat tongue and took a gulp of gluey sweetness before returning to his pleasurable task. My cock brushed up against his nose as he slurped inside my sleeve, each lingering lick making me harder and longer. His fingers helpfully allowed my knot to emerge as he continued to extract honey from my scrunched sheath. It felt to me as though he had gotten all of it, but he kept licking, the warm breath from his nostrils tickling my knot.


There were still droplets of the sticky golden fluid on my length when he finished with my sheath. Not one to leave a job undone, Cam started to lap me clean with gliding strokes, my tip dripping pre onto my abdomen as a result. His lips encircled my cockhead, and he drew as much of my length as he could into his hot muzzle; after a few seconds of suckling, I gave him a little spurt of some of my own honey. The gorgeous canine seemed to have an endless collection of ways to get me achingly hard and turned on.


Cam lifted his head and shifted himself forward until his sheath rested atop my erection; he planted both paws against the mattress right under my armpits and pressed his lips to mine. “You know, I did a little research on you before you came over here.”


I lifted my hips, pushing my cock up more firmly against his equipment. “Heh. I kinda did know, actually. Roni told me.”


“Jesus,” Cam laughed, collapsing down on top of me, his muzzle rubbing the side of my neck as he chuckled. “That little shit; he always figures out my passwords,” he muttered into the pillow, then lifted himself back up to his previous position. 


“Okay, anyway,” he continued, “Some...interesting stuff you have online there, Lou. And I thought to myself, 'What kind of host would I be if I didn't indulge and explore my guest's interests?'” He reached over to the bedside table; I suddenly knew what was wrapped up in that t-shirt. “Know what this is?” Cam asked me.


“Got a pretty good idea, I think.” I felt chills all over my body.


He tossed the t-shirt aside; of course, it was Roni's shrink ray. “Know what this does?”


I nodded up at him.


Cam chuckled again, shaking his head. “Let me guess; Roni beat me to the punch again.”  He put the toy gun on my chest and lowered his head to give my shaft a long, slow lick. “Know what I'm gonna do, after?” he asked, rising back up and taking the toy gun in his paw.


Now there I had no clue—but I was sure it would be wonderful. I shook my head.


“Let's find out, then,” Cam said with a toothy smile that was disturbingly reminiscent of Roni's shit-eating grin. He leveled the toy gun right at my chest and pulled the trigger. As the rippling energy field enveloped me, I saw him return the size ray to the table next to the bed.


I'd become an old hand at the whole shrinking thing by this point; I braced myself and was ready for it. Though I had been prepared for the slightly nauseating sensation of having my perspective change, it really didn't come this time around. Every time before, I had been standing up; perhaps being flat on my back this time helped to anchor me better. Roni had surprised me with the change both times he had done it to me; Cam had at least given me fair warning. Whatever the reason, the process was considerably more pleasant as I lay on the bed; it was a trifle disorienting, but not dizzying.


Another important point came to mind as I began to shrink: Roni had kept his distance and had been a passive observer the two times he reduced me in size; he had simply stood and watched it happen. That was not the case this time. Cam was right there with me, very close by, and was assuming an active role in my transformation. And, brother, when I say active, I mean active.


The end of Cam's muzzle snuffled against my balls, and he gave my shaft the slowest lick he possibly could; by the end of his hot slurp, he looked visibly bigger in size to me. He kept licking, and with each swipe, the pink length of his tongue felt heavier and wider, its flat surface splaying out over my cock. From my point of view, the muscular canine was ten feet tall and expanding by the second as his growing tongue slapped against my erection for another taste. The duration of each lick made Cam look ten feet taller, his tongue now half the length of my body, flattening out over my upper legs and abdomen as he drew it over me slowly. Fifty feet in height, now sixty, the stud's tongue was now larger than I was, sliding my entire body backward over the mattress as he slurped. A gigantic paw scooped under me and lifted me, its palm stretching out in all directions around me as I got smaller and smaller—and here came his enormous tongue again, shiny with saliva and fifteen feet long, my shaft straining against its surface. Even if he hadn't been licking me, even if he had held stock still, there would have been the illusion of tongue motion as I dwindled in his giant paw. At the end of the next lick, the pink blanket lifted, and I saw two-hundred-foot-tall Cam grinning down at me, rumbling ever larger. His smiling lips parted, and as Cam's tongue lolled out it seemed to double in size right before me. I was buried under its erotic heat and weight as the sexy titan gave me a fifty-foot lick. The stimulation was all too much at once; I was sealed between muzzle and paw in almost complete darkness. I came helplessly under that great big tongue as its surface smeared my seed over my body, the colossal lick going on and on. Cam's final slurp had been so gigantic I had gone through an entire orgasm before his tongue tip lifted from my body.


Cam lowered me gently to the mattress, and I climbed off his paw; I sat down in the enormous indentation my body had made in the bed only minutes before. I was still panting from my climax as I tilted my head up to take a look at the handsome canine.


In my shrunken state, Roni had been big, and Jesse had been huge—but words fail me in describing just how massive Cam was as I looked up at him. After all, he was easily a foot taller than Jesse, and twice Roni's height; take those size differences and magnify them from a one-inch-tall wolf's perspective, and...well, giant just doesn't cut it. I dimly recalled feeling like I might have swooned when I first met Cam, but that reaction was nothing compared to how I felt now. He put his hands on his hips and offered a sly and suggestive smile down to me as he knelt on the bed.


I'm not one to objectify anyone, and Cam had clearly expressed how much he hated it when people did it to him. But the towering and muscular giant rising high above me was nothing less than a sexual god—and he fucking well knew it. One of his eyebrows rose, and his smile became a bemused smirk, as he teasingly pushed his hips forward. Not only did the bed quake when he did this, but his humongous genitals bounced between his beefy thighs. His flaccid sheath was as big as Roni's erect shaft, and its thick lavender bulk draped majestically over his huge and and multicolored balls. I did some quick mental arithmetic and concluded that, from my viewpoint, Cam was now 480 feet tall.


Four hundred and eighty feet. God damn. I felt a little faint. 


Cam just smiled, giving me all the time I needed to gather myself together. Once I felt I had recovered adequately, I stood and charged toward one of the titan's knees. Unfortunately, in my enthusiasm I tripped over a small fold in the bed sheet and landed on my stomach, my momentum making me slide an inch or two over the bed. The fur on the front of my body felt hot from the friction, and I blushed as I stood again, feeling like an overanxious fool. Yeah, well, I kinda was one.


A gigantic white finger lowered down and delicately guided me away from Cam's knee and between his legs instead. When I shot a questioning look up to him, he waggled his finger in playful admonishment, resting his paw back on his hip. I wondered what he was up to, and I tried to study his face for any clue—but he just gave me that inscrutable and sexy smile. It was accompanied by a subtle nod downward, as if to redirect my attention.


I lowered my head, my line of sight tracking over his gigantic chest and abdomen; a little lower, and I locked on to what he had been indicating. Without touching himself at all—and without me touching him—Cam was quietly willing himself to get erect. When you start with a completely soft length of twenty-five feet and grow from there, it makes for quite an impressive sight.


Cam's sheath ballooned thicker, angling outward a touch as it filled, still dangling down over his stuffed and heavy ballsac. At last he plumped up to the point where his huge sleeve could no longer contain him; the dark ring of his sheath's vent opened like an iris as the pink of his cockhead showed. His vent stretched wider to accommodate the bulk of his meaty glans, and there was a soft liquid sound as his sheath peeled back to allow his cockhead to slide free; the domed flesh grew noticeably wider once it emerged. The spicy male musk of his mammoth cock wafted down to me; I felt my sinuses tingle as I inhaled his scent.


The rubbery bulk of Cam's cock wobbled in time with his heartbeat as it elongated, telescoping to over fifty feet in length. It still pointed straight down, and from almost directly below it looked like his glans was nodding at me as it quivered. Those magnificently humongous balls rolled and roamed slowly, the fur of the canine's sac shifting as they moved. The weight of Cam's leviathan cock increased as it engorged, and it pushed his balls farther back between his spread legs. I stretched my arms upward in an attempt to touch the blunt tip of the giant's immense penis, but it was just beyond my reach; I could definitely feel its heat, though.


I felt a little twinge of jealousy at the control Cam had over his body; unless it's morning wood, it's difficult for me to summon an erection without touching myself. Yet the handsome colossus didn't move at all—beyond his penis, that is; his concentration alone allowed him to harden steadily. The pink behemoth of Cam's cock started to angle outward and upward as it inflated past sixty feet long; I could see the V shape that marked the underside of his glans high over me. Cam's monstrous length grew straight and hard, and its mass made the upward angle it had been achieving impossible to maintain; his huge cock lowered again as it became heavier and longer than a city bus.


Cam finally touched himself, but only to pull his sheath back to set his knot free; the colossal hunk let out a groan of pleasure as he did so. It was the first time he had made a sound since I had shrunk; it caught me by surprise how deep, booming and big his voice was. The proud length of his cock jutted out well over halfway to his knees, plumping up with its final stage of growth. Triple lobes of flesh formed his knot—two on the bottom and one on top—making its gigantic dimensions at least thirty feet wide and tall, just slightly smaller than the forty-foot breadth of his sac. All this was topped off by his eye-popping length; Cam was sporting an erection just under eighty feet long!


It was necessary for me to take a few paces back to take it all in. Foreshortening from my very low angle made Cam's cock look bigger than the rest of him; a little over twenty stories up, his gorgeous face smiled down at me. He spread his legs a little more, widening his kneeling stance on the bed, and as a result his genitals were now closer to the surface of the mattress. With a powerful flex, he made his shaft buck upward, and it came down with a heavy flump, his cockhead slamming down directly in front of me before it bobbed back up. It crossed my mind that it would take a thousand wolves my size to even try to lift that immense hardon—and titanic Cam had done it with a simple flexing of his muscles. All that strength, all that size, all that cock—and all mine, at least for the time being.


The light surrounding me changed as Cam cast me into shadow, his massive body lowering down into the push-up position. His sculpted brick-hard abdomen was directly over my head as his rump descended, the length of his mighty cock plopping down against the bed with a thump. Cam then thrust forward, as if mounting an invisible lover, and that mammoth phallus plowed its way toward me, slithering almost ominously over the mattress. A curved fifteen-foot-wide wall of flesh greeted me, my gray body standing in contrast against all that pink as I threw my arms open wide to embrace it. My tiny form fitted nicely against the groove leading up to Cam's slit, and as my paws rubbed over the surface of his plump glans, a gigantic bubble of pre appeared. It inflated right before me like a water balloon filled by a fast-running tap, and its surface tension was broken when it hit my chest, splashing a few gallons of warm pre over my front. I pressed a kiss to my titanic partner's glans, having been marked by his masculine scent.


I could have stood there forever, feeling my paws sink into the sponginess of Cam's cockhead, especially when he made it flare and push against me, its already gargantuan bulk swelling even larger for a few seconds. Still, I didn't want to be selfish and make him hold such a strenuous position for too long. Cam was very strong, it's true, and I loved the way his upper arms bulged as he held himself up—but being in a sustained push-up position for a long period of time is too much to ask of anyone. I imagined it would be even more so if you were rock-hard and having your cock tickled while in such a position!


After giving Cam's cockhead an affectionate pat—and making sure he was watching me, so he knew exactly where I was—I padded out from under his body and sat on the mattress a respectable distance away so he could get more comfortable. He lowered himself onto his stomach, and then rolled onto his left side, facing me. Cam took care to move slowly and deliberately, but even so his motions could have measured on the Richter scale—at least from my point of view. Still, I maintain the benefits far outweigh the risks when it comes to being around a sexy and aroused giant as beautiful as Cam Collins. Once he was settled, I padded over the mattress so I could snuggle against the underside of his gargantuan cock.


“Find a place to get a good grip,” he rumbled, “gonna lie on my back.” His cock was no good—well, it was awesome, but no good to get a grip on—so I strolled to his upper thigh. There was plenty of fur there, so I climbed up until I reached his sac. I centered my body on the wide field of spotted lavender and charcoal gray fur that ran up the middle of his scrotum and burrowed my paws deep into his fur to get a tight grasp. As I nestled in between Cam's gigantic balls, I noticed the largest of the charcoal spots down there was as big as I was.


Cam rolled onto his back, propping his head on the pillows and spreading his legs; his heavy sac settled down between them. As incredible as it sounds, especially considering I'm talking about someone as well-endowed as Cam, I couldn't see his shaft at all from my perch on his balls; the massive bulge of his knot obscured it—hell, it pretty much obscured everything. I climbed up and planted my butt right between the lobes on the underside of his bulb, spreading my arms to pat both of them. His titanic cockhead lazily leaked precum eighty feet in the distance.


“Enjoyin' the view?” he boomed with a thunderous chuckle, his erection waggling a little from side to side as he laughed.


“I enjoy viewing you at any size,” I answered, flexing my rump cheeks and bouncing up and down on his knot. “Have you ever been this big before?” When I spoke, I wondered how tiny my voice sounded to him up there. After considering what I had said, I amended it; after all, he wasn't any bigger than normal, really. “I mean, have you ever been this big, comparatively speaking?”


“Oh, I've dabbled,” he responded cryptically. “Ready for some fun?”


I'd barely nodded when Cam sprung into action. He heaved his muscular legs high into the air and gripped the backs of his calves with his gigantic paws, the corded muscles on his forearms bulging into high relief. As he angled his rump upward, his twenty-foot balls bumped the bottom of his knot behind me, soft fur nudging me against hard flesh. The giant hunk's face appeared at the other end of his huge cock, and he offered me an ear-to-ear smile. “Hiya, cutie.”


“Hi yourself, stud,” I said, moving my body forward on his knot. The stimulation made his shaft spit precum onto his muzzle. 


Another warm, rumbling chuckle rolled over me like mellow thunder as he lapped the fluid off his muzzle with his amazingly long and oh-my-god sexy tongue. “Gonna lick mine for a while; time for great big Cam to cum,” he said, giving his cockhead a hearty slurp. I saw a stripe of pre down the middle of his tongue as he drew it into the great cave of his muzzle; he closed his eyes and smiled as he swallowed. He murred at the sample of his own taste.


The view from atop Cam's knot was breathtaking; the big under-bulge of his cock grew even larger when he closed his lips around his own glans and started suckling. His gorgeous rump and thick, strong hamstrings bulged and rippled as he started to thrust into his muzzle, the horny colossus grunting as he humped, lapping wetly and sloppily at his pistoning length. Fat, furred balls wobbled behind me, each the size of a small house; the added stimulus of their soft fur tickling his knot made the big bulb strain to steely tightness. I got up to kneel in the space between the lobes of Cam's knot and leaned forward to stroke the underside of the base of his shaft; I could feel the flow of precum under there as the lusty giant face-humped himself.


Cam's muzzle was getting to be a mess; there was precum dripping out its sides, and an occasional jet of it would land on his cheek ruff. It was as if, in his haze of arousal, he couldn't decide whether to breathe through his nostrils or his muzzle, so he would alternate between the two as he passionately licked and suckled. I couldn't help but wonder if he was always this frenzied when he blew himself, or if the presence of a little wriggling weight on his knot was helping to augment his wild throes of ecstasy. In the hopes that it was the latter, I did all I could to his knot, applying paws, tongue, tail, claw tips, you name it—I threw everything I could into tickling his giant bulb. It responded with flexes and twitches so intense I thought a couple of times I would be thrown off. 


In an eager attempt to take even more of himself, Cam pushed his face forward, inserting nearly half the length of his cock into his muzzle; he was practically rolled up into a ball as he suckled. I could tell he was getting close when he grunted and whimpered around his shaft, the oncoming rush of his orgasm looking like it was overwhelming him a little. He pushed forward one last time, so forcefully that I slid out onto his shaft, and there was a drawn-out pause as the titan just shuddered, every inch of his mighty body quaking.


When Cam came, it was during one of the intervals where he was breathing through his muzzle—and I got a ringside-seat view from the underbelly of his cock when it occurred. So much white spurted on to his tongue, it looked like it had been assaulted with half a can of Silly String. Though I thought it was a rare moment for someone as composed as Cam, he seemed to lose his coordination briefly, gulping and gasping as he tried to swallow his own seed; it was as if his own biology had momentarily caught him unprepared. His muzzle lost its grip on his cock, and its pink length rose up and out, spurting crazily, seed blasting onto Cam's face and ears. The quick upward flex threw me off the great bronco of his cock, but I landed safely on his stomach. Cam let go of his calves, and his rump and legs lowered back onto the mattress. All the while, his hardon shot ropes of cum all over his upper body and half the bed. Somehow, amazingly, I didn't get a drop on me; most of the shellacking happened beyond the tip of Cam's cock, and I was below it.


Cam dropped his right paw onto his chest, his tongue lolling out as he panted. “Muh. Ther. Fuck,” he gasped, staring at the ceiling for a moment before looking down to see where I had landed. “Damn! Sorry about that. Are you okay?”


I grinned as I padded over to his shaft, which still drooled thickly. “I am. Are you?”


“Hoo! Yeah, yeah, I am,” he answered, lifting his left index finger to gently rub my back. “I...woof!...It's a lot different when someone else rubs my knot when I do that. Got away from me.” His words were separated by deep, deep breaths.


I beamed proudly, at least inwardly; so my help had made a difference!


Cam's right paw roamed over his torso, assessing the mess he had made. “Shit, I went off like a cannon.” He chuckled, but he also sounded impressed. “Gonna have to remember that for next time.”


“'Next time,' huh?” I leaned in against the side of his cock, a warm, pink wall sixteen feet high. It's not as though my being invited to return had really ever been in doubt; still, it was nice to hear him say it.


“Oh, you're comin' back,” he said confidently. “Anyone who can make me cum that hard...oof! Lou, you're comin' back if I have to drag you back.”


I nuzzled the side of his shaft and looked along its huge barrel, his spent but happy face beyond it. “No dragging necessary, Cam.”


He lifted his right paw, and thick threads of cum trailed from his fingers to his chest fur; with a shake of his paw, most of them broke—but it just spread his spunk around even more. “Gaah. I think I need to mop up a little. You mind waitin' here? I won't be a minute.”


“No, no; not at all.”


Cam used his left paw to lift me with two fingers; his right was too covered in cum. He placed me on the pillow next to his and turned his head to smile at me; as close and as big as he was, it was hard for me to focus on more than one of his eyes at a time. “Be right back, sexy bite-sized wolf,” he said, and rose to get off the bed. Since he got off on “my” side of the bed, or the one farthest from the door, I got to watch him pad around the foot of it. It amazed me how much more detail I could see when I was tiny: the way Cam's leg muscles moved when he walked, how the tiniest motion or air draft stirred his fur, how his musk was stronger without being too strong. There wasn't a square inch on his body, not one strand of fur, that didn't excite me. I also noticed for the first time his bushy tail was nearly as long as the big bed was wide.


He stopped in his tracks as he headed toward the closed bedroom door, his tail flicking abruptly to the side as he looked down at something. “Oh, even better,” he said quietly to himself as he picked up the t-shirt the size ray had been wrapped in. Cam turned around to face me as he used the shirt to absorb as much cum from his fur as he could. The surface of the mattress came up to his knees, and his semi-soft cock jiggled a little as he dried himself. I squirmed a bit on the pillow as I watched him; his increased stature only served to make him exponentially sexier.


More or less cleaned up now, Cam balled up the spunky t-shirt and absently tossed it in the general direction of the heap of clothing in the corner of the bedroom. His tail flagged upward as he took a seat on the bed; he did so very slowly, giving me a long opportunity to study the curves of his perfect backside. I took full advantage of that opportunity and openly ogled his round buns as they lowered onto the mattress. The fleeting thought that I had mounted those buns at my normal size was at the same time both arousing and disorienting. Size shifting can fuck with you that way sometimes.


The hardbodied giant nimbly rolled to the other side of the bed and onto his back, turning his head to face me as he had done before. “Boo,” he said, using a single finger to pet my tail.


I reached behind me to rub his finger. “Pfft. I ain't a-scared a you.”


“Oh, no?” His fingers pinched the base of my tail and lifted me off the pillow. Cam turned his head so he was looking up at the ceiling, and he dangled me right over his nose; he looked a little cross-eyed as he regarded me. “Even though I'm as big as a football field to you?”


Now, if I had thought even for a second he was being serious, I wouldn't have corrected him. But I knew better, so I did. “Actually, one-and-a-half football fields.”


“Proves my point even more. I could smoosh you under my balls. Hell, under one of my balls.” He playfully swung me back and forth a couple times.


“Well, the day is young,” I retorted, watching his mountainous body sway back and forth under me. I was happy to play along, but I was relieved when he stopped swinging me; my stomach was starting to do barrel rolls. “Maybe we should try that next.”


“You're incorrigible,” he chuckled, lowering me down so he could give my suspended body an enormous kiss.


I murred and returned his kiss the best I could. “Incorrigible, nothing. You like having a little knot-rubber around, I bet.”


“Uff! That was somethin' else,” Cam said. “If I could, I'd have you down there like that every time I got a hardon.”


“Heh...well, maybe not every time.” My tail was starting to get a little sore, especially at its base; that part of the lupine anatomy isn't designed to hold that much weight for very long. “Um...can you let me down, please?”


Cam actually blushed a little. “Oh, shit, sorry.” He carefully lowered me onto the fluffy and thick silver-white fur of his mane. As tiny as I was, the fur there easily supported me—that is, as long as I didn't move. I slowly and lazily squirmed back and forth to get comfy, like it's nice to do when going to sleep at night, and the bed of fur underneath me shifted. The strands separated and created an opening, and down I went. I disappeared from sight into the billowy cloud of mane fur. It didn't hurt when I landed, but there was something hard under all that fluff; I think it might have been Cam's collar bone.


I got on my hands and knees and made my way through the forest of fur, and I emerged back into daylight atop the mound of Cam's right pec. It was sixty feet wide, firm and solid and warm, dense with gym-sculpted muscle. My paws plunged deep into the white fur, and I energetically scritched the smooth hardness beneath. Cam took a breath so deep it lifted me twenty feet higher on his expanding chest; when he exhaled, he hummed happily, a bass rumble so loud its vibrations could have shaken buildings to the ground.


Still on my hands and knees, I crawled my way over to the center of the titan's chest, pausing for a moment in the valley between the two furred hills. I'd been in a similar position on Jesse's chest, and the teen's musculature had been tight and strong—but Cam was absolutely massive in comparison, many times more chiseled and muscular than his little brother. Just out of curiosity, I rose to stand between Cam's pecs—and I couldn't see over the great curved rises of muscle on either side of me. So strong, so thick!


As I made my way up the slope of Cam's left pec, it occurred to me the other major difference between playing with him as opposed to Jesse: the younger brother had been asleep the entire time! Granted, it was probably the only way I would have been able to play with him at all, but there existed a stark contrast between an unconscious partner and one who is aware of you. Forgive me if I've just stated the glaringly obvious, but it's true. There is a world of difference between action and interaction.


Cam eloquently proved the point I had been mulling over when I got onto the crest of his mound of muscle. As I knelt down to feel the thumping of his heart, the white fur surrounding me seemed to darken to a pale shade of gray. Over my head, Cam had raised his arms, casting me and most of his chest into shadow. He clasped his paws together and pressed palm against palm; his pectoral muscles bulged upward and tightened. The “ground” beneath me became a little unstable, but gods, it was hot. When relaxed, Cam's chest was firm but still pliable; your fingers could sink in a little bit. When flexed, though, the massive mounds became hard as iron. The tightness of the giant's chest subsided as his paws separated, and the curves of the huge hills smoothed out somewhat. I rubbed my paws over a firm, massive pec upon which you could have parked a semi truck—with room to spare!


I sprawled out on my stomach atop Cam's chest; individual hairs of his pelt crisscrossed my field of vision as if I were lying in a field of white-bladed grass. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw his beefy shoulder bulge as he lifted a paw up to cover me, resting it softly against my back. I snuffled down into his fur, licking and nuzzling as his giant thumb stroked over me from rump to neck and back down again. It gave me such a feeling of warmth and security I didn't want to move, to ever break the moment. Under the soothing heat of his paw, his solid pec and powerful beating heart beneath me, I could have easily drifted off to sleep.


As lovely as it would have been, I didn't want to do that; there was still so much Cam to explore. I rolled onto my back and gently pushed up against his palm; he lifted his paw so I could move freely. On the uneven terrain of a giant's body, it's easier to crawl than to walk, so I proceeded on paws and knees along the outskirts of Cam's mane. When I got to his shoulder, I stopped, not only to feel the thick muscles under his pelt, but to trace the charcoal spots with my fingers. He was so broad and strong and huge; Cam was the Atlas who could prop up an entire planet of little guys my size.


It was tricky going, but I made my way over the curve of Cam's shoulder to his triceps, navigating by the dark gray spots in his fur. When he felt I had a good pawhold there, Cam straightened his arm beside him, making the muscles on the back of his arm harden. Everyone who works out likes to show off their biceps, but it's the triceps that make big arms look even bigger—and Cam's were defined and enormous. His pelt stretched over the mass of his upper arm, making keeping a grip a little more difficult—but it felt wonderful as I held on, the front of my body draped over those giant muscles. Before my arms got too fatigued, he slowly relaxed his arm, and I continued exploring.


I crossed the demarcation line between lavender and white fur, and was soon sitting atop Cam's bicep. His arm lifted up underneath me, and he moved it over until his bicep was almost touching his nose. The very tip of his tongue darted out and licked over the front of my body as the grinning colossus curled the fingers of his left paw into a fist and flexed. There was no ego in his expression at all as his bicep rose into a massive, hard ball; he simply looked happy to be able to put on a giant-sized muscle show for me. I sat atop his bicep, appreciatively rubbing my paws over its stony hardness.


Cam released the flex and placed his arm back along his side, his paw resting palm side-up. I climbed onto his forearm, and beneath his fur I could make out the pale blueness of a vein or two running the length of his lower arm. Kneeling down, I began to draw my claw tips over the ultra-sensitive skin under the short fur there; all at once, he broke out in gooseflesh, each bump the size of a golf ball against my tickling fingers. As I made my way toward his paw, I stopped every couple of inches to caress and scritch him, my journey punctuated by hums and muted exclamations of happiness rumbling from above. 


When I reached his wrist, it fascinated me to see that certain caresses in specific places would make one of his giant fingers curl involuntarily. I felt an odd sense of power knowing such a tiny but well-placed touch could affect someone who was just under five hundred feet tall; it was very much like stroking his knot and watching him thrash under the rush of his mind-blowing orgasm. The thought gave me an idea, and I did an about-face and crawled back up his arm. Before long I was on his beefy round shoulder again, the thicket of his mane fur rising in front of me. I dove in.


The jungle of silvery mane fur finally thinned out; I had been heading at an upward diagonal in the hopes that I would emerge in the right spot. As luck would have it, I did. Cam's enormous Adam's apple was directly to my left, and I could feel the pulse in his neck through my knees. His heartbeat was actually visible there; I lay down on my side next to his pulse point and watched the tiny flicking of the artery beneath his fur. Pressing my paw against it served to accent just how big he was to me; the vibrations were similar to those that occur when you lean against a wall where very loud bass music is playing in the room next to you.


Speaking of vibrations, Cam's moan of approval when I stroked the side of his neck was nothing short of deafening. I was tiny enough to rub my whole body up and down against his sensitive spot, but big enough to be able to hug the side of his voice box at the same time, his world-shaking vibrations rumbling and thrumming through my miniscule frame. Throughout the weekend, I had been exposed to numerous pleasant surprises; chief among them was the rediscovered sexual performance potency that had been awakened in me by the Collins brothers. As Cam murred thunderously, I joined him, my tiny voice harmonizing with his much larger one—and I felt myself starting to get erect again.


My soft touches on Cam's neck seemed to be having the opposite effect on him—well, not the exact opposite; I wasn't turning him off—but his breathing deepened as his long, long body stretched out and relaxed. I suspected he had become a little too relaxed when his murring stopped; my tiny ears rang in the roaring silence that followed. From below his chin, I couldn't see his eyes, of course—but his chest was rising and lowering smoothly and rhythmically, and nothing else on him seemed to be moving at all. All signs pointed to my having put Cam to sleep!


I started to climb up and make sure when the canine hunk's mountain range of a body jerked violently, as if he had been shocked. He half-sat up, and I tumbled through his mane fluff and onto his chest. Initially, I was alarmed, but I recognized the stunned look on Cam's face as he blinked confusedly and looked around, finally focusing on me. It's called a “hypnic jerk,” and it's that irritating-as-hell feeling you get just as you are drifting off to sleep—and your body lurches wide awake with a head-to-toes spasm. No one knows why it happens, but it happens to all of us. It had just happened to Cam.


“Oops,” he said, rubbing a paw over his forehead. “Nodded off, there.” He lowered his muzzle to his chest and placed a paw behind me, gently nudging me forward. Soon, all I could see were his gigantic lips and his big black nose above me. “It'd be no fun to sleep through it all as you took advantage of me.” There was a warm breeze as his booming voice roared over me. He left his muzzle part way open so I could see his perfect white fangs framing the shiny pink blanket of his tongue. It shifted, and an undulating wave rolled from its tip all the way back into the darkness of his cavernous maw.


“Do you trust me, Lou?” Cam rumbled, sliding his tongue forward; its tip folded vertically as it squeezed between my legs. 


It was a fair question, though perhaps not asked in the fairest of circumstances; I was instantly and blindingly horny as hell. I could see where this was going, and I knew why he asked the question. A lightning-fast mental scan told me there was nothing to indicate I couldn't trust Cam completely. “Yes, gods, yes, Cam; I trust you,” I whispered. I really did, but in my lusty state I might have said that to anyone who offered me a ride on a tongue that humongous.


The wet heat withdrew; his gigantic lips curled into a smile. “Then climb in,” Cam offered, his muzzle tilting wide open, more spacious than a subway tunnel. His colossal fangs gleamed; the flat bed of his tongue called me forward. Normally, it would have been a situation fraught with imminent peril—but this was Cam. My footpaws crossed the threshold of his huge maw; I felt no fear and no hesitation.


Cam left his muzzle open for me while I got comfortable. I lifted my footpaws high as I stepped in, avoiding his teeth, and I stood on the squishy tip of his tongue. As I lowered myself to my knees, I felt his saliva soaking the fur on my legs before I fell forward with a soft splat onto the great corridor of soft pink flesh. Neither of us moved for a while, or needed to; even without motion, I felt my shaft snaking out, wedged between my stomach and Cam's slick, gigantic tongue. Then, slowly, his lower jaw lifted, the outside light diminishing gradually until I was sealed in utter darkness. It was like being in a sauna during a power outage.


With my arms spread out, I tried to reach the edges of Cam's tongue, but it was considerably wider than I was tall. I couldn't have gotten a grip on it, anyway; it was just too slippery. It was also getting more so by the second; I could hear the soft rushing sound of saliva flowing into the giant's muzzle. The fluid started to pool around me as I made a few tentative thrusts against the surface of the wet muscle; the lubrication made any motion against it hot and nearly friction-free. Although I couldn't see a thing, I could feel the rippling of Cam's tongue under me; in my mind's eye I could see the wave coursing down its length as it had done before—imagine a long, slender carpet with someone holding one end high over their head in both paws and bringing it down abruptly; the hill shape that would run down the length of the carpet was almost exactly the effect Cam's tongue muscles achieved. When the wave passed my crotch, it helped my knot pop out of my sheath, as pretty as you please.


Since there was nothing to hold onto, I was somewhat at a loss as to what to do; it's extremely difficult to hump against something without being able to anchor yourself for leverage. I tried to do push-ups, or something similar to them, but my paws kept slipping out from under me. Lying flat on my stomach and trying to thrust down against Cam's tongue worked a little better, but after a while it made my lower back hurt. All those years of being a macrophile—and a lover of giant tongues—but I had almost always been on the outside of the giant's muzzle when I was being licked; I was a relative novice when it came to being inside one. I let out a little half-laugh, half-bark of frustration, and it echoed back to me from the distant darkness of Cam's throat. Dammit. What to do?


I should have known trusty Cam would come up with the solution. His huge tongue wriggled and splashed a little under me; by this time, its surface was under the level of collected saliva. Like an amusement park ride that takes place in complete darkness, Cam's tongue easily lifted me up to the roof of his muzzle, pressing me gently against his hard palate.  My ears popped as the titan swallowed; the saliva being drawn down his throat sounded like water rushing over the edge of a dam. After his gigantic gulp was over, I thought he would lower me back down, returning his tongue to almost complete stillness in the eerie black void. But it held its position, keeping me high and (comparatively) dry.


The roof of Cam's muzzle served as the anchor I needed, and I found I could thrust with reckless abandon against his tongue as much as I wanted to. Feeling my excited movements must have inspired Cam to respond in kind; fifty feet of dripping muscle started to slide forward and back over my body, its slick bulk squidging up between my legs. Hot moisture glided over my shaft, tugging it one direction, then the other; taste buds stimulated my sac and knot. In no time at all I was drooling copious amounts of pre; Cam gave me a deep, ear-splitting, roaring hum of approval as my taste trickled down the water park slide-sized angle of his tongue. His humming was broken only by another swallow; I'm pretty sure I felt my eyes bulge a little in their sockets as the pressure changed momentarily in the great, wet cave.


Not only was Cam's baritone humming loud, reverberating all over his spacious muzzle after it rumbled up his throat, but its vibrations were also telegraphed through both his tongue and palate. It felt as though all my insides had softened to the consistency of pudding—all, that is, but my shaft, which was a long, red railroad spike of flesh screaming for release. I felt the contradictory sensations of horniness and passivity at the same time; all that slurping and rubbing was both arousing me and making me melt. My mind was a little overstimulated and overwhelmed, but my cock wanted more, more!


Slow strokes of his tongue became short side-to-side wiggles as Cam experimented with another tactic. The mind-scrambling sensation of overstimulation dissolved into tingles of desire, and my brain and shaft now found themselves on the same page. My groans caromed off the walls of Cam's muzzle as I got closer to climax.


If Cam had edged me this time around, I'm pretty sure they would have had to trundle me out of his colossal maw in an itty bitty straitjacket. As much as I love the soft and wet touch of the tongue of a giant, there can be too much of a good thing. This mega-sized tongue job had lasted just the right amount of time; I pushed my cock against the wet rubbing as my thoughts whirled as randomly and as wildly as debris in a tornado. Warm, musky seed splattered onto the saliva-soaked surface of Cam's tongue as it cradled me high in his immense muzzle. I dimly wondered if it was physically possible to cum myself inside out.


The hot length of flexing muscle lifted up a bit higher as Cam tasted my spunk, and it was washed away in untold gallons of saliva as the colossus gulped once more. I was gently lowered back to the bed of Cam's giant muzzle as it slowly opened.


I closed my eyes tightly through the painful transition from total darkness to the dazzling light of day; I peeked one open slowly, then the other, allowing them to adjust. Air so comparatively cool it felt icy rushed in around me, and I shivered like a camper who had been stuck in a November rainstorm in a soggy sleeping bag. When I didn't move right away, Cam carefully plucked me off his tongue. He sat up as he held me in his paw.


“You okay?” he asked, his big blue eyes regarding me with concern.


“Yeah,” I lied as I gave him a shaky attempt at a smile. “Little cold out here after being in your muzzle.” The truth was, I was freezing; I couldn't seem to get my internal thermostat to bounce back. It probably had just as much to do with my being soaked to the skin as it did with the sharp temperature change. My miniscule body was wracked with violent and uncontrollable shivering.


Cam cupped his paws together around me and blew warm breath into them, just as someone would do when coming in out of the cold. It didn't dry me off all that much, but it did warm me up. When he opened his paws, I was able to offer him a more genuine smile. “You had me worried there, wolf; you went a little walleyed for a minute.”


“I'm all right now,” I said, and Cam deposited me on his thigh. “It smelled like bacon in there.”


His laughter was so raucous, it made his entire body shake; I bounced around helplessly, grabbing in vain for something to hold onto, and I only found it when he stopped laughing. I'd landed right on top of his humongous, pale purple sheath. Cam shook his head and smirked down at me. “Really, you coulda just asked.”


“You put me here!”I protested, giving his flaccid, furred tube a pat.


He touched his thigh with his index finger. “I put you here. You put you there.”


“Well, it's hard not to bounce from there to here when you're on somebody as big as a football field!”


“Football field and a half,” Cam corrected, still smirking.


“Well, anyway,” I said, combing my fingers through his sheath fur, “by my count you've still gone one coming.”


Cam looked honestly perplexed; his brows furrowed. “Did I just sleep through a big chunk of the conversation? One what coming?”


I pressed my paw firmly down against his soft organ. “You know.”


He chuckled. “Jesus, Lou, I don't keep count! And neither should you.” He was right, but it's a quirk of mine; old habits die hard. I don't like the thought of being the only one to get off, and vice versa. Call it the Bylaws of Sexual Even Stephen.


“Still, I'd like to, if you're game. What haven't we done?”


His smirk was back. “Trust me, wolf, we're not gonna go through the whole playbook in one weekend.”


“All right. All the same, answer me this,” I said, looking up at him solemnly. “And think about it before you answer. What would turn you on the most right now? What could I do to just make you cum like a five-alarm fire?”


“Heh. I'd say you already did that. I still have cum in my fur from it. I still have cum in my ears from it.”


I nodded. “And I'd do that again, if that's what you want. Seriously: think about it. What can I do to make you have a great big oh-god-here-it-comes, gone-to-meet-your-maker, bed-shaking, knee-trembling, ball-draining climax?”


To his credit, Cam looked like he was really thinking it over; it didn't look like he was just humoring me. The reason I made this assumption was because after a minute of contemplation, a little light seemed to illuminate his bright blue eyes from within. “Got it,” he said. “It's been a while since I've had my balls tickled, and I really like that.”


“Say no more.” I turned toward his sac and prepared to head that way.


“No no no, hold on,” he added, “there's more to it than that. See, I like to have 'em tickled from underneath. Like, I get on all fours and let 'em hang down and swing free; they feel heavier and bigger that way, and more sensitive.”


“Mmm,” I said, considering the possibility. It sounded fun—and hot—but I frowned a little when I considered the logistics of it. “Not sure I can do that for you, at my size. They'd be too high up.”


“I think I have a way.” Cam lifted me off his sheath and set me on a pillow. “Ready?”


My eyes brightened, and my tail wagged eagerly. “If you think we can pull it off, of course!”


Cam slid down until he was lying on his back, then flipped over, swaying his enormous, shaggy tail off to the side. His big paw moved over until it was palm-up on the pillow next to me. I climbed aboard, and he simultaneously lifted and swung his paw until it was directly over his rump. He plopped me down right next to the base of his tail. The giant stud crossed his arms over his head as if he was about to receive a massage—which, in a way, I guess he was. His head turned to the side and he said, “I hope you don't mind workin' from the butt down.” His giant hips waggled under me.


Gods, those buns! Round, muscular, perfect and smooth, a delectable ass 120 feet wide. “Oh, I'll manage somehow,” I said, and knelt down to crawl onto his right rump cheek. Every inch of Cam so far had been gym-chiseled, and his backside was no exception. Twin bubbles of muscular delight, charcoal gray on the outside with lavender fur down the middle. I lowered down to a prone position atop the furred, curved mountain and gave Cam's gigantic bun a full-body hug. Kissing, squeezing, nuzzling, licking, I scooted over toward his cleft, the fur under me changing from dark gray to light purple.


I turned my body 180 degrees so I was facing the same direction Cam was, and I edged a little farther to the side, lowering my left arm down into the warmth of his giant cleft. He thrust his hips downward against the bed, and my tiny paw was trapped for a moment between concrete-solid mounds of muscle as his massive butt flexed. After relaxing, Cam obligingly spread his legs; a few stories below, I could see the rear side of his spotted and striped scrotum.


But first things first: I inched myself over until I was positioned dead center over the muscular giant's cleft and started to wriggle my way in. Pretty much all sound was blocked out as I wedged myself between Cam's supple buns, but occasionally his body would shift a little as I tickled him somewhere sensitive. The biggest reaction came when I scritched the muscular walls on either side of his furry crevice; he didn't flex fully, but his buns squeezed around me warmly, the fleshy bulk conforming to every contour on my little body. The feeling was exquisite; I felt I had died and gone to giant-butt heaven.


Deeper I went, my entire form vanishing between Cam's sexy, muscled rump cheeks. All the terrain around me jerked sharply and suddenly when I bumped into something; in the dim lighting I couldn't tell exactly where I was. I extended my right arm in front of me, and my paw sunk into something warm, furless and pliable; Cam jerked again. There may have been a groan from the titan, too; I couldn't tell. But I could tell where I was now; there was enough sensory input to give it away. My nimble little fingers traced the folds of a tail ring fully four feet in diameter, and Cam's rump lifted upward; I knew I heard a moan that time!


For reasons I am sure you can imagine, but are best left undocumented here, I don't generally indulge in rimming when I am in the company of giants. Cam was an exception, though; he was neatly trimmed and very hygienic. Really, all I could smell down there was soap, and a faint trace of seed. I felt a hot flush cross my cheeks when I realized the seed was mine; it was one of those weird oh-yeah-I-was-bigger-before moments. Preparing myself mentally and physically for Cam's possible reaction, I plunged my right arm directly into the center of his ring as I started to lap firmly at its folds. I happily gave gorgeous, mountain-sized Cam a sloppy, slurping rim job.


Cam lifted his rump up even higher, up and up until I was sure he had risen to his knees; panting on all fours as I tickled and licked a pucker nearly as big as I was. Down below, past his perineum, I saw Cam's mammoth balls swing into view. My paw twisted and rubbed just inside his opening as my slippery tongue danced over his ring's surface; his pucker puffed outward and contracted back in, and it pulled on me until my arm was buried up to the shoulder inside him. This wound up presenting a little problem.


I had decided it was time to move down toward Cam's taint, but my right arm was just plain stuck. When I tried to use my left paw to press against his tail ring in order to free my other arm, it only stimulated him more and made his ring tighten. It was a biological feedback loop from which I felt I had no escape. Eventually, the only solution was to hold perfectly still until Cam relaxed enough for me to extract my arm. A good thing, too; the grip he had on it was so tight it was starting to cut off circulation and put my arm to sleep. I flexed my paw and let the pins-and-needles feeling subside before I continued downward.


With Cam's rump high in the air, it was a little tougher to play with his taint; I had to hold on with one paw and let it support my weight while I scritched and rubbed with the other. This system actually wound up working out pretty well: I would tickle with my left while I grasped lavender fur with my right—and when one paw got fatigued, I would switch off. In this way, I was able to climb down Cam's giant perineum ladder-style, while still doing my best to keep him aroused.


Finally, I reached Cam's balls. I clung to the spotted fur on the back side of his sac and just kind of dangled there for a moment. All my hard work had paid off handsomely; the great big stud was fully erect. It was a task to climb toward the front of his scrotum, especially with the prospect of a fall of well over a hundred feet facing me. Sure, when I'd fallen from Jesse's body, I had been fine; but I didn't want to re-test the principle from quite so high up. So what was your idea, Cam? I thought. Sure would be a good time to use it!


Off in the distance—say, half a football field's length or so—Cam reached over and dragged two stacked pillows back under his chest. His paws alternately fluffed them up and patted them back down; he seemed to be adjusting them to a specific height. Then his idea revealed itself to me in an epiphany-like flash. Of course!


Cam pushed the pillows farther back until they touched the front of his thighs, the meaty length of his cock resting heavily on the front edge of the top pillow. More importantly, however, the pillows were stacked at the perfect height for his orbs to hover just over the top of them. I let go and plopped safely and comfortably onto the mountain of pillows, free to have my way with those humongous, gorgeous, dangling balls.


I stood right behind the center of Cam's sac, his massive twenty-foot testicles swaying a little side to side before me. My muzzle pushed into his musky fur, and I slid my paws under his gigantic left orb, the one with the charcoal stripe on its outer edge. Its warm weight rested against my paws—at least five tons, if it was an ounce—and I began to scritch deep into its fur with all my might.


His giant sac jerked upward for a second, and then lowered again. “Mmm oh-oh-oh-oh fu-huh-huh-huck,” Cam groaned with shaky breaths, reaching back to wrap his fingers around the titanic girth of his cock. His tongue drooped straight down from his open muzzle, dripping onto the bed. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” He began to masturbate.


Cam's stroking made his balls wobble; now and then one would swing back and almost knock me over. I switched over to his right testicle, burrowing deep into its silky fur to give it tantalizing tingles from my little claw tips. The giant's cock was raining precum onto the mattress as he stroked it furiously. “Moregodmore....” he pleaded.


With a little practice, I found Cam's reaction would be even stronger if I pressed my paws up as far as I could against his balls before using my claws. He vocalized as if he were being tortured, and he butted his head against the headboard as his paw flew over his big pink cock. “Shit! Uhhh...shiiiiiiiii—” 


The hot, heady scent of Cam's seed permeated the air as he exploded into orgasm. I vigilantly kept scritching his balls, and I saw them squeeze upward as they unloaded, jets of cum slamming into the headboard with such force they made the sound of a hammer striking a nail. “God!” Cam barked, stroking, panting, shuddering. He lowered his head and let go of his cock, but it still lurched up and down as it sprayed his creamy spunk. It looked as if I were to keep stimulating them, his balls would continue to churn out an endless supply of cum—until the bedroom, the house, the neighborhood, would all be swept away in a churning river of Cam's limitless output. 


Cam slid down onto his elbows, his forehead lowering onto the other stack of pillows by the headboard. The noise his head made on impact sounded wet. “Please stop,” he practically whimpered into the pillows. “Oh god.”


I stopped, and I climbed down the front of the pillows upon which I had been standing. I padded over the saturated bed sheet toward Cam, and on the way I noticed his shaft was still pouring seed. When I reached the pillows in which his head was currently buried, I patted his huge forearm. “Cam?”


He slumped down onto his stomach atop the soggy mattress; the pillows beneath his hips made his rump stick up in the air. He turned his head to face me. “You're dangerous when you're little, you know that?” he said with a weak chuckle. “Fuck.”


“I guess you weren't kidding when you said it would really make you cum.” I climbed up his arm and sat on the pillow top right in front of his muzzle.


“'S why I don't, um...assume that position very often. It always gets me goin'.”


I laughed, sweeping my arm out to indicate the gummed-up sheet. “So I see!”


Cam smiled, an amused puff of air blowing out his nostrils. “Oh, no. That...that was just fucked up. I never had a little guy do that to me before. I didn't expect—“ He paused, looking as though he was seeking the right words. “It made a big difference. You can do shit to me little that no regular-sized person could. Like with my knot...damn.” He moved his head forward and pressed his giant lips against me.


My paw patted his lips. “After that last one, I wasn't sure...I thought I had hurt you. I mean, did you like it?”


“Like it? Fuck. Lou, I can't remember the last time I came that hard, or that much. Sure, it caught me by surprise, but I'll be ready for it next time.” He chuckled. “Maybe I'll take some more vitamins or somethin' beforehand. Woof!”


I stood and leaned in against the cushion of his lips, lapping at them softly. “Thank you, Cam.”


His head tilted quizzically. “For...?”


“Well, for this. For the roses. For dinner and breakfast. For everything.”


“Pfft. The way I see it, you more than earned it, sexy wolf.” He glanced down at the messy bed. “Ugh. Time for a shower, I think. And laundry. Or, as an alternative, set fire to the bed and hope for the best.”


I drew my fingers through the bristly fur of his goatee. “Mmm. I don't want it to end.”


“Oh, it won't,” Cam assured me, stroking my back with a giant finger. “We've known each other, what? One day, wolf. Less than that. And it's been a pretty damn good day.” The soft pad of his finger found my rump and rubbed it in little circles. “You'll be back, and we'll do this again. Soon.” Gorgeous, giant Cam plucked me up with two fingers and gently moved me to a dry spot on the other side of the bed. He reached to retrieve the size ray from the bedside table, twisted one of its dials, and gave me a zap.


Quickly setting the toy gun aside, Cam scooped me up in his colossal, warm paw and cradled me against his abdomen. My fur rustled against his as I slowly grew; soon he held me in two paws—and I outgrew them pretty swiftly. I was the size of a large doll when he wrapped his arms around me, and we remained in that position, both of us on our sides and face-to-face, as I got larger. Within a couple of minutes, I was as big as Roni, then Jesse's size—then my full height again, my nose touching Cam's. Neither of us cared that the bed was a mess; we closed our eyes and enjoyed a lingering, warm, open-muzzled kiss.


We lay together on the cum-sticky sheet; one of Cam's finger claws located the base of my tail and administered body-melting scritches. I returned the kindness and softly stroked his inner forearm with my thumb. “You make one hell of a hot giant, Cam Collins,” I murmured, applying a soft lick to the lining of his ear.


“You make one hell of a ball-tickler, Cashew Lou,” he replied, planting delicate kisses up one side of my muzzle, then down the other. To emphasize his point, I lowered a paw between his legs and fondled his big, beautiful orbs. Cam followed suit; it was almost impossible for me to believe I was starting to get hard again. Please note I said almost; once you've been one inch tall, it expands your horizons, both figuratively and literally. “Shower now,” he whispered, and I nodded in agreement.


Neither of us were especially motivated to get up; messy bed aside, it was nice to just snuggle and fondle, kissing on occasion, brushing our whiskers together. Cam would casually mention the need for us to shower soon; we would agree that it needed to happen—but just not right that minute. After he mentioned it for about the eleventh time, he slowly and reluctantly started to roll away from me. “If we don't do it now, we'll still be here at eight o'clock wonderin' where the day went.”


“Fine by me.”


Cam planted a kiss on my lips. “Fine by me, too, but you know—things to do. Not that many, but gotta get some stuff done.”


I mentally cursed the necessary evils of having real life intrude. As Cam moved to get off the bed, I slowly and groggily followed; my fur lifting off the sticky mattress sounded like two pieces of Velcro being separated. He circled around the bed to the side where I was standing and gave me a hug. Another kiss or two, and we fell back into the lazy, happy daze we had just come out of—just in a vertical position this time. Cam stepped back from me and placed a paw flat against my chest. “Okay, we really need to get movin' this time, or we never will.”


He didn't even bother to put his shorts on; Cam opened the bedroom door and headed for the bathroom; I was close behind, clutching his long, luxuriant tail in my paws. Once in the bathroom, he turned on the tub faucet; we stood together, his arms exploring my back as we kissed again, waiting for the water to warm up. We barely separated as we stepped into the shower; Cam activated the shower head, and we stood quietly, just letting the warmth soak us.


We slowly and casually soaped each other up, front and back. Once we were both dripping with cleansing shampoo suds, Cam and I wound up standing face-to-face. I saw he was already half-erect again as he leaned in toward me until our foreheads touched. Gentle and expert fingers supported my sac, lifting my balls up for a moment, the sweet stud's paw roaming up to pump my sheath. My shaft rose quickly, and I stroked him in return, feeling the heavy thickness of his cock flesh growing in my paw.


Steam swirled around us as we looked into each other's eyes, both of us murring softly and wordlessly as he pumped my rigid length and I pumped his. Though we were silent, an agreement seemed to pass between us that we didn't need to cum again; if it happened, it happened—otherwise, it was just nice to feel the soapy and slippery motion of hot paws over our big, tight erections.  Forehead to forehead, nose to nose, we quietly stroked, squeezed and rubbed.


Even though it wasn't important or necessary, we both wound up cumming after several warm and slow minutes of mutual masturbation. I ejaculated first, Cam's paw lowering to squeeze my bulb as strings of my seed disappeared into the thick soap suds on his abdomen. I applied judicious claw tip tickles to the underside of the hung stud's ballsac, and I felt the first shot of his seed hit under my chin. We pressed our cockheads together as they spurted and leaked. In about sixteen hours, I had had eight orgasms; I looked down at my cock as it bubbled cum along with Cam's. At that point, I was happy—and amazed—that I wasn't ejaculating just air...or maybe even sawdust! The Collins boys had all made it so easy for me to surpass by far my previous personal 24-hour record.


We massaged one another's lengths until they fully softened and retreated back into their sheaths. After we rinsed, Cam turned off the water, and we got out of the shower stall to towel off. Even then, we couldn't keep our paws off one another; I took advantage of every chance I could get to pat and rub him down, and Cam did the same. We were plenty dry by the time we finished.


Cam carried his towel back to his bedroom, but he didn't wrap it around his waist; he just draped it over his shoulder, letting his soft sheath and big balls bounce where they may. As we padded down the hallway, I could see down into the living room; Roni was still hypnotized by his video game, oblivious to the rest of the world. Back in his bedroom, Cam tossed his towel onto the pile of dirty clothes in the corner; he took mine and tossed it, too. I was just about to sit on the edge of the bed when he said, “Oh, hey, you probably don't wanna do that.”


I was half-squatting over the bed, and I looked behind me. “Oh, yeah.” We really had made quite a mess. Oh, well; it had totally been worth it.


He stripped the pillowcases off the pillows, stacking the latter carefully on the floor at the foot of the bed. Next, he bundled up the flat sheet; I helped him peel the corners of the fitted sheet off the mattress. All the gummy bed linen joined the pile of clothing in the corner. Cam went to the closet and dragged out a large laundry basket; lying it on its side, he scooped all the dirty clothes into it. He extracted my scarf and cap from the pile and held them out to me. “Need these washed?” he asked.


Upon a cursory inspection, it didn't look like they were too dirty; I turned both over in my paws and checked them for spots of anything unseemly. “Nah, they look okay,” I said, draping my scarf over my shoulders and tugging my cap onto my head. I reached up to find the custom holes in my toque with my fingers and carefully threaded my ears through them until they stood upright. “Wool's a bitch to clean, anyway; you have to line dry it or it might shrink.” 


The unintentional humor in what I had said struck us both at the same time, and we burst out laughing. “Well, we don't want that to happen, do we?” Cam grinned as he padded in close to me to flip one end of my scarf over my shoulder. He then walked over to his dresser and got a clean, bright yellow t-shirt, pulling it down over his torso. Half-dressed, he summoned me over to where he stood. “One last feel for now,” he murmured, taking my paw in his and guiding it to his sac. I happily rolled his great big balls on my palm as he fondled mine.


Before either of us could have a chance to get aroused again, Cam stepped into his jeans and zipped them up. He lifted up the loaded laundry basket, and we headed downstairs. 


We padded behind the sofa where Roni was playing his video game, and Cam set the basket down on the floor for a moment. He playfully bapped Roni on the back of the head. “Hey, Captain Video. Your planet's callin'.”


A particularly unpleasant-sounding noise blared from the TV's speakers. Roni threw down his controller and looked up at Cam with obvious irritation. “You made me lose a life, dumbhead!”


“You'll survive. Any dirty clothes?”


“In the hamper already. When's lunch?” He was already reaching for his game controller again.


Cam picked up the laundry basket. “PB&J okay?”


“Uh huh.” The game had resumed; I don't think he even really heard what his brother had said.


As Cam and I walked to the laundry room, he turned his head to me and chuckled. “Let's make 'im a tuna fish and blueberry jam sandwich. We can bet on how many bites he takes before he even notices.”


“Cam,” I said, shaking my head. “you are a dumbhead.”


“Hmm. Arsenic tastes like almonds, right? I think Roni likes almonds.” He narrowed his eyes, a dark grin on his muzzle.


“Okay, now you're an evil dumbhead.”


He dropped the basket in front of the washing machine. “Nothin' says brotherly bonding like a trip to the emergency room.” He put the bed linen into the machine, poured in detergent, and set the dials. Water started to hiss onto the gluey sheets and pillowcases. That done, his paws gripped my hips and he kissed me firmly. “Want lunch, wolf?”


“Almonds?” I said; I scritched his dark chin fur with my claw tips. “Or is a hearty helping of Cam Collins on the menu, hmmm?”


“Maybe after dinner,” he answered, giving me just the tiniest tickle under my tail base. “Let our balls recover.” Cam gave me another kiss; I was delighted he enjoyed kissing as much as I did.


We went into the kitchen; I groped and rubbed Cam's pert denim-clad butt as he made Roni a sandwich and a glass of milk. “Seriously, though: hungry?” he asked, flexing his round and muscular mounds against my paws.


“Maybe a little. I'm still kinda full from breakfast.”


Cam stacked up a tall ham and cheese sandwich for us to split. Back in the living room, we sat on the couch of either side of Roni as we ate; the pup took enormous bites and barely chewed before swallowing, his gaze glued to the television. The older brother stretched his arm over the back of the couch, and I laced my fingers in his as we held paws behind Roni. Cam placed his plate and mine on the coffee table. “So, I was thinkin' maybe a movie and dinner out this afternoon. What do you think?”


I wasn't sure if the question was directed at me or Roni, or the both of us; my muzzle was open, and I was prepared to respond, when Roni spun around. He didn't even pause his game; I watched his character plummet off a cliff as bold red letters spelled GAME OVER on the screen. “Oh! Oh!” the pup exclaimed; his tail wagged so excitedly it was a blur. “Can we see Ballpark Bloodbath? Can we?”


The older canine turned his head toward me; he gave me an eye-rolling look that said, Kids. What can you do? “Ballpark Bloodbath, Roni? Really?”


“Curtis saw it last night and said it was awesome! Can we? Canwecanwecanwe?”


“Better answer him, Cam, before he explodes!” I chuckled.


Cam gave me one of his trademark narrow-eyed smirks. Uh oh, I thought. “Tell you what, Roni: Lou's our guest. Let's see what he wants to see, okay?” Now it's on you, smartass, his smirk challenged.


“Well,” I began; Roni's big green eyes looked up at me expectantly as he gave me his pitiful puppy-dog look at its full wattage. Cam's paw squeezed mine a little tighter as he grinned at me. “The reviews for Ballpark Bloodbath have been pretty good. Yeah, I could see that.”


Roni raised his right fist and pumped it downward toward his side. “Yes! Thank you, Lou! Cam and Jess always pick dumb stuff.”


“You're welcome, Roni,” I said with a smile, leaning in behind him to give Cam a kiss. I'd never even heard of Ballpark Bloodbath until Roni mentioned it—but I knew I had just scored major points with the pup. On top of that, I really didn't care what movie we went to; it was an opportunity to hold Cam's paw in the dark and sneak kisses against his cheek. To some that may sound like school girl bullshit, but it appealed to me; his stunning blue eyes and warm smile seemed to reflect my sentiments exactly.


“All right,” Cam said, “we'll head out in a bit and pick up Jesse, and we can go from there.”


We relaxed on the couch and watched Roni slaughter trolls or zombies or whatever the hell was attacking him in his video game. I let my mind essentially shut down for the time being, neither hearing nor seeing the carnage raging on the TV screen. My world at that moment consisted solely of my paw in Cam's.


That was more than enough for me.

