CLINIC DUTY

The last of the fall’s leaves twirled around the two handsome males, occasionally trying to floss between them, each time brushing against one or the other, sometimes falling to the ground, sometimes being crushed. The two walkers didn’t care, for they were walking, talking, and enjoying this beautiful evening together.


“So what’s this thing, Aiden, that you’re so excited to show me?” said the more feline of the two, a spotted hyena with the head and mane of a lion. He was quite proud of his body, lean and powerful and sexy and tasty, but next to his boyfriend, he looked like a kid. Aiden was a massive cross between wolf and satyr, and Zerky’s arm didn’t quite reach around the tall brute’s waist. It reached enough to feel that strong left buttock flexing and shifting with each big step. Zerky didn’t need to really watch where he was going, he just followed, or rather, allowed himself to be led and pulled along by the sexy wolftyr. He felt like one of those falling leaves, caught up in the power of a passing truck and taken lord knows where. Wherever it was, he knew Aiden knew where it was,and that was enough for him.


He felt, as much as heard, Aiden’s response, the big stud rubbing a paw through the thick red mane of the hyon. “It’s a special place, one of the places I like to go to.. let off some steam.” He chuckles, gripping that mane and pulling it back, pulling sharply enough to make Zerky grunt in pain, eyes watering as he stared up at the big sexy beast. “And you’re gonna like it too. Shoulda brought you here a while ago.”


Zerky whimpered as his head was released, though he didn’t try to slow Aiden down. He struggled to keep up, in fact, as the wolftyr increased his pace. Zerky knew he shouldn’t have worn his tight jeans, as now, with each step, but he also knew that Aiden loved how they gripped his ass. It sucked that it also grappled with his cock, especially when he was hard, and the reddish, shiny, bulging cap of his cock peeked out from inside, being pinched against the hyon’s belly. The jeans shifted, just slightly, just enough to rub back and forth at the same spot, again and again and again, and the drooling precum only made it feel rougher against his shaft. 


After another couple blocks, walking in silence save for the clack of Aiden’s satyr hooves and the thump of Zerky’s combat boots, and the occasional startled gasp of a passersby as they figured out what that pinkish thing was jutting up from the hyon’s crotch. IT’s not like the shocked gentiles of the city he lived in was enough to shame the hyon into a more flaccid state, though. No, it was quite the opposite, and the wedging, questing probing of Aiden’s finger, which was as big as most cat’s cocks all by itself, pushing so firmly against and between his tight buttocks kept the hyon taking large steps. Shameless, totally shameless, and Zerky loved it.


“Ah. Here it is,” said Aiden, coming to a stop in front of a nondescript white building.


Only it wasn’t non-descript, was it? It was a single story tall, with pale gray aluminum siding, nestled in between a car garage and a shuttered package store. There were the assorted plastic packagings that you would expect to see around a convenience store, nestled in piles and patches along the walls where they met the broken side walk, and the whole thing had a very Un-fabulous feel to it. 


“This place? Really?” Zerky was completely unimpressed. There was nothing to read, no signs or advertisements as to what the place even was. No deep bouncing bass music, no passed out foxes with their pants open in the gutter, not a single scent of...


Hmm. Well, that was a little promising. Zerky sniffed at the air again, as a cold gust of November wind nibbled at his straining cockhead. Yeah, that was definitely semen. And maybe blood. And what was this? Oh my.


A fantastic beast, wearing naught but a pair of bicycle shorts, trotted by them and stepped inside. It was black and white magpie on top and Definitely a stallion below, the poor bicycle shorts loaded down with fat, promising, heavy looking bulges that made Zerky’s butt clench around Aiden’s finger. The wolftyr grinned, and prodded that finger in, getting a yelp from the hyon and using that plowing hand to bulldoze Zerky right on into the doors that were still swinging from the hippogriff before them.


The inside of the building was dingy, but clean, if that makes sense. There were no brightly colored flowers or flashy paintings, but otherwise it felt like the front room of a dentist’s office, with spartan, but comfortable, padded benches. The hippogriff was standing by one of them, pushing his bicycle shorts down his legs, just pushing them down and letting it all hang out.


Zerky was, of course, intrigued. As much by the long, dangling horse-hose that came into view, as much by those chubby slick-sacked nuts that wobbled behind it, as he was by the fact that the hippogryph stud was just stripping down in front of them.


“What is this, a bathhouse?” He asked, eyes not leaving that sumptous darkskinned package. The hippogryph's magpie beak cracked in an avian smirk, his eyes canting cockily as he wiggled his hips. Thuckathuckathucka, that heavy flesh slapped from thigh to thigh, Zerky’s tongue following the motion in his dry, drooling mouth. 


“It’s much, MUCH better than a bathouse!” chimed in a pleasant, even toned voice to Zerky’s left. “Welcome back, Mister Frostpaw! Oh, and the Doctor will see you now,” it added, the hippogryph nodding in turn. He winked to Zerky, reaching down with a feathered hand and tickling up under his length, before turning with a flick of his tail and disappearing between two double doors to the right. Zerky turned, to glare at the bitch who had interrupted his little peep show.


It was a blue starfish. No wait, it was a starfish with a raccoon’s head. No, it was what was left of a raccoon after some serious, SERIOUS body modding. His body had been encased in a light sheen of rubber, and his limbs removed. No, not removed, exactly, they had been stumped, six or so inches of each of them wiggling from an otherwise normal torso. While he had masculine features... for a raccoon, anyways, his grion was completely devoid of masculine endowments, in fact, there was the hint of a cleft between his thighs. Zerky could see all of this because the raccoon was suspended along a wall, hanging by two leather straps that kept him just above a digital tablet. He had a headphone on, and on the ends of his leg stumps, someone had taped two digital styluses. Already the raccoon was dancing, wiggling in his dangling straps and tap-tappity-tap-tapping those stylusses against the tablet below him, his pink little tongue peeking out as he stared down his nose at what he was doing.


Zerky hadn’t realized his mouth was open, not until one of Aiden’t cock-sized fingers (it’s funny how Zerky always just thought of them as “cock” sized, instead of carrot or cucumber or beer bottle or anything else sized) jammed inside of it and pressed, salty and musky against his tongue. Zerky gave it a precursory suckling before pulling away, embarrassed at doing such a thing in front of the little blue guy. Err. Little blue raccoon. His cheeks tinged red at the thought.


The little blue raccoon turned his slender head back up, eyes twinkling, full of cheer and mischief. “This is the -quite- prestigious Aphandro Clinic, surely you’ve heard of us?”


“Erm, no.” The hyon cleared his throat, ears folding back into his mane. “I’ve never heard of it before. I thought we were going somewhere a little, ah... sexier.” 


Aiden chuckled, twirling his fingers through Zerky’s hair, and stroking along his ears. He gave one of them a slow, firm pinch, making the hyon’s cock twitch, his body shuddering a second later. “This -is- a sexy place.” The wolftyr pushed the hyon closer, pushing at his butt until he was almost against the tablet. Fingers pinched at hyon-beltloops, and he pulled down, stripping the hyon nude in front of the suspended coon-pillow, naked erection bobbing above his pleasantly plump fuzzy nut-sack.


Zerky felt like he should apologize to the neutered receptionist, for having his equipment. It was a weird feeling, but he was almost embarrassed for -not- being emasculated. “I, um, well I’m sure some people like it...” The wolf was shuffling behind him, and he glanced over his shoudler as Aiden peeled his own thick leather jacket off, silver studs glittering in the dim light. “but, I, um.. honey?”


“Guess I should let you in on a little secret, sexy.” Aiden chuckled, that deep bass rumbling through the lyeana’s chest as he stuffed his fingers into the crotch of his pants and started undoing them. It wasn’t like Zerky hadn’t seen Aiden naked before, but the thrill of watching him unwrap his junk, like some fancy christmas present, captivated him every time. “You know how sometimes I get a little antsy, and I go out for a while and then I come back and I’m much more relaxed?”


Zerky nodded, as the wolf skinned his jeans down, peeling his big feet through the leg holes and stepping free of the collapsed, puddled denim. He never wore underwear, of course, and his fat black sheath was already spilling out sexy wolf-goat dick. Zerky still didn’t believe Aiden was half goat. He was sure he was actually half horse. That dick was as long as a horse’s, anyways, smooth and dark and narrow tipped, that brightly shimmering piercing weighing it down even as it pudged and bulged upwards. The apples that dangled behind were ripe with his musk, Zerky’s eyes lidding at the intoxicating scent of his sexy boyfriend. He suddenly wasn’t nearly as intimidated by the little blue coon, and he went down to his knees, gathering that long hose up and bringing it to his mouth.


Aiden pushed against his head, pushing him back flat on the floor, and Zerky’s cock slapped against his belly, slinging a blob of precum into his eye. The sting was delicious as he scrambled back to his knees.


“I did -not- give you permission, slut.” Aiden smirked again, stroking down his cock, giving it a squeeze where the cock met sheath, squeezing at the bulge of skin that formed a ring there. “This isn’t for you, today.” He turned to the coon, as Zerky whimpered, confused and horny. “I want to sign us both up. The usual for me, the standard for the little girl there.”


“Oh, excellent, Mister Frostpaw, the doctor will be ever so delighted that you brought a friend!” The secretary’s legstumps danced, taptapboopbeeptap. “Would you like to remove your piercing, for later, or would you prefer-”


“I’ll get it back, no worries. Come on, slut, it’s time to get you cut.”


Zerky had a feeling he knew exactly what that meant, and the swinging double doors proved his feelings right. Out came that hyppogryph, striding sexy-casual out of the room behind, lean muscular legs pushing aggressively forward... and with his cock jutting and rubbing against his chest, his groin below marred with a gellied gooey blob where his balls had been hanging not ten minutes before. They were just.. gone, the flesh not there. More amazingly than that, the neutered horse-bird didn’t seem phased at all. A little tired, a little relaxed, but entirely strutting as if he was the hot shit. Zerky’s own balls churned, twisting in their pouch in sympathy for the stud’s former beauties, but the hyppogryph didn’t seem to care. He gave the two naked males a nod, pulling his bicycle shorts up and laughing as he toyed with his still hard erection.


Zerky wanted to toy with it, too! But he was pushed, shovelled ahead and guided between those doors that swung back and forth before he could so much as offer a proposition. There was a big lab room on the other side of those doors, not even a hallway, just waiting room, doors, lab room. They were in it, and in it with them, was a cheetah. He was tall, slender, his muzzle hidden behind a dull blue surgical mask, most of his body also hidden behind a similarly colored lab apron. His spotted tail flickered behind him as he turned towards the two males, regarding them warily. In one hand, he held a beaker filled with a whitish fluid, and in the other...


It was a familiar looking black bag. It sagged, hanging from between the cheetah’s fist like a discarded compost bag, it’s twin occupants sagging and nestling together at the bottom, two chubby puppies cuddled together for warmth. 


“Ah, gentlemen.” the cheetah intoned, casually turning and slipping the beaker into a fog-sighing cooler. He casually dropped the severed scrotum onto a counter top, then brought his paws together, crackling his knuckled. “Good to see you again, Mister Frostpaw. Who’s your buddy?”


“This is Zerky. You can call him ‘little bitch’, if you want, though,” Aiden chuckled, pushing Zerky further into the room. It was sterile seeming, the floors and walls tile, clean tile, blue with white grouting and only going halfway up the walls. It gave the impression that Zerky was in a large swimming pool, underwater. 


“Hello, Zerky.” said the cheetah, removing his gloves. He locked eyes with the hyon, his own eyes calm, and serious. “Have you come to give me your balls today?”


Zerky balked. He -hadn’t- come here to give the doctor his balls, had he? He hadn’t meant to. Of course, Aiden had brought him, Aiden must have known this would come up, did Aiden want him to give up his balls? His mind raced as he stood there, his shaft twitching against his belly. Dumbly, he reached down and scooped under his own palmfull of testicles, lifting them up. 


“I... guess so? I’m not sure.” He heard the soft growl from his right, from Aiden, and bowed his head. He was losing cool points with the big stud. 


“Well, don’t worry about it now.” The doctor.. if he was a doctor, that is.. had a calm reassuring voice, and Zerky glanced back up at him. “This is an entirely consensual proceedure, so how about this...” the cheetah pulled down his mask, smiling an entirely too pointy-teethed-smile. “You watch your buddy Aiden here go through it, aaaand..” he shrugged, “Id you decide you want to do it afterwards, we’ll do it. And you’ll enjoy it. And if not?” He shrugged again, “It’s no big deal.”


Aiden turned, staring at Zerky before adding in, “I’m doing it whether you want to, or not. If you’re too pussy, just leave, go walk home and I’ll see you later tonight.”


Zerky bristled. “No. that’s okay, I’ll stay, I mean, I didn’t say I didn’t want to have my balls cut off, did I?” He folded his arms in front of his chest, pouting slightly. 


The doctor smiled, putting on a fresh set of gloves. “Good. Right this way, then, Aiden.” He opened a cabinet, rolling out what looked like.. well Zerky couldn’t figure out WHAT it looked like. Someone forced a dentist chair to have sex with a sex sling, is what it looked like.


Aiden seemed to know exactly what it was, though, and walked up to it, waiting until the doctor had locked the four rollers down, stabilizing it, before climbing onto it. he straddled it like a motorcycle, the bulk of his weight making the leather pads creak as he tucked his legs to either side, and rested his chest over the broad back of the contraption. It was sturdy, holding, bracing, and keeping the big wolf stud held up and open. His legs were spread enough to let his beautiful, sexy equipment hang down, the cock hidden partially by his heavy applebag. The wolftyr’s tail wagged, his shaft thickening, the pinkish tip darkening as he got into a position he’d apparently been in before, maybe frequently.


The cheetah moved smoothly, slickly, reaching up and between the wolf’s legs from behind. His fingers, sheathed in the light blue latex, didn’t wrap around the wolfstud’s proud length, -almost- meeting on the underside. The cheetah stroked, pulling down smoothly before grasping with his other paw at the top, pulling down along that as well. “Should I presume that you’re giving the full donation, today, Aiden?”


The wolf grunted, his powerful, muscular rear tightening, flexing, pushing his cock an inch or so against this milking fingers. “Yea, take it all. I wanna feel the blades, carving through my flesh, taking everything.”


Zerky stepped closer, then again, never hearing this side of the dominant wolf before. The cheetah didn’t seem phased in the least, having this, well, this mountain of manly wolf-goat meat hunched over his seahorse and letting the doctor play with his junk, asking him to ruin it. It was fascinating. Zerky caressed his own shaft, as he got closer still, until he could smell the doctor’s scent - feline, laced with a conglomeration of male sexual scents, and that sanitizing soap they use in hospitals. 


“Of course you do,” the cheetah said, as his hands stroked and pulled. He paused, taking a squeeze bottle with a yellow gelly in it, and squeezing it out into his hands. He smeared, applying, stroking the gel into the wolf’s erection. Aiden moaned, a soft sound that Zerky had never heard before, and it made the hyon’s cock strain even harder. The doctor’s fingers were making soft, wet, squelching sounds, and when the hyon glanced over to see what the doctor was focussing on, he saw that the doctor was focussing on -him-. 


“You know,” said the doctor, his eyes glittering as he stroked Zerky’s boyfriend’s cock. “I -could- use some help. Why don’t you put on some gloves, and join me?”


Zerky was kneeling down next to the doctor before he had even finished his statement, jamming his hands into the sterile gloves, staring at the wolftyr’s heavy equipment. His balls seemed so.. it was hard to describe them. They hung, powerful and virile, and as he cupped and felt them, he could feel a certain heated density inside them, like a heated compaction, like a loaded snake-can just waiting to pop. He felt them, rubbing, gently squeezing, as the doctor’s hand squelch-squelch-squelched along Aiden’s swollen erection. Swollen. Such a dirty word.


It always reminded the hyon of, like, microwaved hotdogs, bursting at the seams. Aiden’s cock did look like it could burst though, it was hard, so hard that the veins along it’s side were bulging out even more, the skin pulled tautly around it. The doctor took Zerky’s wrist, bring it forward, until his hand grasped that hot, hard shaft. He nodded to the hyon, and Zerky started jerking his boyfriend off, feeling the smooth texture of that thick cock, all fourteen inches of it, sliding between his gloved fingers. The slick lube never seemed to dry up, and Zerky enjoyed the feeling of it slithering up and down, caressing and clinging to that shaft, outlining the ridge of the medial ring, drooling from that thick piercing hanging from the tip. He gave that piercing a tug, then slid his paw all the way up to massage the bulbs of his mate’s knots. 


Click. The doctor had been working while Zerky played, and what looked like a leaden, hinged ring had been snapped around Aiden’s scrotum, up high. It sagged, weighting the wolftyr’s nuggets down, and stretching that sac down with them. They held up to it for a while, by sheer virtue of their own size and virility, but the weight slowly won out. One ball would sag down, a little bit, and then the other, neither of them able to pull back up as the weights stretched and pinned. Soon they dangled, with a good four, maybe five inches of scrotum between those hanging fruits and the wolf’s groin, where his erection throbbed, knotted and proud.


“You guys, nnnf,” the wolf cursed, “you better hurry up if you plan on getting me as I cum...” He flexed his hips again, making those weighted balls swing, spinning back and forth as he ground down into that stroking hand. “I know you don’t want to waste all this precious jizz, doctor.”


“As if I would -ever- let such a thing happen. Zerky, I’m going to need you to help hold everything still for me, okay?” The doctor was tying a thin rubber tube around the root of the wolf’s cock, behind his fully inflated knotbulbs. “Pull down, just grip his cock by the middle and pull down firmly, would you?”


Zerky tried, but his fingers were slippery. They stroked down, and he grasped again, squeezing at the middle of the wolf’s shaft and pulling down, trying to keep a grip on it. He managed to, for a little bit, but his fingers slid roughly down the gleaming, throbbing flesh. Aiden’s knees banged the contraption as his thighs clenched.


“Fuck, stop playing around, Zerk, you’re going to fuck it all up!”


“I’m, I’m trying??” Zerky responded, the hot shaft in his hands flexing again. 


“I need you to hold it -still-, Zerky,” the doctor reprimanded, and Zerky caught the throbbing, twitching erection, one hand around the middle, and the other around the piercing at the end. He pulled, and squeezed as tight as he could, on both, and oh how it throbbed! Straining, like a bucking bronco, trying to push him off! But if Zerky knew one thing, it was how to ride a cock! He buckled down, keeping it still, and watched as the doctor knotted that rubber tubing tight, then taking the loose end, pulled HARD. 

It cinched into the root of that cock, tourniqueting it off, instantly making it puff up as the blood that was in it was trapped. Those balls shifted, the lead weight keeping them trapped as the wolf groaned, hips trying to fuck his cock into something, anything. 

“Excellent. I hope you’re ready, Mister Frostpaw,” said the doctor coolly, as he handed a plastic beaker, with a thin metal handle, to the hyon. “Hang this from his piercing.” When Zerky balked, the cat growled. “Now.” He lifted a curved blade from the table beside them, the edge gleaming hungrily. 

The beaker swung as the hyon slid the handle against the piercing, latching it in place. This was exciting! He patted up under his boyfriend’s hanging apples, feeling them, so warm, so ready, so full-

And dropping into his paw like so much weight, as the cheetah slashed cleanly through the neck of the stretched sack. Zerky watched, of course, as the blade slid behind them, pausing just for a moment, to let Aiden feel it there. He saw them twitch, felt that stallion dick throb solid in his hand, and then watched as the blade magically appeared on the other side of the scrotum, just appearing through the back of the scrotum. they felt, the few strings that held them to Aiden’s body ripping with the heavy weight that kept them all pinned, and suddenly Aiden’s scrotum was falling against his palm, sliding along it. The lead weight banged against his finger joints, and they instinctively grasped at the trailing ‘tail’ of scrotum that threaded between them. He snagged it though, the very end of itcaught between his fingers as the shaft in his other hand finally spurted.


The sound of Aiden’s jizz splattering along the inside of the beaker was almost as impressive as the sight of Aiden’s banded cock forcing it’s load out into it. Most cocks wouldn’t have been able to, but Aiden’t erection was that powerful. The wolf groaned, a strained hnnnng, his tail flagged high in the air as he came, his thick virile nuts cleaved away just at the start. 

The doctor wasn’t finished, yet, though. Fingers twisted, turning the blade so that the sharp edge faced that spasming cock, and with a flick of his wrist he gouged the edge into the underside of that cock, just above the knot and below the choking band.

Zerky gasped, and Aiden Unged, up above, legs twitching as the sharp blade sawed into his precious shaft. The cheetah knew exactly what he was doing, though, and even as that cock twitched, even as it spurted the wolftyr’s last seed into that beaker, the cheetah skillfully, nay, artfully shaved and clipped and stole it away from Aiden. Zerky could feel the pulses weakening as the muscles were sheared through, could hear the soft whine as, no doubt, a nerve was plucked like an overtightened guitar string, and finally he felt the weight of the cock just come loose in his gripping fingers. A backlog of sperm erupted from the tiny little stub that the choking band had saved from the cheetah’s knife, a hot, slimy deluge that splattered down over the cock that had been unable to spit it out in time, coating it and the cheetah’s fingers alike. 

It was done. The wolf’s orgasm subsided, his hoarse panting filling the warm lab room, his thick sperm filling the glass beaker that still hung from his now severed, floppy cock, and the vision, feeling of his emasculation filling poor Zerky’s fragile little mind.

After a little while, the doctor, who had to take a moment to recuperate from the experience himself, it seemed, claimed the floppy horse-wolf dick from the hyon. He detached the beaker - sealing it in the steaming cooler, and then flopped Aiden’s severed nuts onto the counter, beside the hippogriff’s, even touching them. Zerky smirked as he noticed who’s were bigger. 

“I’ll have the piercing removed and sent to your house - you still live on Adams street, right?” said the doctor, as he changed gloves. Aiden shakily lifted himself from the contraption - he had not been tied down, after all, standing on legs that seemed too wobbly to support his weight. His thickly muscled arms, and chest, and abs, his well defined adonis belt like a furry arrow pointing down at a crotch that sported only two angry wounds. 

“Sure.” He said. He rubbed at his belly, broad shoulders shivering, fingers sliding down to where the band still tightly clenched around his nub. “What did you think, Zerky?” 

Zerky smiled, standing up, and licking at the slime that still coated his fingers, making a show of suckling Aiden’s sperm from his fingers. He made a face, then, a disgusted face, and spit on the floor.

“Yeah, that lube isn’t for personal consumption. I should have warned you, sorry about that.” said the doctor, in a completely unapologetic manner. “If you suffer any brain damage from that, let me know.”

Zerky glared at the cheetah, then at the wolftyr, then peeled his gloves off and threw them on the floor. “Man, fuck you guys.” he grumbled, folding his arms across his chest. Tap-tap-tap, went his erection, against his belly. He sighed, then shrugged. “I guess that was... okay. Yeah, that was really hot. I want to do it.” 

Aiden chuckled, and the doctor nodded appreciatively. “Excellent, I’ve not yet had the chance to examine a ... member of your species before, your cock will be a fine addit-”

“Actually, it won’t,” said Aiden. His grin had darkened, widening as he slapped Zerky on the shoulder, gesturing for him to get onto the contraption. “I’ll be saving that for later tonight.”

The doctor frowned, but nodded his head. “Very well.” He gestured to Zerky, pointing to the chair-sling-thing. “Why don’t you try sitting on it, instead. I think you’ll enjoy it better if you have the ability to watch as I take your balls.”

Zerky was a very powerful hyon, not as ripped as Aiden, but strong and muscular and hung. Climbing into the contraption, though, which felt far too much like loosely wobbling straps and pads and held him much like a gynecologist’s chair would, he didn’t feel all that powerful. He felt horny, and his cock was angry at him, having been so hard for so long without getting off, and it was kind of sticky from all the dried precum that had been leaking out of the end. His nuts were not the giant apples that Aiden had... had being the correct terminology, Zerky reminded himself. They were decent kiwi-sized stones, though, and even with the tenseness of what was about to happen, his sac couldn’t shrivel around them enough to pull them into his groin. No hiding these bad boys. 

SNAP. The doctor’s gloves slapped his wrist as he pulled them on, staring intently at what lay between Zerky’s thighs. He came closer, and for the first time Zerky noticed that around waist height was a wet spot. A rather noticeable wet spot, as if something had been leaking, seeping against the other side that apron for a while and slowly soaking in. Well at least he enjoyed his job.

Cool, smooth fingers cupped under his eggs, lifting them up. They crawled and wiggled underneath, gradually shifting them until they rested on the cheetah’s palm. The hyon’s arms tensed, as he watched, staring as the doctor handled and rolled them between his fingers. The cheetah’s other paw wrapped around Zerky’s erection, engulfing it in that smooth oily lubricant, and the hyon slammed his head back against the smooth leather pad, eyes shut. 

“Fuuuuck...” the cheetah was -good-. His fingers caressed and stroked, feeling every little contour, it seemed, gripping and probing at his cock and teasing at the bulbous cap. Those other fingers, the dry ones that handled his balls, gave them a gently pull, lifting them up and away from the hyon’s taint. 
“Hmmm.”

“Hmm what, what does Hmm mean?” Zerky’s knuckles bulged as he squeezed the arm rests, the cheetah casually handling his equipment. He didn’t like that hmmm, not one bit, it was the hmmm one uses when they just found a moldy spot on their sunday ham.

“I just noticed that your anus is showing signs of excessive use.” He glanced over to Aiden, frowning slightly, then back. “I imagine that manual extraction of your seed may be further enhanced with... a posterial stimulator.” The cheetah nodded, before turning to the cabinets and opening them up. Fiddle fiddle, search, rustle, and then he’s turning back, smiling as he holds a gleaming chrome -WHAT THE HELL IS THAT THING???

“I can see by your expression that you haven’t seen one of these before. Excellent. I call it my... spider.” He chuckled, bringing it closer to the reclining hyon, who’s legs had already started pulling up. The thing, whatever it was, had a ‘body’ like a dragonfly, all segmented and shit, with a bunch of little legs sticking out in random places. It was about the size of a beer bottle, and it disappeared between his legs, under his jutting erection and out of view, before he felt it cold and smooth at the entrance to his ass. “This might tickle a little bit.”

“I don’t think, no, I’m pretty sure I’m no longer interested in this, can I go?” Zerky’s protests bubbled up from his lips as he felt that cold smooth thing slide up into him. It didn’t slide, it lurched, and he felt one of the legs touch against his rear. Then it moved. The leg shifted, retracting inside of the chrome doohickey until the cheetah edged it in, then he could feel it press against the inside of his sphinter, just a pressuring finger tip. It wiggled.

It squirmed it’s way deeper. Another leg wiggled in, and then the first segment was done. The second had more legs. They gripped and swivelled and proked and prodded. 

Zerky pushed against the armrests, to push, nay, EJECT himself from the chair-thingie, but huge, Aiden-colored paws grabbed his shoulders and pushed him back down on the chair.

“You don’t gotta be nervous, bitch,” the wolftyr said, in a warm, reassuring way. “Why don’t you focus on something you love doing, and let the doctor do what -he- loves doing. Suck my cock.”

The second segment twisted and ground it’s way up, the third, widest, most ball-shaped segment probing, grinding like a cold hard knot against the hyon’s clenching rear. The feeling of those legs poking and probing at his insides made him nauseous, and he turned towards Aiden’s cock, to suck on it.

Only there was just a nub there, a nub and a flap of flesh. His nose pressed against that dangling, flapping bit of scrotum that remained, and the hyon gasped at the feeling. It was so soft, so light, so.. fey, almost. He looked up at the wolftyr who leered down at him, and, and, he opened his mouth. He mouthed that little flap of skin, tasting the wolftyr where, well, where nobody had ever tasted him before, suckling on the little flap of skin that remained. Aiden’s snout crinkled, the way it always did when Zerky was being -extra- dirty, and Zerky relaxed a little bit. He suckled, tongue sliding up, into that wound, into where his scrotum used to hang, to taste the metallic coppery musky flavor of the inside of Aiden’s scrotum, and that knot slid right up into his ass.

Nobody could blame him for biting, honestly. It wasn’t like Aiden really needed that little bit of skin anyways, since he had already been castrated. He didn’t bite it off, but he felt it crunch between his jaws, felt the hands that had been pulling at his shoulders push at him. He felt the thing inside his rear twisting and probing and OH THERE we go, it jammed one of it’s legs against his little pleasure button. The hyon grunted as the wolftyr pushed him back, a soft ripping sound as teeth scraped through scrotum.

“Excellent, I see it’s working.” The doctor might have said other things, but Zerky wasn’t paying attention, the hyon was getting his prostate jabbed and tapped and ground against, and he was also getting face fucked by a dickled giant wolf.

Aiden grasped his cheeks, pulling his mouth over that still banded nub, jamming that thick root between Zerky’s lips, between his teeth, and grinding all three inches of it against the hyon’s tongue. Zerky, for a second, considered that even with his cock cut off, Aiden still had more dick meat between his legs than the cat-yena did. He considered biting him again, intentionally, to fix that, but he knew that Aiden’s cock was too thick to easily chew through anyways. So he slurped and sucked and gnawed on it instead, as the wolftyr watched what the doctor was doing.

The cheetah had stroked Zerk’s shaft to a slickly solid state, and now was wrapping a rather large condom around it. The base was tourniquetted, similarly to Aiden’s, tying that condom in place, and the hyon’s oozing seeping tip rubbed against the smooth latex as it twitched. The spider was clinking and humming along, burrowing and grinding with increasing intensity against Zerk’s prostate, and otherwise just keeping his ass tightly stretched and full, and those heavy eggs were begging to be cut off.

Zerky couldn’t tell the doctor to stop - and didn’t want to, but he still shivered when those fingers handled his eggs. He could feel them cupping and squeezing, lifting and pulling. His thighs instinctively tried to close together, when the pulling got to be too firm, but they met those leather pad restraints, unable to get any further than that. 

“You know what we’re doing tonight?” Aiden whispered to the hyon, as he watched the doctor handle and stretch and toy with Zerk’s nuts. “I’m going to pull out that hot dog roaster, and I’m going to spear it down your cock and I’m going to cook it right off of you,” he growled. It was deep, and sexy, and Zerky knew absolutely that Aiden was telling the truth.

The doctor’s fingers weren’t quite secure enough, as the balls in them lurched, tugging upwards and yanking right out of his grasp. The hyon’s cock spattered, a warm gout of Zerky cum bursting into the condom, and then another, filling the loose reservoir with one gush after another. 

That blade kissed against his scrotum - and he could clearly remember the way it had kissed Aiden’s. He could see what happened with Aiden’s sac, in his mind, even as he felt it happening to him - the blade pressing in, sawing gently in and through, his eggs twitching before in a hot zippery flash, like a sharp electrical shock, they just disappeared from his ability to feel them. He felt the ache, waaaaaay deep in his groin, above his hips, gripping his belly, but he didn’t stop cumming. It was like he had to, like his body was just trying to get that last bit of seed somewhere good as his cubmakers were claimed by the feline.

It ended, finally, the orgasm seeming to wash the worst of the aching away with it, as if he had spit that pain as well as pleasure into the condom. He collapses, seeping into the chair-thing as that twitching metal spider finished it’s poking in his rear. He realized, suddenly, that his jaws were clenched, and that there was still a cock in his mouth. 

Carefully, he opened his jaws, pulling back away. Aiden’s cock nuib was still there, but there were deep, DEEP gouges on either side, where his fangs had bitten into it. The end was leaking, copiously, a clear slick fluid that dribbled in steady spurts.

Okay, so maaaybe his boyfriend had gotten off on getting his cock chewed on. Maybe he had gotten off on watching Zerky getting neutered. Maybe it was just backflow that the former orgasm hadn’t been able to push out and the bite had just triggered a clench or something. His mouth was still full of wolf-satyr jizz, and that was hot. He swallowed, and sat up, feeling oddly... relaxed. He glanced down, to where the doctor was untying his erection, pulling the condom off with a smooth rubbery squeaky Shloop, full of his last ejaculation. It dangled, bulging, similarly to how his scrotum hung bulging from the cheetah’s other paw, similarly to how the horsebird’s scrotum had hung from his paws when they had first stepped in. It made Zerky to think about.

Thud, went his balls, on the counter with the others. The condom was dumped into a smaller vial, and added to the others, the locker closed and locked. The doctor returned to the two, producing two small ketchup-packet like things. He twisted one open, and squeezed the goop, a thick white paste, out onto his palm. Carefully, he cupped it into the wolftyr’s groin, smearing and slathering it until it produced a greasy looking foam that bubbled and fizzed. Aiden didn’t seem perturbed by it, his eyes nothing more than slits as he watched the feline handle his groin.

Then the feline looked at Zerky. Zerky spread his legs, for the doctor to apply the salve to him, as well, but the doctor handed the second packet to Aiden, instead. “You’ll want to apply this within twenty four hours, but I’m certain his body can handle going ball-less until after dinner.” The feline smirked. 

Aiden smirked, too. Zerky blushed. He coughed, then stood up, feeling awkwardly like a big piece of meat to the two predators. 

“So why do you do this, I mean... what’s the paste for? Why do you seal the vials away, what are the balls kept for?”

The cheetah shook his spotted head. “Research. It’s a lot more complicated than I can simplify so that you can  understand, so just take my word for that, for now. Okay?” He gestured to the door, “And have a pleasant evening. You can both come back in another month’s time, after everything has naturalized again.”

Zerky didn’t like not knowing what was going on, but the way the cheetah’s eyes glinted when he shook his head, he figured it was best not to ask. Aiden corralled the hyon through the double doors. As they swung behind him, though, Zerky was -sure- he saw the doctor, back turned to the two, holding something between his hands like a sandwich and bobbing his head against it, ferally. Was he eating something? What could it possibly be?

The raccoon wiggled as they came back into the waiting room, tapping against the tablet some more.

“Hello again! I got to watch the feed of what happened in there,” the raccoon chirred, grinning to the hyon as the two neutered males carefully pulled their clothes back on. “You’re a real natural at that, you know. Your whole body got tense, when he cut you, like you -really- enjoyed it.”

Zerky blushed, pulling his jeans up around his hips and buttoning them closed. Hmm. They fit a lot better, now, much more room in the front. “I was orgasming, at the time,” he finally responded.

“He was orgasming because I threatened to cook his dick off of him,” Aiden added. 

“Oooh, you know, we have cooking classes here on Tuesday nights?” The raccoon chirled. “It’s recommended that you bring a friend, though, if you knoooow what I’m saaaaying?” He wiggled again, tap-tap-tap. “Oh, shit, I just closed my app.” Furrowed brow, taptaptap. “Anyways, you two have a great night, and thank you sooo much for coming in! Aphandro Research really appreciates your contributions!”

It had been a very long day, but Zerky had a feeling it was really only just starting!

