Don't be weird, don't be weird around her, Timmy thought, his eyes squeezed shut as if to block his own thoughts from leaking past his tightly shut jaws. 

Jackie, his crush, stood inches from him. Inches! Her delicate scent filled his nostrils, making his muscles stiffen, and a certain muscle grew harder than the rest. 

"So, what did you wish for?"

Her smooth voice had certain elegance to it, an intensity that frightened and excited the snow leopard in equal measure. His tail swung against hers out of its own accord, making her ears perk up.

"That nervous, huh? Must have been one heck of a wish."

"Uh-huh." Timmy nodded, his throat suddenly dry as Jackie's hazel eyes stared into his. Being so close to her made his heart pound in his chest, his bare feet to shift restlessly under the fluffy blanket, and his whiskers to twitch with a mixture of mirth and apprehension. "B--best wish ever."

Bad choice. Jackie inched closer to him. Her chin rested on top of his chest, her ebony nose almost touching his. 

"What makes it so good?"

"I can't really tell," Timothy rushed his words. "If I do, it's not going to happen."

That was mighty unlikely, considering his heart thundered in his chest, so loud it should have woken up the other students. Jackie probably heard it--or felt it. To Timmy, it made no difference when her paw trailed down across his chest, making the snow leopard squirm and take in short, ragged gasps. 

What the--what was she--

"Well, I know what I wished, aaaand," she paused to nuzzle his neck and release a purring growl, "it involves you. A part of you."

A--what?! 

His fretting only fueled the coyote's resolve. Her muzzle continued to ruffle the fur of his neck, her salacious growls painfully audible to his perked ears, as her paw undid the button of his jeans, slipped past his groin, and grabbed him.

"Wow..."

"Whoa..." They both said at the same time. Jackie giggled, and Timothy tensed up, presenting her half a smile as his cock pulsed within the soft confines of her paw, already slick with pre. 

"I didn't expect it to be so hard," Jackie whispered dreamily. 

"I didn't expect you to touch it," Timothy half said, half hissed. To his virgin member, even Jackie's grip felt too good. 

"It's throbbing. Just like in your story."

Timmy froze. His cheeks reddened in an instant. "How did you..." he trailed off when her wink disarmed him.

"Does it matter? It's a topic both of us can research. Should research..."

She planted a short, wet kiss upon his petite muzzle before her legs encircled his thighs. Her calves locked up against his butt, and, before Timothy could release as much as a frail gasp, Jackie directed him under her skirt. With no panties to shield her from Timothy, his cock slipped straight into her slick vulva.

Warmth surrounded him from every side, more intense than anything Timothy had ever experienced. Her walls rippled with frail spasms around him, massaging his tapered feline member from every side, stimulating the soft barbs encircling his thick base to the point where a frail whimper broke through his half opened muzzle. 

As an erotica writer, Timothy had always assumed that the vast knowledge on the topic of mating would prepare him for the day when he would lose his virginity. In reality, however, things were different. Much, much different! After a few seconds spent within Jackie's silken embrace, his cock hardened to the point of no return, and those curt, ominous throbs heralded that one moment Timothy dreaded. 

It felt so intense, and no matter how he grimaced, growled, and clenched his jaws, he couldn't contain it. Timothy's arms wrapped around Jackie's frame, holding her tight against his chest, his muzzle buried into the thick fur of her neck, a feeble moan rumbling in his throat as he broke loose inside her. 

His toes curled inwards from the overwhelming bliss that flooded his senses, trapping her smaller feet into the embrace of his smooth pads while he poured himself into her throb by throb, spurt by spurt. Each gush of seed that shot into her shuddering depths made the coyote shudder and moan, more out of curiosity than genuine pleasure.

Timothy knew he blew it when he finally opened his bleary eyes to her warm, hazel colored ones. They were big as saucers, regarding him with disbelief that said, "Dude, you barely entered me and already wasted your shot." 

Or so Timothy assumed. Her frail laughter proved otherwise, as did the soothing lick across his cheek. 

"Oh Timothy." She paused to lick him, again and again, her broad smile radiating uncanny warmth. "That was soooooo adorable. I only felt a tingle, and then your scalding essence wet my insides. It happened so fast! Freaking cute!'

A tingle? Freaking cute?! 

It was a disaster! That's what it was! He barely entered his first female, his crush, the love of his life, and boom went his pent-up passion for her. 

To make things even more awkward, Timothy's mouth was so stiff, and his mind so numb, that all he could do was rumble in agreement as her squeaky, mirthful voice recounted just how strangely awesome her first mating went. 

"Come oooon, say something. I can't be the only one who liked it! I didn't feel a thing, but that's not the point! The face you made during your orgasm was priceless!" She tugged on his arm, licked his ear, wriggled her hips. His cock, still trapped inside her folds, twitched from the sudden motion, making her perk up and giggle. 

"Did you--" 

Timothy pulled out of her and gave her a weak smile. He didn't want to make things more awkward than they already were. He had made one wish. One single wish, and the opposite happened. 

"Well uh, I'm glad you found it cute."

"It wasn't just cute." Jackie's nose bumped into his. "It was ADORABLE! I always had a thing for nerds. Guess I wasn't brave enough to admit it until I noticed your awesome writing style. Now THAT is some fantastic--"

"Hey, do you want to get out of here, check out Paleshaft creek?"

In his rush to get out of the sleeping bag, Timothy didn't even wait for Jackie to reply. He buttoned his jeans unceremoniously, wobbled on shaky legs for a couple of steps to adjust to his still shivering limbs, and headed towards the nearby forest. The grass felt strangely cool to his bare paws, yet he didn't have the guts to go back to the sleeping bag and grab his sneakers, not after what had transpired.

"Tim, why would you--wait for meee," Jackie called from behind. She appeared at his side in a split second, grabbed his arm, and rested her head against his shoulder. "You're full of surprises today. How did you know that venturing into the dark woods was on my to-do list?" 

Timmy shuddered a little. He didn't know whether Jackie was sarcastic or not, and at this point, he didn't want to take his chance with a reply. So, he guided Jackie into the woods, his tail swaying with pent-up apprehension as the shadows thickened around them.

"Can you actually see something? I can't even glimpse my claws." 

Timothy nodded. His pupils grew to the size of two coal beads to take in the faint shafts of moonlight creeping through the canopies. His eyes shifted back and forth, his gaze focused on the winding path ahead. 

A warm, reassuring jolt crept through Jackie's frame. She always dreamt of braving the darkening woods with her arm wrapped around a feline's. Their keen eyesight pierced even the most tenebrous of veils, and even though she barely saw her own feet shuffling in front of the other, Jackie trusted Timmy. 

They didn't speak on the way to the creek. Timmy grew too focused on pushing the branches aside to make room for Jackie, and the coyote relished the firm grip Timmy's pink padded paw offered. 

Not that the snow leopard minded the silence. He preferred the hooting of the owls to Jackie's playful voice, which only served to stoke his guilt for failing at sex. A guy like him and a girl like her did not happen. Not ever. And yet, their twined paws begged to differ, as did the sweet glances Jackie threw him every so often.  

The murmur of running water broke Timmy's stupid grin. He walked around the high bank with slow, careful steps, trailing a paw over the ground to show Jackie where to step next. 

"Lots of rocky outcrops here. Careful, they may be slick," he said.

"You're here to catch me anyway."

Timmy favored her a smile and scratched the fluff of his neck with his free paw. "Well, it's better to play it safe..."

That earned him a nudge in the ribs that made him yelp like a cub. "You wouldn't know how to take a compliment if it hit you in the face."

"Heh," Timmy chuckled nervously. "Maybe."

He pointed at a smooth ledge overlooking the broad creek, and wrapped his tail around Jackie's reassuringly as he led her across the rocky bank, their bare pads squelching on the slick, moss covered surface. 

In the end, the risk of falling and breaking his neck was worth it. As soon as they found themselves upon the ledge, Jackie's jaw dropped, a soft, drawn-out growl of surprise escaping her petite muzzle. 

"Whoa...this is gorgeous...."

"Mhhhm," Timmy agreed. He sat down on the ledge, his paws swinging above the cascading waters. Pale moonlight shimmered and swirled across the crystalline surface of the creek, casting rippling, silvery ribbons over the rocky outcrops surrounding them. 

Jackie sat besides him, her paws jerking a little as the spray drenched her toes in mere moments. 

"Thought water makes the felines cringe," Timmy said.

"Hah hah. Took me by surprise, is all. I don't really walk around bare footed, which is your fault by the way!"

Timmy growled as her elbow landed against his lean, underdeveloped biceps. 

"You had to run away like that, before I even had the chance to put on my shoes!"

"I--I'm sorry if I--"

Jackie's muzzle pressed against his, her lips blocking his words as her tongue slipped between his fangs to dab at the tip of his barbed, feline tongue. Timmy stood stiff as a statue, petrified, without the slightest clue on how to properly kiss a girl. 

To his great relief, Jackie took the initiative, wrapping her long, canine tongue around his smaller one and tugging on it slightly to firmly lock their muzzles together. A thin purr flared in his throat, making Jackie's hazel eyes twinkle playfully. 

She let go of him as sudden as it started, and bumped her foot against his. "You're sorry? For what? For making my life interesting, for once? Yea, that deserves lots of apologies on your part."

She snickered and went in for another kiss. Timmy's eyes bulged in their sockets, still surprised at how smooth and moist her tongue felt around his. One of his paws caressed the lush, dark fur of Jackie's nape while the other stroked her neck with slow, suave movements. 

"That was better," she said, her voice music to his ears. "Shouldn't you know how to kiss though? Your characters most certainly do, among other things..."

Her tilted head, along with her half lidded eyes, made Timmy blush fiercely. "Well, in theory, but the field work is not all there yet." He shifted his weight from one thigh to the other, his tail tip twitching. "How did you even--"

Jackie held a slim finger over his muzzle. "Truth or dare."

Timmy nodded, and Jackie beamed. "Good kitty. Truth."

He licked his muzzle at that and scratched the inside of one ear idly. "Uhm...why me?"

"Because your downy fur seemed extra comfy. Plus, you took in a coyote who totally didn't misplace her sleeping bag on purpose."

"Wha--"

Her finger blocked his muzzle again. 

"Truth or dare."

"D--dare," the snow leopard mumbled. It was a no-brainer. Truth meant Jackie bringing up that embarrassing moment, back at the sleeping bag, for sure. 

"Take a midnight bath, since you and water get along so well."

"Fine," Timmy blurted out, even though he visibly cringed. 

Jackie held out a paw to stop him, but he already made his way past her and onto the lower bank.

"Wait, are you actually--dude, it's a stupid game! I don't even want you to..."

Her words were cut off by either Timmy's nakedness or the first step he took into the freezing water. He stifled a whimper as icy daggers bit into his feet, slowly climbing across his legs as he waded towards the middle of the creek, where the water raised to his waist. 

"You're one stupid--get out you bloody oaf!" Jackie yelled. She even got onto her feet to cast an almighty glare upon him.

"It's...not really...that bad grrrrr...actually....pleasant..." every fiber of his body hurt, and the clatter of his teeth grew louder than Jackie's own voice. 

The coyote had none of it. She growled, barked, yelled at him from the shore, until the soaked snow leopard shuffled out of the water. Jackie waited for him on the shore, clutching his clothes. As soon as he made it, she wrapped his loose sweatshirt around him, then stepped back to remove her white blouse and wriggle out of her gray skirt.

"Lie down over there on the grass," she commanded.

By the sound of it, she truly meant it. Timmy did, growling at her when she proceeded to wrap him in a makeshift blanket built out of their combined clothes. 

"Actually, screw that. I'm the one who dared you, so I'll play my part in getting you warm again."

Everything happened too fast for Timmy's cold addled mind to process. Jackie getting butt naked for him. Jackie's naked form pressing against him under the cover of their clothes blanket. It all seemed surreal, and yet, her warmth felt so good to him! Timmy couldn't help but moan in relief and offer her a toothy grin at completing her challenge.

That earned him a slap, a frown, and a kiss, in that exact order, before Jackie squeezed him tight in her embrace. 

"Are you growing warm?"

Timmy nodded, his throat too tight to form words. He grew more than warm. He simply...grew! Suddenly alarmed, he tried to shift, to wriggle out of Jackie's grip, but the coyote had none of it. Her loins rubbed against him enticingly, and her tawny, naked breasts pressed against his chest, drawing the breath out of him. 

It was happening...again!

Timmy's gulped down the lump in his throat when the memory of his last attempt returned to haunt him, and his breath hitched when Jackie licked him, all the way from the tip of his nose to his twitching ear. 

"Now that we're both warmed up..." she trailed off, allowing her slick folds to speak in her stead. Her bare, moist flesh kissed his tip, smearing her liquid lust over him, hot and bearing her sweet fragrance. 

"Oooh," Timmy moaned, his muzzle scrunched in effort to suppress the sudden delight washing through him. He was helplessly hard, his soft barbs already flared in anticipation of sinking into those silken depths. 

Jackie made the choice for him. With a curt shove of her hips, she took all of him in, her muscles clenching around his shaft from the sudden penetration.

Timmy bit back a yelp, his wide eyes staring into Jackie's. She gave him an encouraging lick across his muzzle, holding his head between her paws.

"How's this for field work?"

"G--good," Timmy stammered breathlessly. The soft, electrifying shudders creeping through Jackie's sanctuary brought him on the verge already, just like last time. 

Suddenly afraid of releasing his passion into Jackie too fast, the snow leopard hugged her fiercely, his chin rested against her shoulder as his hips wove back and forth with rocky, uncertain thrusts. 

Jackie's moans filled his ears over the lewd squelching of their coupling. Her claws bit into his arms, the pain dulled by the great pleasure that flooded Timothy's senses. His characters had done this so many times, but when he did it, everything seemed amplified by a thousand fold. He never imagined a female could be so slick down there, so tight, so amazing. It took all of his willpower to keep thrusting inside her dainty crevice, to stoke her louder moans at the expense of his faltering strength.

The faster Timmy thrust, the more demanding the pressure welling within his member grew, to the point where the tingles racing through his throbbing length became too much to bear. At the same time, Jackie's insides clamped down upon him, the coyote squeezing him so hard Timmy couldn't help but yowl and unload his passion inside her. 

"I think...you're warm enough...." Jackie said, panting with the toll of mating.

"Me too."

He began licking her muzzle with curt tongue strokes, smiling at how her lips twitched whenever his spurts splashed against her overly sensitive insides. She continued to milk him, the constant, rippling massage drawing the occasional whimper from Timmy and the rare moan from Jackie. The coyote still rode her orgasm, as proven by the gentle squeezes around Timmy's length, as well as her faltering moans that shattered into a low, steady growl.

He did it. Somehow, it wasn't awkward. Or maybe just a little bit. Perhaps more. 

Timmy didn't know, nor did he care. Jackie's embrace mattered more to him than anything in the world, and the way her half closed eyes regarded him with renewed fondness made his heart soar to the highest peak. 

If that's how love felt, then Timmy was already addicted to it.  

