[center][b][u]Tickled Pink[/b][/u][/center]

Michael was a fairly normal guy. A sweet guy; one without too many truly outstanding features. He’d graduated college with fairly good grades, managed to get himself a pretty good job afterwards. Indeed if you asked him, the most outstanding and remarkable, incredible thing that the maned wolf would always point to in his life was undeniably his girlfriend. He loved her dearly, and Jaya loved him too. She loved him for how kind he was, for how when he got frustrated or angry a box of chicken nuggets was the easiest way to appease him, and of course, she loved him for his... [i]quirk[/i].

It wasn’t a big thing. Indeed, it was something that most people in the world, most people in the male’s life would never, [i]ever [/i]find out about him. You couldn’t see it just by looking at him, and indeed the average person probably wouldn’t have been able to guess it given a thousand chances and a week of studying his daily routines for any sign of anything notably strange. Jaya knew it though, because most nights, not [i]every [/i]night but most for sure, she got to experience it firsthand. He had been up front with her about it right from the start, and it had certainly made their first few nights together... [i]interesting [/i]as she grew accustomed to it, but now, after more than a year-and-a-half of companionship and love for one another, that little quirk of her lover had actually informed a lot about the way they were together when alone.

“N-no, Mike...”

Jaya giggled as she stepped from the shower, the mouse’s grey furred form dripping wet, her pink paws reaching for a towel while she eyed up her lover, Michael standing in the doorway of the bathroom with a look on his face. Innocently, or indeed what was probably [i]meant[/i] to be an innocent sort of look, the maned wolf’s eyes widened and he grinned. He shrugged his shoulders in apparent confusion, utterly unaware of what Jaya was suggesting with her playful chiding. And yet, even as she wrapped the towel around her back and began to rub it back and forth across her damp and glistening fur, the male raised his hands.

“Michael...”

She murmured in what was meant to be a stern, condemning tone, but came off about as realistically as his innocence. Shaking her head, the mouse took a step back as Michael stepped forward. She squeaked nervously, shaking her head as he lunged briefly forward, only to draw back from the feint of an attack and simply wiggle his fingers at her. Her voice trembled, but not with fear or dismay. With mirth. With barely restrained giggles. She watched Michael step closer. Closer. Backing away until she found herself with her back against the closed exterior of the shower from which she had just exited mere moments ago.

“C-c’mon, Michael. At... at least let me get dried off first...”
The more she begged and bargained though, the more devious the grin that spread over the male’s face. The closer he advanced towards her with hands outstretched and fingers twitching, flexing, occasionally darting forward only to retreat as Jaya squeaked and gasped in shock. Until suddenly, at last, there was nowhere to run. No space left between them, and Jaya whimpered in relief as her boyfriend’s tall figure leaned down to peck her on the lips. To lick her affectionately upon the muzzle and hum tenderly as his arms encircled her not in the way she had feared, but in a tender, loving embrace.
She blushed and trembled as she felt her wet, naked body pressing against his form, dressed only in a pair of boxer-shorts that clung to his lean hips and the tops of his lithe, lanky legs, returning his kiss with equal affection. Her pink hands ran down his lean figure, through the soft fluff of his chest and stomach, and she moaned as when reaching lower still she was immediately able to feel him.

Not fully hard, but already protruding from his sheath no doubt. Seeing her there, witnessing her emergence from the shower and not being able to help himself from reacting.

Tenderly as their muzzles rested together, not actively kissing but not daring nor in any way wishing to part, Michael growled to the mouse.

“I love you, sweetie.”

She blushed. She kissed him, arms encircling his neck as his own hands ever so tenderly caressed up and down her sides, pausing for just a moment to squeeze the bare, damp cheeks of her rump.

“O-oh... I love you too. Now, c’mon... let me get dried off. Just a minute. Thirty seconds, Mike. And then we can...”

She squeezed the still stiffening, growing bulge in her lover’s boxer shorts. He grinned, grunted approvingly at her touch, but rather than responding directly he seemed simply to echo the same sentiment he’d already established.

“I love you so much, Jaya.”

His voice was so calm yet so emotive. The mouse felt herself leaning into his touch. Pressing her mouth more urgently to his own. She was melting, melting into him and because of him. Relaxing into his embrace, surrendering to his touch. So what if she was still a little damp. She’d dry off naturally in the warm air of their apartment. And even if the sheets were dampened enough to need changing... well... they’d likely end up damp after what they were going to do upon them, anyway.

She giggled bashfully with a squeak, pulling back from their latest kiss and meeting the male’s gaze with an urgent, pleading nod. Silent assent, asking, begging him to take her wherever he had planned to take her, and do to her whatever she hoped he was about to do.

And it was then, as she gave herself over entirely to the male she loved, that he finally struck. 
“Aaaaaahhhhnoyou[b]basstaa[/b]-[i]aahhhhh[/i]!”
The maned wolf’s long fingers dug straight into the mouse’s trembling flanks, and Michael grinned as he mercilessly began to tickle her. Jaya shrieked and tried to curse her lover, to beat her fists against him and break free, but it was too late. The more he tickled her the more her strength was sapped and her muscles were rendered weak and impotent, only able to flail and thrash wildly, uncontrollably as the spasms of sensation and the wracking laughter that accompanied them near totally immobilized the shrieking, giggling mouse.
He released her maybe twenty seconds later, and with a wail of knowing glee and dismay all rolled into one, the mouse darted past her lover and bolted out into the hallway of their home. She heard the maned wolf’s clawed toes clicking against the bathroom tile as he spun around to give chase, and squeaked in giddy terror as she bolted away on her own pink footpaws. She could feel his fingertips brushing against the tip of her tail as he followed right behind her, the pair of them darting into the living room and running several circuits around their coffee table and chairs. Jaya’s

modest breasts bounced as she leapt onto the couch and over its back, landing with a gleeful squeak of triumph as she headed for the doorway at top speed, but wailing again in fresh anguish when as she emerged out back into the hallway she realized that there was still no way to escape. She could run, she could outlast him for five minutes, ten, twenty even, but the end goal was going to be the same regardless. Her naked form could not escape this house and the tickling devil with whom she shared it, and short of locking herself in the bathroom and starting a new life there where she sustained herself on [i]toothpaste[/i], there was only ever going to be one outcome to this scenario.

Jaya shrieked and beat her fists playfully, lightly against her lover’s chest as she heard him growling behind her, not running any longer but turning and facing him as he pounced and engulfed her in his long arms. He clutched her close to him in a bear-hug of an embrace, and with his left hand upon her right flank and his right on her left, crossed and locking her against him behind her back, the maned wolf lifted Jaya clean off the ground as he began to tickle her once again. The mouse shrieked, sobbed and squealed at the agonizingly wonderful sensation, absolute hell in how unbearable and yet irresistibly laughter inducing a feeling it was. She kicked and flailed in the air as she was carried through to the bedroom, and squealed with gleeful giggles as her body soon found itself tossed down onto the bed, the maned wolf more literally pouncing upon her this time with a giddy, lustful snarl.

“Please! Ple[i]eeeeee[/i]eease!”

She screamed, barely able to breathe through peals of frantic ticklish mirth as he straddled her, not facing her upper body but reversed so that he could reach down, grab one of her flailing feet and begin to tickle at its sole. To wiggle his fingertips against and between her pink toes, making the woman he adored more than anything in this world thrash and shriek at the top of her lungs, and waiting all the while for the only words that would stop him.

“F-[i]fffh[/i]-[b]hahhh[/b]a[i]haaaa[/i]aaaaah!”

She tried to say it. She prayed that Michael would hear what she was trying to say and relent so that she could, but of course not. Of course, he worked harder than ever to drive her mad, the bedroom echoing with her ticklish shrieks and squeaks of desperation. For more than a minute she flailed and writhed helplessly, mindless in this gleeful torture, before finally she managed to drag a ragged breath into her lungs and rapidly, desperately issue forth a pleading scream.

“Fuh, faah… [i]fuck me[/i], Mike!”

Instantly, the tickling stopped.

Jaya was left trembling, quaking and catching her breath as she lay flat upon the bed, watching as her boyfriend and best friend hopped off of her just long enough to cast aside his underwear, cock now absolutely [i]rock [/i][b][i]hard[/i][/b] and straining urgently as he climbed back up onto the bed and loomed over her. Whimpering, blushing, still panting and shuddering in the aftershocks of that ticklish assault, Jaya moaned as he leaned down and kissed her hungrily. As he crawled over her, her legs rose up, instinctively wrapping around his waist.

This was it. What she knew. What they both wanted. What they had shared countless times before, and would hopefully share many, [i]many [/i]more times than that in the months and years and decades to come.

“M-mmmff…. Mmph, fuck…!”

Jaya’s pink fingers rubbed and teased through the soft fur upon the back of Michael’s head as he leaned over her, panting softly, grinning down at her as his pink-red member slipped inside. They kissed. Then again. The maned wolf began to rock back and forth, slowly, evenly putting his full weight down over Jaya’s body; keeping her pinned beneath his chest and torso, not that she had any desire to move. She writhed and bucked her hips back against his motions. She squeaked, cheeks flushing deeper pink than any degree of ticklish exasperation could force them to. He was so warm on top of her. So hot [i]inside[/i] of her. So hard. So ready. And so was she. It was funny to think, a few years ago the idea of becoming turned on by being tickled would have seemed truly bizarre to the mouse. But now it was a treasured part of their relationship. Something she truly enjoyed no matter how much she begged to the contrary when it was happening, and above all else something that had helped her and Michael grow closer.

Her laughter, her squealing giggles leading up to their shared bliss was now something they both enjoyed a great deal, but back when they’d first started out together it had possessed more meaning than that. Indeed it still held that meaning, even if Michael was now far more comfortable with Jaya’s awareness of his quirk. A quirk which now, as they made love, was growing increasingly close to showing itself.

“Yes, M-mmhh... Mike... oh, just l-like... right there!”

His pace picked up, his breath quieted into concentrated shudders, and Jaya moaned, squeezing her legs tight above his rear, blushing and trembling as she stared up into her lover’s heavy lidded eyes. The way his cock was angled, the way it twitched and pushed up against her inner walls, it was perfect. It was striking right where it [i]needed[/i] to. Right where it [b][i]always[/i][/b] struck. God. Some people might have called them boring for almost always picking this position, clutching one another tenderly, making out face to face. But so would you, so would anyone if it felt this good. Fuck, they call it ‘tried and true’ for a reason.

“I... y-yes... do it. Please. Make... [i]ah[/i], make me...”

As the mouse felt her own orgasm building, bubbling like molten magma beneath the surface of a volcano getting ready to blow its top, she could see a [i]Look [/i]on Michael’s face. The flickering of a smile. A bashful twinkling behind his glazed eyes as his mouth opened slightly, panting heavier than before as the corners of his lips began to turn upward.

“Oh. O-ohhhh, it’s... I’m so close... Mikey, baby... please...”

Her tail twitched wildly on the bed beneath them, occasionally curling to caress his furry swinging balls. Her toes splayed out, trembling as the inner muscles of her pussy contracted sharply once, then again, and again in imminent anticipation of Jaya’s impending release. She cried out sharply as Michael’s knot began to swell within her, locking them together as he suddenly quickened his pace by quite some degree, his mouth opening wider, a ragged, shuddering gasp escaping his lips alongside her latest squeaks of pure pleasure.

“H-hahhaaaaa... Jay! I’m...”
Breathlessly she peppered his face with kisses as his sharp, short thrusts smacked loudly against her trembling thighs. She whimpered. She moaned, and she giggled with glee at what she knew was coming.

“Do it. Cum with me, Mikey! C-cum with... [i]a-aahh... aaahhhgodyes...[/i]!”

Jaya squeaked happily as she lost control, feeling her innermost workings beginning to clutch and quiver as waves of intense pleasure crashed over her. All the while though, as she clutched at the man above and around her with all of her limbs, she stared up at him. She watched, panting and squeaking and moaning loudly, as his face contorted. Michael’s own eyes rolled back sightlessly in their sockets, and after a moment of pure, exquisite bliss and shaking relief passed over his face... he burst into the most gleeful, giddy grin, and began to laugh.

“[b][i][u]Pfffhhhahahahhhahaha![/u][/i][/b]”

It wasn’t giggles interspersed with moans of pleasure. It wasn’t snorts of blissful pleasure so intense they made him laugh at how overwhelming and wonderful they felt. This was the kind of laughter a person might have expected to hear from someone attending a [i]standup comedy[/i] performance, someone who had just heard the most side-splittingly funny joke of their lives. It was loud, it was raucous, and as Michael’s body tensed up and he poured hot streaks and ribbons of his cum out into the writhing, squeaking form of the woman he loved, it was absolutely obvious that he had no control or way of stopping himself.

On and on for a good twenty-five seconds the maned wolf’s laughter rang out, and for another ten after that he smirked and snorted, letting loose brief, residual bursts of laughter as the main body of his orgasm ended but the residual after-effects kept his mirth alive. By the time he was done, by the time he was spent his face burned scarlet beneath his lush fur, rosy cheeked with embarrassment.

But even as Jaya ceased writhing and shuddering her way through her own peak a few seconds later, falling briefly limp beneath the trembling and red-faced male, she smiled up at him weakly, gleefully. She tugged, with what little strength remained in her arms at that moment her hands up to his head, drawing his muzzle down to hers, and kissed him again.

And she giggled as they kissed, and with one last, lingering twitch of his cock and a final trickle of cum, Michael let loose a muffled...

“[i]Ha[/i]!”

...into her muzzle.

After that, they rolled onto their sides. Jaya’s legs remained wrapped around her lover’s legs, and she stroked his face as they kissed, still locked together by his knot.

“I love you, Michael.”

She stroked his face, and sighed happily when he just kissed her and murmured back in kind. 

“I love you too, Jaya.”

The male’s hands ran up and down her bare, satisfied body. Over a few patches still slightly damp from the shower, and over a few other more [i]intimate[/i] areas damp for other reasons entirely. She sighed and relaxed into his touch. Reveling in his affection, his care, in [i]him [/i]and everything that he was to her.

His left hand traced over her flank, the one exposed to the air as she lay beside the maned wolf. It tickled a little, and through their lip-lock, Jaya sighed peacefully.

Or rather, she started to, then stopped sharply. Her eyes widened, and she saw a flicker of mirth upon her lover’s cheeks.

She broke their kiss, shaking her head.  “Michael, [i]Jesus…![/i]”
He grinned evilly once again.

“Please, b-baby... not while we’re... I... I can’t even get away...”

She felt his knot as thick and relentlessly firm as ever within her. Locking them together. She felt his hand caress her side again. She screwed her face up and tried not to react, but still her muscles twitched, her whole body shuddered as his fingertips traced so delicately, so teasingly over her skin. Her face flushed. Her trembling pink hands and feet wrapped around the male’s body, and Jaya let slip a pleading, desperate squeak of terror as for a moment the male beside her fell perfectly still.

Then, once again, and this time with the mouse utterly unable to escape his clutches, he began to tickle her.

Her shrieks, her sobs of laughter rang out around the bedroom and the entire apartment beyond, and as he saw and felt and heard her thrashing and flailing and begging for relief, Michael laughed too. He laughed because for all her complaining and fighting, her arms and legs were still tightly wrapped around his body, holding them together without fail.

“I love you so much.”

Michael growled tenderly to Jaya as he kept on tickling her, and just as the maned wolf always did when at his absolute happiness and most unabashedly blissful, the mouse squealed her love back to him, through her gleeful, uncontrollable peals of laughter.

By Jeeves

