In Which Master Goat and the Famous Cock Part Company

The goat was in his element. A small crowd gathered round, some regular customers, some simply curious to see the spectacle. A broad and, some might say wicked, grin spread across Milo’s delicate, youthful caprine face as he railed the raccoon’s ass.
Milo liked to keep it fun, theatrical. Since it was right out in public, and in front of some good customers, might as well put on a good show, after all. The lithe teenaged goat, manager of the family-owned Master Male-Modders, had something of the ringmaster about him in red jacket-and-bow-tie combo he’d taken to wearing recently, top hat nestled majestically atop his horned head framed with his long, dip-dyed headfur, which nicely contrasted with the total and unrepentant lack of trousers or underpants on his lower half. This was, as it happened, all part of the dress code of this store, a renowned establishment of deviancy owned by Milo’s venerable grandfather. Since the old goat himself didn’t actually come to the store in person too much, though, as far as Milo was concerned it was his swashbuckling young self who ruled the roost round here, laying down the law with the mighty truncheon between his legs.

Which, as it happened, was precisely what he was doing right now. The raccoon, Milo’s employee, gasped and whined, letting out the odd little yip of alarm as the hard helmet-head of the goat’s prodigious phallus slammed punishingly into his prostate. The young manager only grinned wider, the horns on his head seeming to lengthen to match his devilish expression at the sound of those little yelps. Music to his ears! His engorged stud-muscle only grew harder still as it slid rhythmically in and out of the coon’s tortured ring, the Jacob’s Ladder that ran along the underside of Milo’s lengthy shaft chafing the inside of that chubby butt even more. The spectators whooped, chuckled and whistled.

The whistling reached its climax at the same time Milo did, his supple bare thighs and calves tensing up as his caprine fingers dug into the coon’s round rump. His thick adolescent seed filled his employee’s asshole almost to the brim, making the masked fellow moan most submissively. Finally Milo pulled the great length of his schlong out casually, almost lazily, and, panting lightly, stood back up before his appreciative audience with that gently softening meat swinging pendulously between his legs, dripping carelessly all over the floor. As the goat casually lit himself a cigarette, the smiling and blushing raccoon stood up straight too, revealing the little nub above his coinpurse where his own penis had once been, now gently dribbling coon-cum. 
“So there we have it ladies and gents,” Milo said at length, wiping his perspiring forehead with the back of his hand, taking the lit cigarette louchely in his other. “Enjoy the show, ya god-damn pervs?”
The small audience chuckled and murmured appreciatively, many of them blushing and grinning.

“And that’s a very cogent example of how a penectomized male, such as my charming little assistant Ristin here, can still get his rocks off,” the goat continued. “Of course, having a magnificent specimen such as my illustrious self available to bust open his asshole with this huge hot hose of mine is ideal, but other, less impressive, males could also do the job in a pinch. So we here at Master Male Modders especially recommend this procedure for males who like to take it up the posterior, or for males who deserve no more.” He gave them a little wink.
Many customers chuckled at this. Many of them had their phones out now, and began asking if they could take a photo to post for their various friends and followers. Milo happily obliged, grinning broadly, hands on hips, as he stood with his long bare legs spread confidently to give them a good view of his trademark thick, heavy merchandise, while Ristin also posed bashfully with his dickless crotch on full display. This was an all-too common request given the store’s cult fame as a temple of niche debauchery.
“Excuse me, young sir,” one plump sheep-lady asked Milo, “I hear there are certain days of the week when customers can also take advantage of your… talents?” She eyed the goatlog between the manager’s thighs with a mischievous little smile.

“Right you are, madam,” Milo grinned toothily. “On Friday afternoons we have the Manager Meat Special, with a full money-back guarantee if the manager, that’s yours truly of course, can’t fully deeply satisfy you. We take no responsibility for any damage that may occur to the customer’s cornhole, mind, so do exercise caution.”
“Oh, I’ll bear that in mind, you naughty boy,” she chuckled, before walking off looking rather hot under the collar.
The rest of the afternoon consisted largely of Milo and his raccoon employee giving other customers the usual spiel about the various extreme and kinky piercings the store had on offer, and even attempting to talk a few males into contributing to the Collection. One rabbit-guy, who showed them his goods while getting measured for a piercing, got all offended when Milo tried patiently to explain to him that there was simply no point in keeping that little bean of his intact, and that it would look better decorating their wall while he got his cute little nub pierced instead. Another customer, a handsome (but very dumb) blue-eyed, white-furred husky in his mid-twenties, sheepishly showed the young manager the penitent stub where his cock used to be, explaining that he had been tricked out of the pride and joy in question a few years ago (no wonder), and enquiring as to whether there was any way they might, given their reputation for harvesting malehoods, provide him with a fresh organ for transplant. Milo naturally ignored these pathetic entreaties in favour of constantly cracking dickless jokes until the silly prickless pup finally flounced out in a huff. There was just no reasoning with some folks, the goat later observed with a smirk as he was lounging with his hooves up on the desk watching Ristin clear up for the day.
“Well, sir, I sometimes find a nicer approach can work wonders,” Ristin replied with a little smile from his kneeling position as he scrubbed the remains of his manager’s seed off the floorboards. “You know, telling the customer about all the upsides of having their…”
“Nice? I’ll have you know I’m always nice, you cheeky crop-cocked coon,” the goat snapped. “Besides, I don’t pay you to have opinions.”

“Of course, you are, sir, sorry, my mistake,” his employee replied with a bashful little smile. “Although to be fair, sir, technically you don’t pay me at all. It’s your grandfather who…”
“Pff, don’t give me that sauce.” Milo waved his cigarette-holding hand irritably. “I don’t remember you being pedantic before, for frick’s sake don’t start now. Anyway, this is basically my shop now, s’far as I’m concerned. My grandad used to run it himself back in the day, till he got too old, crotchety and, let’s face it, ugly, but now I think we can agree it’s hit its stride again thanks to me, and, who knows, maybe even to a far lesser extent, you…”
The young manager broke off suddenly, catching sight of Ristin’s wide-eyed face staring at a point just past his own shoulder.

“Oh, for fuck’s… he’s standing right behind me, ain’t he?”

The raccoon nodded apologetically.

Removing his feet from the table, Milo swivelled slowly round on his chair, the long, austere and bespectacled face of his grandfather, Markus P Bulginski, gradually gliding into view.
Scarcely missing a beat, Milo’s own face slid into a broad and cheery grin. “Evening, Gramps! Didn’t hear you slip in!”

His grandsire didn’t grin back. “Evening.” He was dressed in a dark suit which was lent an extra air of gravitas by the cane he always carried. Lifting a wrinkled, knobbly hand, he tipped his top hat coolly. “So, what was that you were saying about this being basically your shop now, boy?” he asked matter-of-factly after a brief pause.
“Eh…” the young goat shrugged expansively. “Well, ya must admit, Grandad, this place has been getting a whole lotta customers under the watch of yours truly, what with my natural charm, charisma, and… well, talents…” a cheeky little smirk crossed his impish face as he gave his bare penis a casual little scratch where it flopped lazily between his legs.
Markus’ eyes flicked down momentarily to his grandson’s great trouser-snake before fixing him with the same cool gaze once again. The young caprine liked to fancy that there was a hint of jealousy in that look – a hint of annoyance, at any rate.
The old goat paused for a moment before speaking. “So, Master Milo,” he said coolly, “You’re the up-and-coming young star and I’m the crotchety, ugly old grandad who’s had his day, is that the way of it?”
“Erm… well…” Milo felt a little unnerved by the combination of his grandsire’s blunt words and the baleful stare of those inscrutable old eyes. “I mean, I think that’s a bit of a harsh way to put it…”
“Your own words, you mean?”

“Ahaha… well, touche, Gramps. But, ah…”

“You know, perhaps, you’re right.” The upright old goat turned abruptly away, strolling across the room, inspecting the vast wall housing his prized Collection. Pausing next to a particularly fine stuffed bat-dong, he picked a speck of dust off the tip. “I cannot ignore the realities of life simply for the sake of my own ego. Every beast has his time, and must accept it with grace and humility when his time is up. The way of all flesh, as they say.”
Without answering, Milo glanced curiously at Ristin, who was looking up from his cleaning duties with a similar air of bemusement.

“Perhaps it’s time. But then again, perhaps not.” Markus turned back towards his grandson, a curious half-smile playing about his lips. “You believe you are ready to replace me, my fine likely lad. Not content to be just the manager of this establishment of ours, you wish to be the proprietor. Don’t try to deny it! Well, challenge me for it you may. I propose a contest, maybe one that’ll be right up your alley.”
The venerable goat tapped the sensitive head of his grandson’s fat glans with the pointy beak of the carved bird’s head that topped his cane, making the lad flinch a little, though Milo tried to regain his composure and meet his grandfather’s penetrating stare steadily.

“You put great stock in this great cock of yours, don’t you, my young friend? And well you might. But let’s find out if it can come through for you when the chips are really down! The test I propose will pit your swinging young malehood against my trusty old one. It will be a test of male sexual prowess, that’s all I will say for now. As to the exact details of the contest, well, figuring those out will be part of the test.”
Milo stared back at his grandfather incredulously, convinced he must have misinterpreted some part of what he’d just heard. “And… so… if I win, you’ll… give me the shop? As in, make me the owner? And you’ll just, what… retire?” It all seemed far too good to be true.
The strange half-smile on the aged caprine’s face only grew wider. “You’re wondering what the catch is. Well, you’re right of course, since I’m risking the shop, of course there have to be some other stakes too, but these stakes will apply to both of us.” 

Pausing, Markus slowly turned to admire the Collection, Milo following his gaze.

“You know, it’s funny, isn’t it. All those fine phalluses, and not a single one of our own species among them. A bit of shame, wouldn’t you say, considering how gifted we billy-goats are in the trouser department? One of us could be the crowning cock of the Collection, my lad. Especially you. But I daresay mine would also serve, if I’m the one who comes up short in the end.”
Milo’s eyes widened as he stared at the wall of preserved malehoods, his heart beginning to pound a little as the full implications filtered through. A little tingle ran down between his legs through the bare organ in question, his strong shaft twitching a little as the thrill of sudden danger coursed through it. Risk it all, his pride and joy itself, for a chance to (in effect) replace old Markus as head of the family? And all before his twentieth birthday? All the members he’d helped his grandad harvest from other hapless males in the last few years, and yet the prospect of his own majestic ladhood being put in peril has never even crossed his mind… but, a test of “male sexual prowess”? Against his doddering old gramps? How could he ever lose?
The younger goat glanced sidelong at his elder. “You’re… actually serious about this, aren’t you, Grandad?”

“As a priapism, my boy.”

Milo’s malehood stirred and twitched harder still, as though to give him courage.
“You’re on, old man.”

***

“An endurance contest,” Milo muttered pensively. “It’s gotta be.”
“You think so, sir?” Ristin asked as he poured his young boss a glass of wine. The two were sitting together in the back room of the shop late into the night, old Markus having left some time ago.
The goat picked up the glass and slowly drank half of it in one go, before putting it back down and lighting himself another cigarette.
“The way I see it, there ain’t no other option that would make sense. I mean, what else could it be – a size contest? There’s no way. I ain’t ever measured the old man’s member, of course, nor seen it in the flesh that much in general, really, ‘cept that time in the sauna. But from what I remember, while no shrimp-dick, he ain’t gonna compete with this.” He accentuated his words by spreading his bare thighs wide, giving the raccoon a rather beautiful view.
“Very true, sir,” Ristin giggled, reaching a finger out tentatively to give the impressive length of that girthy snake a loving stroke, feeling it twitch faintly in response.

“But something does bug me a bit,” the goat frowned at length after taking another drag of his cigarette, exhaling through his caprine nostrils. “Why? I mean, how can that old codger hope to compete with a potent stud like my smokin’ hot young self? In a test of “male sexual prowess!” I’m nineteen, and he’s what, ninety?”
“Seventy-six,” Ristin supplied helpfully.

“Whatevs. He’s an aged fossil, is my point.”

“Well, you never know, sir. Maybe the old man still has more… uh, spunk… than you might credit him for!”

“Oh, come off it! He could have twice as much as I expect and still be like the Gobi Desert down there.” 

“Hmm.” The raccoon tapped his nose thoughtfully. “Well, maybe he doesn’t mind the idea of getting the snip so much. I mean, I certainly don’t mind it myself, now that I’ve got used to it and all.” He placed a finger on his nub and swirled it around, making that little bobbed stub twitch almost imperceptibly.
“True. But then again, you’re a natural bottom, ain’t you, my little masked one?” Milo smirked as he reached over and slapped Ristin’s thigh. The coon yowped, blushed and giggled a little.

“Mind you,” the goat-manager muttered as he rose from his chair and paced across the room, flaccid member swaying majestically through the air as he did so, “You could be onto something there, I guess. Nothin’ else makes much sense to my mind. Maybe the old crabapple has got sick of seeing his once virile billy-goat-hood gettin’ gradually turned into a raisin by Old Father Time, and he’s finally decided he wants to preserve it in his own Collection for posterity and that. O’ course, he’d never admit to that openly, might damage his reputation as an august and dignified personage among all his pompous old crypt-keeper friends. But if he lost it in a contest with yours truly…” Milo’s smirk only grew wider. “Well, I’m only too happy to oblige, Gramps. So, Ristin, what do ya say we do a little practice?”
“Of course! Here to help, sir,” the raccoon beamed excitedly.

“Alright.” Sitting down again, Milo spread his thighs again, once more treating his employee to a full viewing of his bounty. “I want you to use your paws first, we’ll move on to the mouth stuff later. Do everything you can to get me off, and if I spill so much as a drop of pre, you have my permission to pinch it.”
Ristin looked a little shock. “Pinch your beautiful… but, sir… are you sure you won’t slap me if I do that?”

The goatboy put a hand on his chest with an air of injured innocence. “Slap you? When have I ever… actually I might do, to be fair, good point. Still, we both hafta make sacrifices.”
Ristin had soon got down to the serious business of pawing off his boss. His soft, nimble paws were skilful, moving up and down Milo’s majestic shaft as the goat-log in question quickly stirred to life once more, its already formidable girth only growing as it began to chub up under the loving caresses of the tender coon. Taking hold of that fat, meaty mushroom glans in his right paw, Ristin continued to rub and stroke the pierced underside of the shaft’s great length with his left as he began gently to jack Milo’s supple young foreskin back and forth over the slightly moist cockhead it enveloped. The goat himself was starting to perspire a little, panting faintly, already feeling a considerable pulsing and twitching in his potent stud-muscle as his natural teenage horniness took over without much need for prompting.
The raccoon stroked off his young boss with great passion and affection, seemingly greatly enjoying the feeling of that smooth, pulsing organ beneath his fingers as he massaged and fondled it. Only a matter of minutes had passed before, as the coon placed a delicate finger on Milo’s great wide slit and ran it around the sensitive tip, the perspiring goat could finally stand it no more. Milo gasped, then cursed, as thick white seed oozed forth over the raccoon’s paw. Remembering his instruction, Ristin gave the underside of the goatboy’s shaft a good hard pinch, near the base, just above his pulsing, heaving great nuts. Yowping, Milo swung the flat of his hand at Ristin’s cheek, the nimble coon deftly ducking it just in time.
“Good swing, sir, you nearly got me there! But I suppose we need to do a little more practice.”

Blushing and scowling, Milo attempted to remain as aloof as possible given the circumstances. “Yep, yep,” he said irritably with a wave of his hand as he stared down at the gooey reproductive mess still dribbling out of his dong. “Alright, frick it. Let’s make with the mouth stuff already, after you’ve cleaned up this mess of course And this time, if I spill my jizz, you have my permission to nip it.”
Ristin looked even more perturbed at this. “But sir, you’ll…”

“You can always duck, can’t ya? Anyway, look lively now, someone’s gotta clean this floor, and it ain’t gonna be my splendid self!”
After cleaning the adolescent manager’s jizz off the floor, Ristin soon got to work cleaning something else. Puckering his lips gently over the fat, slightly moist head of the young caprine’s meaty mushroom head, he probed the warm piss-slit a little with his tongue, tasting the salty remnants of Milo’s potent ball-juice. Though only a quarter of an hour had passed since the goat had blown his load, Milo was already beginning to feel horny once more as he felt that gentle moist tickle of Ristin’s lips and tongue on his sensitive cock-tip. Gently, slowly going down on that glorious goathood, the coon’s mouth opened wider and wider to accommodate the strapping girth of the youth’s massive shaft, filling his mouth with meat as he began to swirl his tongue over glans and shaft alike, manipulating that mobile foreskin.
“Mrrf…” the goat murmured, feeling more than a little hot under the collar as the sensation of the coon’s tickly tongue on that most sensitive part of his special love-sausage pierced through all his other senses, making his balls feel fit to burst once more. Sweating profusely, Milo closed his eyes and tilted back his head, trying desperately to fight the urge to blow his load right into Ristin’s attentive mouth.
The raccoon’s tongue began to tease even harder, licking lovingly under and over the abundant length and girth of the goatboy’s schlong, gliding over the top with its pulsing dorsal vein and exploring the underside, ridged with the Jacob’s Ladder. Ristin cupped Milo’s warm, hefty scrotum in his paw as he did so, apparently getting lost in the pleasure of sucking off his boss’ giant teen peen. 
Such was the passionate attention of the raccoon’s lips and tongue that before long it was all the goat could do to contain himself. To his own mild surprise he was indeed able to surpass his previous attempt, but only by a few minutes. When Ristin’s tongue found his sensitive slit once more, Milo finally erupted like a volcano, cursing as he felt the unstoppable torrent of cum course through his twitching member straight into the waiting mouth of the appreciative coon. It was almost apologetically, and after some delay, that Ristin finally gave that thick shaft a playful little nip with his teeth. Jumping in alarm, Milo reflexively responded with a wild attempt at a backhand which the raccoon, his jaws releasing the softening goathood at last, dodged even more serenely than the last. Rattled and flustered, Milo began stiffly adjusting his hat to hide his embarrassment.
“No shame in that, sir, you certainly seem to be improving, and that’s the main thing,” the irritatingly cheerful coon beamed ingenuously. “Maybe… you could try doing it in my… eheh… tailhole again?”
Pouting a little, Milo sullenly avoided Ristin’s eyes. “Alright,” he said at length. “Just lemme have a ciggy break first.”
The goat was feeling rather more relaxed after getting a goodly dose of nicotine into his system. Ristin, who had in the meantime been yet again cleaning up any stray splashes of bodily fluids, proffered his rump up toward his young manager with an unmistakable air of excitement, ringed tail twirling a little in anticipation. Coolly stubbing the remnants of his cigarette out on the tabletop, Milo couldn’t help but feel a familiar stirring in the great young malehood that still swung proudly between his thighs as he stared at his raccoon employee’s plump, round rear, bubble buttocks wiggling cheekily at him.
The young caprine horned up quickly. He rubbed his own great, thick, bulging erection between his palms a little before he began to probe the raccoon’s cornhole with its huge, pink, meaty mushroom head. The stump where Ristin’s own cock had once been twitched excitedly, slick with pre, as he felt Milo’s prodigious malehood begin to force his cheeks apart, the goat’s strapping girth invading his anal cavity most insistently. The coon let out a little moan at the almost unbearable pressure in his asshole as Milo carelessly forced his way in.

Still no doubt feeling a little tender from earlier that day, the coon’s cornhole was soon getting a punishing pounding once again as Milo began pumping away, soon settling into a nice rhythm, hips thrusting back and forth as his pendulous goat-balls slapped against both his own strapping bare thighs and Ristin’s pert round cheeks. He smirked a little as he heard the coon begin to moan a little as his own Jacob’s ladder once again chafed the inside of that cornhole, knowing full well that Ristin liked it rough!                                                                                                                                                    
Milo felt that he was getting into the swing of things now, getting back into his groove. His hefty, potent young nads were stirring again, his rock-hard erection testing the raccoon’s anal passage to its limit, but standing astride his happily obliging masked plaything he now felt in control once more, any fears about the future of his beautiful malehood receding from his mind. 

***
A couple of minutes after knocking on the heavy whitewashed door, Milo started peering through the dingy window next to it. If this was indeed where Grandad’s old friend lived, there didn’t appear to be any signs of life right now. Was this really the right place? He double-checked the address on his phone.
“Nope, definitely right. Sheesh, what a shithole,” the young goat muttered to himself, lighting up a cigarette with airy disdain. Looking at his reflection in the dark window, he ran his fingers louchely through his long hair before straightening his cute little bow-tie and then casually adjusting the bright-red thong which was all he was wearing on his lower half. It was technically decent enough to wear out in public while still showing every detail of the premium-quality goat sausage within through the thin fabric, bouncing and jiggling very pleasingly between his bare thighs when he walked down the street, turning the heads of prudish and pervy folk alike.
It was just at that moment that the door abruptly swung inward. A big, broad-shouldered, imposing wolf stood in the doorway. He looked somewhere around his mid-fifties, but was ruggedly handsome despite his age, with large hoop earrings and a muscle-shirt that left his burly arms bare. A wide, toothy, grin spread across his craggy lupine face as he looked the provocatively-dressed caprine adolescent up and down. “Well, hello there, pretty boy! You’ll be young Master Milo, I take it?
Milo was momentarily startled, but soon grinned back at the wolf, unabashed at being caught admiring his own package. “Course, I am, chum, who else would I be? You’ll be ol’ Mr Jackie, I take it?”

“The very same! I believe we’ve met once or twice before, but it was so long ago that you probably don’t remember. Looks like puberty’s been mighty generous to a certain lucky lad…” his eye lingered momentarily on the bulging meat within the cheerful red thong, licking his lips a little. Milo’s smug smirk only grew wider.

“Well, well, let’s not stand on ceremony. Come in, come in, Master Goat, and do come with me…”

The goat followed the wolf inside, through a room covered with pictures of the various genital piercings Milo was well familiar with on the walls, with a rather imposing-looking chair with harnesses and stirrups in the centre, then down a dimly-lit corridor and into a much cushier, more homely-looking back room, where a very familiar old codger sat in a red-velvet armchair puffing on his pipe.
“There you are, boy, good of you to finally show your illustrious self. What time do you call this?” was the senior goat’s only terse greeting.

“Afternoon to you too, Gramps. Nice homey little place ya got here, Mr Jackie, though I’m still not exactly clear on why we couldn’t just do this back at the shop. I’d rather not leave Ristin in charge of it too often, he might start gettin’ ideas.”

His grandad fixed him with one of those stares. “Well, a few reasons,” he replied. “One, I’d say that for such an important contest as this, we require a referee. Two, Jackie here has certain… talents which will prove useful for our contest. Three, there is the… sensitive matter of what comes afterwards, for which he will also prove a great help.”
“Plus, I have pretty much every room in this place rigged with cameras,” Jackie put in, “So we can capture all the fun for posterity!”

Milo glanced sidelong at the looming wolf, whose toothy grin appeared to have taken on a slightly more sinister quality. The young goat tried to maintain his cool demeanour, but he shivered a little internally in spite of himself as he felt his thong-clad cock shrink up a little.
Chiding himself, Milo forcefully dismissed such doubts from his mind as he turned to face his grandfather, the ornery old billy-goat he must defeat to claim his prize.
“So,” Markus said coolly, “We are to have a cum-load contest.”
Milo eyed him levelly. “Eh?”

“A cum-load contest. Whichever billy-goat can produce the most… semen… will be the winner. And the prize or forfeit will be those we agreed to yesterday evening, of course.”

“Erm, fine,” Milo replied, some niggling little doubts starting to creep into his mind once again. A cum-load contest? Not what he’d expected, nor been “rehearsing” for… and yet, should he really be worried? As he himself had said to Ristin, Markus dry-cured old sausage and century eggs surely couldn’t pose too much of a threat no matter the contest…
“Sure about that, boy?” His grandad was eyeing him keenly.

“Yep, I’m sure. And don’t bother trying to psyche me out, old man.”
“Good, because it’s too late to back out now anyway. That’s another reason we’re doing it here with Jackie, in fact. To make sure neither of us gets cold hooves.”

The wolf’s hefty paw clapped down heartily on Milo’s shoulder as the older goat spoke, making the youth jump a little, much to his own immediate annoyance. Jackie gave him a very light squeeze, just enough to allow Milo to sense the carnivore’s immense strength. 
“That’s quite right,” the grizzled lupine growled, his grin toothier than ever. “Now then, gents, are we going to get this show started? I must admit, I for one am looking forward to this greatly…”

“Oh, I’m certain you are, you dirty dog,” Markus said drily, the corner of his mouth curling upwards a little in rare amusement. The elder goat turned to his grandson. “This is where one of Jackie’s special talents will come into play. For our contest, he will… lend a paw to each of us simultaneously. This wolf is ambidextrous, and assures me that he is quite capable of such.”
Milo blinked, turning back to the looming lupine. “You mean he’s gonna wank both of us off at once?”

“Yes, that’s what I just said.”

“All right, just checkin’, no need to speak in fancy euphemisms when we’re both about to get our meat beaten by a big hairy sweaty ol’ wolf, no offence, Mr Jackie.”
“None taken, kiddo,” the wolf chuckled good-naturedly, though his expression remained somewhat sinister. “So, are you two horny devils gonna whack those whangers out or what?”
Milo didn’t need much prompting for that! Just a little hook of his thumbs under the thin fabric of his thong, and his abundant boyish assets were in their natural state once more, eggs and sausage both bouncing free as he wiggled out of his skimpy undies. Jackie made no attempt to hide his keen interest, licking his lips most blatantly at the sight of the heavy, musky, pierced teen peen that now swung unconstrained between Milo’s handsome thighs, and part of the young goat couldn’t help but savour the attention in spite of his increasing wariness of this big hungry wolf.
To Milo’s mild surprise, his grandsire seemed quite ready to oblige too. Much to the younger caprine’s double surprise, the package Markus revealed when he matter-of-factly pulled down his trousers was far from the shrivelled disaster-area he’d been expecting. It was wrinkled and weather-beaten, of course, but the old goat’s malehood also had a fine, stout, robust look to it, and, while it was indeed smaller that Milo’s own, it wasn’t by that much. The antique orbs that nestled in Markus’ low-hanging scrotum bulged rather worryingly, too.
Stop being paranoid, Milo inwardly scolded himself, Too late for that now. For frick’s sake, you’ve got this in the bag. A nineteen-year-old stud versus a seventy-six-year-old geezer? There’s no way, he’s got no chance.
Jackie kneeled down on the floor between the two goats, flexing his hulking paws in a businesslike fashion. “OK then gents, shall we begin the honours?” he grinned.
“Eeh, go ahead then, Mr Wolf,” said Milo, putting his hands behind his head and thrusting out his crotch. Markus followed suit, nodding curtly.

It was with clear relish that Jackie took hold of both caprine malehoods with his great paws, right claws curling around Milo’s shaft just as his left closed around Markus’. The wolf was clearly not a believer in standing on ceremony – no sooner did he have both billy-goats in hand than he started to stroke them off simultaneously, his touch vigorous and enthusiastic, yet surprisingly gentle at the same time. Milo had never been pleasured by such a large pred before, and the feeling of that hefty wolf-paw running up and down his sensitive length made him gasp and stiffen rapidly.
Jackie was also clearly enjoying himself immensely, fingers lovingly caressing every curve and contour of Milo’s smooth, thick, pierced teenage member as he beat the boy off, sliding that supple foreskin back and forth over its slick pink cockhead. He was no less vigorous in his treatment of old Markus’ stout malehood, hefty paw rubbing off his old friend’s mature goat-cock like it was the most natural thing in the world as Markus grunted and panted gently, also horning up surprisingly quickly for a male of his years. Milo glanced over at his grandad, and for a moment the two locked eyes with testosterone-fuelled intensity.
After only a couple of minutes, the young goat could feel himself getting close already. He’d thought he would have to hold off on this, but now there was no reason not to go full steam ahead! His hot potent stud-muscle was pulsing harder than ever as the wolf’s burly paw pumped it aggressively, pre oozing out of his wide cockslit and over his fat exposed glans.
Come on, come on, time to cum like my sex life depends on it, Milo told himself as his heart hammered with anticipation. Time to take that old bastard’s silly old shop, silly old cock, and leave him pissing sitting down like he belongs. His own magnificent erection erupted like a volcano, potent youthful caprine seed spraying in a magnificent arc onto Jackie’s stone floor, great droplets of the stuff coating the wolf’s paw too. As far as Milo was concerned, it smelled fantastic and it felt even better. When all was said and done, and his stream had reduced to a dribble, the young goat was greatly encouraged to see the mess he’d made, surveying his great, gloopy he-puddle like a lord surveying his kingdom. He glanced over at his still-panting grandsire, allowing himself a little smirk.
Markus didn’t seem perturbed, however. He seemed, rather, to be lost in concentration, huffing and puffing away as his old friend continued to pump on his now rock-solid staff. When his grandson blew his load all over the floor in front of them, he didn’t seem to react at all. 

But only for a few seconds. The elder contender answered his young counterpart with an almighty ejaculation of his own, and it was only a few more seconds before Milo’s face began to fall, his heart hammering anew. This was the first time he’d ever seen his grandad cum, and the old curmudgeon’s seed seemed almost impossibly thick and plentiful, thick ropes spurting out like streamers, piling onto the floor like a gooey, sticky carpet. As much as the young goat kept frantically telling himself that this was impossible, that his grandsire’s dusty old nuts were sure to run out soon, the stuff kept on coming until even Milo could not possibly have argued himself the victor. Markus’ puddle was so vast that it ended up encroaching into Milo’s. The boy stared at his grandsire’s thick, heavy semen mixing with his own in a kind of numb daze.
For a moment, no-one spoke. Markus casually patted his dick dry on his pocket handkerchief. 

“Well, Milo my dear boy,” he said matter-of-factly, “Time to get your big fat cock chopped off.”
“Ooh wonderful, what fun!” said Jackie. “Nothing personal, Master Milo, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t rooting against you and that ripe teen meat of yours…”
The young goat jumped to his feet, before feeling Jackie grab him roughly by the arm. His grandad took his other arm in his surprisingly-strong old-man grip, and held his hands together while the burly wolf slapped a pair of rusty old cuffs on his wrists. The wrists of the condemned, he realised. Together, the two frog-marched him out of the room and off down the hall, both seeming to know exactly where they were going. “But…” Milo heard himself stammering, embarrassed by how plaintive and ineffectual he suddenly sounded, “But… but… no… that can’t… you can’t…” there’s gotta be some trick…”
“Trick? You think I had a sperm transplant or something?” said Markus gruffly.

Jackie laughed merrily at that. “Sounds like someone hasn’t been doing his opposition research. If you’d given your old grandad a bit of pawy-pawy or sucky-sucky every now and then like a good lad should, you’d have known he’s always been a cumming champion!”
Together the two of them dragged the struggling, panicking boy into a small, moody, windowless and candle-lit room which contained a device Milo knew all too well. A miniature guillotine, its hole too small for a beast’s neck but big enough for… something else.
“No… no… no…” he was still protesting as Jackie held the ornate device open for Markus to push his grandson’s cock through the hole, “This isn’t… this isn’t fair… I… I thought it’d be an endurance contest…”

“A bit late to be raising objections after you’ve already lost, boy,” Markus said tersely as he seized that fat uncut young cockhead and pulled the great length of his grandson’s malehood through as far as it would go, “You agreed to the terms readily enough earlier, when you thought it was going to be me you were doing this to!”
“Quite right,” Jackie grinned as he closed the hole firmly around the very base of Milo’s member, making its owner gasp in discomfort. The cold, hard wood fitted so tightly around the goat’s thick, meaty shaft that he couldn’t withdraw it even when flaccid. Milo’s head swam looked down at his helpless beautiful cock now trapped in the guillotine, the wood flush against his groin, ballsack and pubic bone. “Great job, Markus, that’s a very nice snug fit!” the wolf continued cheerfully. “We want to make sure that we shear off as much of this juicy willy as possible, after all!”
Milo’s eyes darted frantically to his grandsire, who was nodding in agreement. “Oh gods,” he cried, “Look, I beg you, all right? Please don’t… please don’t take my cock, you don’t really… you don’t really want a…” he winced. “… cockless grandson, do ya?”
The old goat shrugged, casually sprinkling some tobacco into his pipe. “I have other heirs. Your uncles, for instance.”

“But… but… I thought I was your… look, I’ll do whatever you want, I’ll kiss your ass, I’ll suck you off whenever you want…”

“Perhaps I’ll make you do that anyway, you backsliding whelp,” Markus remarked as he lit up his pipe with a match, before taking an appreciative pull on it.

Jackie laughed again at that. “You’re a ruthless old so-and-so, Markus, that’s what I love about you,” he said, “Call me overly generous, but maybe we could give young Milo here one more chance to redeem himself? I have a rather fun idea in mind.”

Milo’s heart leapt. “Hmm,” Markus said as he continued to puff away on his pipe, “Very well. Milo, you’ll have to give us a moment, the grown-ups are going to have a little chat.”
They went off to another room. The goatboy was left to stand there in silence, forced to fully experience the sensation of having his gorgeous proud penis trapped in that infernal device with no other stimuli. After a couple of minutes, his eyes began to wander around the room. If only there was some way he could free himself… he only had to find some way of cutting through his handcuffs, while handcuffed… he groaned aloud. What was taking them so long?
Presently, Markus and Jackie returned, the older goat still puffing on his pipe with a dignified air despite the fact that he still wasn’t wearing any pants. “All right, my boy, we have a little proposition for you,” he said. “Jackie tells me that this guillotine is equipped with a sensor, which will be triggered if the male trapped within it ejaculates. I’m sure you can guess what will happen then.”
Milo looked up at the blade, wincing a little at the sight of it.

“Therefore, we have come up with an additional challenge. The sensor also comes with a timer. We will set this timer to ten minutes. Within that time, Jackie and I will do everything within our power to make you cum. Your job is simply, well, not to.”

The young goat’s heart was still hammering, but hope made the knot in his stomach loosen a little. “So… ten minutes?” he asked tentatively. “I just have to go ten minutes without… blowin’ my load?”
Markus nodded curtly. “You wanted an endurance challenge, boy. You have your endurance challenge.”

“Yup, you heard your grandaddy!” Jackie put in with a grin. “Well, Markus, I’m feeling like a kid in a candy shop now, I must say. Want me to start the clock?” He rubbed his burly paws together.

“Please do, Jackie.”

The wolf bent down underneath the guillotine and started tinkering with the arcane contraption, turning a squeaky metal handle with vigour. Presently, a ticking noise began.

“All done!” he announced brightly. “It’ll make a ‘ding’ sound whenever a minute has passed.”

“Splendid!” Markus replied. Without any hesitation, he placed a bony finger against the fat base of Milo’s trapped, helpless malehood. He then ran it slowly, teasingly, along the full length of his grandson’s shaft, lovingly tracing the shape of the dorsal vein before caressing his big mushroom glans, tweaking the foreskin teasingly. “This really is a singularly comely young stud-muscle, is it not? I can quite see why it’s so precious to you…” he smiled darkly at the sweating youth before leaning in with his tongue, licking along the side of that prize goat-sausage with his own caprine tongue. Milo was still getting his head around the strange feeling of having his grandad lick his cock when the first ding could be heard, and in spite of himself, he felt a certain stirring and twitching in the organ in question when Markus’ tongue began to go further underneath, exploring the contours of his Jacob’s Ladder piercing. 
All of a sudden, the goatboy couldn’t help but let out a startled “Yowp!” It took a second or two before he was able to properly register that Jackie had shoved a finger up his bottom. 
“Don’t be alarmed, Master Milo!” the wolf snarled into his ear, hot carnivorous breath on his neck. “A young fellow like you likely hasn’t experienced a prostate exam yet, but I’m sure your grandad will agree that it’s best to start regular checkups early. Make a habit of it! And if we can get your rocks off at the same time…”

The young goat gritted his teeth as he felt the hulking beast’s thick clawed finger rooting around painfully in his tight anus, wiggling and exploring. A natural top like Milo wasn’t used to having anything go up his own butt, he was accustomed to impaling the assholes of others exclusively! But now he could do nothing but groan in protest as Jackie invaded his posterior.
As the second ding sounded, the wolf began to multitask – Milo felt a fresh dampness on the backs of his legs as Jackie, now kneeling down, began to lick the goatboy’s strapping bare thighs. The tickling sensation of it made Milo wriggle around almost uncontrollably, starting to feel overwhelmed by the mix of sensations. His grandad had now taken that plump pink cockhead fully into his mouth, and was sucking on it most savouringly, his tongue swirling around under the younger goat’s tactile foreskin in a way that made Milo gasp. Jackie’s tongue, meanwhile, began exploring the curve of his firm round buttocks, and the wolf’s claw was now deeper in his asshole than ever, probing against his prostate in a way that made his pulsing cock throb and tingle alarmingly. I can’t cum, I can’t cum, I can’t cum. Only… seven more minutes, just seven more minutes, he told himself as he heard the third ding, breathing deeply to remain calm. I can’t… ah, fuck off! He thought indignantly as he felt the inquisitive lupine licking under his sensitive taint, tracing its contours teasingly before arriving at his loosely hanging goatballs, apparently luxuriating in the saline flavours of his musky sack.
Markus’ mouth enveloped more and more of his grandson’s big hardening dong, tongue now licking all around the full girth of its muscular shaft, sucking on the maleness like a lollipop as Milo shuddered and squirmed, struggling to retain his composure. The old bastard certainly knew how to give a good BJ, he had to grudgingly admit to himself – maybe there were one or two upsides to having years of experience. The elder caprine made no attempt to hide his own perverted relish in the taste of Milo’s young meat, either, gently stroking himself off as he savoured its taste.
“Say, Markus, don’t suppose I could have a turn?” Jackie piped up as the fourth ding sounded. “His crotch-kielbasa does look awfully tasty…”

After sucking away for a few seconds more, the old goat released the bobbing boydong with a wet smack of his lips. “All right, go on then, you dirty dog,” he said with a rueful smirk.

Milo’s heart began to pound even harder as the wolf’s carnivorous jaws wrapped themselves around his helpless warm goat-sausage, though the unnerving feeling didn’t make him any less hard – if anything, quite the reverse! “Ooh, ff…” he breathed as Jackie’s muzzle moved forward, then back along his length, the big beast’s maw so capacious that it could fit practically the whole hose inside without even making the wolf gag. Those sharp, wicked lupine teeth scraped the smooth, sensitive skin of Milo’s precious malehood in a way that made the goat wince and grit his teeth a little, especially when they caught on his piercings in a way that tugged at the metal most alarmingly. Jackie seemed well aware of this, pricking and scratching the surface of the youth’s shaft in a teasing manner with the devilishly pointy tips of his fangs.
It was shortly after hearing the fifth ding that Milo felt another intruder into the sanctity of his tight ass, this time his own grandad. It took him a moment to realise that Markus had shoved his erect mature member between the cheeks in question, sandwiched snugly in between them like a hotdog in a bun. The young goat squirmed, blushing a little as he felt the elder caprine rub that stout erection up and down between his buttocks, wrinkled scrotum bumping against Milo’s own. “Eeh…” the boy protested, “Enjoying stickin’ your dick in your own grandson’s ass, you goddamn perv?”
Markus only laughed. “Very much, thank you, my lad! In fact, maybe I’ll stick it in a little further…”

Feeling his grandad’s meat temporarily withdrawn, Milo couldn’t help but wonder what the old bastard was up to… but he didn’t have to wonder long. He felt the head of Markus’ cock force itself into his anus, teasing, just the tip. It was still much more girth than his tight hole was prepared for, however, and he gasped in discomfort even as he felt Jackie’s fangs continuing to worry at his penile piercings. Milo was feeling the pressure, wriggling and squirming as the wolf deep-throated his bulging hard-on and his grandad’s venerable malehood forced itself into his anal passage, its big bulbous head finally finding his already-tender prostate, his own erection pulsing harder than ever as he struggled like hell to contain himself. Just five more minutes… he told himself. Just five more minutes… just… four more minutes… his mind repeated fervently as he heard the sixth ding.
It was around that time that Markus dispensed with any ambiguity as to whether or not he was going to hump his own grandson’s ass, and began earnestly humping his own grandson’s ass. “This is going to hurt me more than it hurts you, boy…” he murmured into the younger goat’s ear as he thrust in and out, surprisingly nimbly for a male of his years. Though not quite in Milo’s own VIP size range, Markus was nonetheless big enough to slam against the lad’s prostate time and again, and Milo breathed in sharply from the pain each time it made contact. It was almost enough to  distract him from the way Jackie’s fangs were scratching up his soft, vulnerable penile skin… almost.

His anal passage was really starting to ache, and to feel his already tender prostate aggravated time and time again was exquisite torment… Milo was starting to feel as though he might not be able to hold out much longer, and yet he only had four minutes to go, probably much less, now… so near, and yet so far…
It was a few seconds after the seventh ding that Markus abruptly pulled out, leaving his hapless grandson feeling like his bum had just been plunged. “Well, sad to say, I don’t think I’ve got another load in me,” he sighed ruefully. “Spent all my seed for the day on our little contest, good thing I used it wisely, eh? Jackie, I have an idea for how we might be able to make this horny lad jizz in these final closing minutes.”

“Mmph?” the wolf asked amid his appreciative sucking.

“I fear that we may have been too vanilla so far in our choice of stimulation techniques,” the old goat continued. “Remember, my grandson here manages a shop specialising in male genital modifications, he’s a kinky boy. And the rather fine, moody, atmospheric lighting you have set up in here gives me a rather good idea. You’ll have to release him first, though.”
Presently, the wolf complied, giving the sweating goatboy a good view of his own puffed-up, glistening malehood once more, a few faint scratches visible on the surface where Jackie’s teeth had scraped it. Any relief Milo felt was short-lived, however, as his grandsire took a lit candle in hand, holding it above his helpless and tender big boymeat, smirking wickedly at him.
“Er… ah… wait a minute now, Gramps,” the young goat said with a nervous smile, “I don’t believe we said anything about… aahaa!”

Milo couldn’t help but dance about in his restrained position as Markus carefully poured a few drops of wax onto the top of his exposed shaft, wiggling his hips and bottom around and causing the great trapped penis to bob up and down in a vain attempt to dislodge the burning wax. It was like dipping a finger or toe into a too-hot bath, but without the ability to remove it, and on his sensitive male sausage too! The youth was dimly aware of the eighth ding sounding at around this time, but he wasn’t sure he could go even two more minutes with this exquisite fresh torture! Especially since, in spite of his best efforts, his rock-hard cock twitched and pulsed harder than ever now, its owner even somewhat turned on by the sight of his own sore, tortured member bouncing and jiggling about. Fuck!
“Just look at him go!” chuckled Jackie. “Would you recommend this spa treatment, Master Goat?”

“Oh, ha fricking ha, just… ah shit, don’t do it again… owowow!”

Markus beamed broadly as he poured another helping of molten wax onto his grandson’s bare cock, clearly delighting in watching the lad dance up and down as he did so, waggling that hefty, smarting member about. “There there, my boy, your old Gramps will kiss it better,” the old goat teased, as he leaned forward to give the pulsing, straining shaft another appreciative lick.
“And so will nice Mr Wolfie,” Jackie put in as he leaned in to lap the other side of the young caprine’s hard-on most appreciatively.

“Ooh… rrmmf…” Not long now, not long to go now… “Aahoohow, mother fuck!”

“Now, now, language, young fellow,” Markus tutted softly as he drizzled another generous helping of wax onto the area just behind Milo’s fat mushroom glans. “I may have schooled you in the art of perversion, but I did not teach you to have a foul mouth…”
Amid the old bastard’s self-important bleating, only one thing cut through Milo’s consciousness, just at that moment: the ninth ding.
Only one more minute, I just have to go one more minute, oh jeez, please just let me go one more minute… his big blue boy-balls felt fit to burst, but he felt like he could make it. It was going to be tough, but he could make it. His grandad looked him right in the eyes at that moment, and the young goat knew the old man could read him like a book.

“Well, boy, it would seem you’ve nearly made it,” Markus said, surprisingly coolly. “But can you go all the way, my thrusting young buck?” He leaned in once again, this time sticking his tongue right into the wide pink piss slit on the end of his grandson’s throbbing, perspiring dong. Milo gritted his teeth again.

“Hmm,” his grandsire said critically as he withdrew. “A definite tang of pre there. Unmistakable. I think we may nearly have him, Jackie.”
“Wonderful, Markus! I have just the thing,” the hulking wolf replied as he rummaged briefly in a drawer before pulling out something long and metal, glinting silvery in the candlelight. Wasting no time whatsoever, he strode across the room, taking the cockhead in question in one beefy paw while he held the rod level with Milo’s wide, warm slit with the other.

“Ah, f… seriously?” the goatboy groaned, perspiring harder than ever. “You gotta be kidding me.”

“Good thinking, my lupine friend, but we’re running out of time,” Markus observed. “No need to stand on ceremony.”

“Hnnf…” the teen goat managed not to cry out as he felt the cold, hard, unyielding metal invade his urethra, but he had to bite his tongue. The residual soreness caused by the wax was nothing compared to this, his whole pisstube was suddenly on fire. Even having his prostate pummeled by his grandad’s old mushroom hadn’t held a… well, candle… and the agony only intensified exponentially the more Jackie implacably forced more and more of his intensely sensitive boy-plumbing to accommodate this remorseless metallic tormentor. And yet, he remained stiff as a board.

Oh, come on you bastard bell, the suffering caprine adolescent pleaded internally. It’s got to have been ten minutes by now, it’s got to have been. This last minute feels more like two frickin’ minutes, or three even, or four…

Ding!
Milo’s heart leapt. Saved by the bell! The voice in his head crowed triumphantly, but within a split second it was interrupted by a queer rushing sound. Something metal whizzed past the goatboy’s startled, disbelieving eyes before landing with a thunk somewhere just below his crotch. And all of a sudden, a curious numbness began spreading throughout his poor tormented malehood.
A moment later, the still-erect malehood in question fell onto the table, twitching and pulsing a little, a small stream of blood trickling out at its neatly-severed base. His grandad and Jackie both began laughing heartily. The youth’s mouth fell open.
And then he came. Spluttering, splattering, chaotic, his seed erupted from the hole in the wood in which his gorgeous fat cock had nestled, but a moment ago. Staggering back from the guillotine, from which he was now abruptly free at last, Milo stared in a dreamlike trance at the ruthlessly short, bloody stub, incongruous and bizarre, that now formed the centrepiece of his crotch, crowning his sweaty, musky balls, pumping out a mixture of cum and blood in a most erratic manner, leaking unchecked all over the floor. Presently, it slowed to a trickle, dribbling down his nutsack.
“But…” he gasped hoarsely, “But, but, I… made it. I made it. Ten minutes. You, you, you… you said I wouldn’t lose it if I made it!” 

“Did we?” Markus smiled. “I don’t remember saying that.”
“Quite right, me neither!” Jackie agreed brightly.

The goatboy’s face was a picture of disbelief and dismay as he looked up at the two of them, still wide-eyed. “Wh-what? N-no, no, this can’t be… you said…”

“That we’d give you another chance to redeem yourself, my silly ex-willy boy. Didn’t say anything about letting you keep that fat todger of yours. That was forfeit when you lost our original contest, as we agreed. Does being a beast of one’s word mean nothing to young fellows anymore?”

“Well said that goat,” the great lupine grinned broadly, stepping forward to put a big warm paw on the shellshocked teen’s shoulder. “This last part was just a bit of fun, our meat-free Master Milo. The blade was set to drop if you blew your load prematurely, but it was also set to slice your salami at the ten-minute mark if not! We were hardly going to deprive ourselves of the good part, were we? A fittingly fun send-off for your recently-departed ladhood, wouldn’t you say?”
It was at that moment that the goat began to feel faint. A whistling sounded in his ears as the room span around him, a delayed swoon setting in as the reality came crashing down on him. “Fuuck,” was the last thing he heard himself saying as he fell helplessly into Jackie’s strong arms.
***

The raccoon was in his element. A small crowd gathered round, some regular customers, some simply curious to see the spectacle. Ristin welcomed them all with a big smile and a cheery wave as he railed his young boss’ ass.

Milo was bent double, gasping and moaning involuntarily as he felt the exquisite torment of his own rock-hard member plunging his anus, the Jacob’s Ladder, still in place on its underside, chafing away at his poop-chute to a tooth-grinding degree that he still hadn’t got used to, weeks later. The spectators whooped, chuckled and whistled.
The whistling reached its climax at the same time, as Milo did – but the part of him that still half expected his thick adolescent seed to come pumping out in a graceful arc, as it once had, was in for a rude reminder. It sprayed and leaked, sputtering out messily, splattering large droplets onto his supple thighs and sack. Once Ristin had pulled the all-too-familiar dildo from his anal passage with a smacking sound, the young goat hurriedly squatted close to the ground in an attempt to limit the mess, eliciting gales of laughter from the audience as his reduced bare crotch was brought into full view, his big intact goat-balls creating a comical contrast with the truncated pink stub where his penis should have been, dribbling caprine semen onto the floor from the crouching boy’s new pee-hole.
When he had shaken out the last few major drops, Milo stood up straight again, his arms folded and a scowl on his face, desperately attempting to retain what dignity he could. But his burning cheeks had betrayed him, turning a deep pink that only intensified the customers’ mirth.

“And there you have it, ladies and gents,” Ristin beamed brightly. “That’s how a penectomized male, such as Manager Milo here, can still get off even with the help of a fellow penectomized male, such as myself, by taking his very own former malehood up his very own posterior!” The crowd applauded appreciatively as the raccoon paraded around theatrically, showing them his new strap-on. The huge and handsome preserved goat-penis looked almost as succulent as it had in life, now frozen as hard as it had been at the moment of its removal, gleaming Jacob’s Ladder still proudly in place underneath. “Any questions?” the coon asked politely.

“Yes, I have one, if you don’t mind!” a plump sheep-lady who Milo vaguely recognised piped up. “Why is Master Goat’s big dickie a dildo now? I could have sworn it was flopping around between the young buck’s legs when I came in here only a few weeks ago!”

A fresh gale of laughter greeted this question. Ristin couldn’t help but chuckle a little himself. “Well, it’s a long story, Madam, and I’m afraid the poor fellow doesn’t really like talking about it. Let’s just say he lost a bet with his grandad, and the old goat is always looking to expand his Collection! I should know.”
“Very well, Mr Ringtail,” the sheep-lady replied with a chuckle. “But I must say, I do have a bone to pick with you, young sir, if you’ll pardon the pun,” she continued as she turned to the blushing, sulking goatboy himself, who had been looking off in another direction pretending not to listen. “I booked in advance for that Manager Meat Special you told me about.”
“That’s right, madam, I remember that!” Ristin put in. “As the manager himself said, a full money-back guarantee if he can’t fully deeply satisfy you.”

“Well, that’s just it, I don’t think the manager is equipped to satisfy me!”

The other customers laughed harder then ever. “She’s got you there, sir,” chuckled Ristin. “Will you process her refund?”
“Eeh, all right, all right, keep yer wool on, lady,” the cockless goat muttered as he slunk back to the main desk, a cool breeze tickling his lonely scrotum and his tender pink pisshole as their merriment rang in his ears.
