Photosexthesis: a sexual goofy tale

It was a nice warm evening outside, and Max was just helping his dad unload the rest of his things for his new apartment. 
“Alllllright I’ll just put this here for now,” Max said as he shoved a box into his apartment with his foot, “Don’t you ever use your arms son? It’s no wonder yer like a twig, one whack with a pool noodle and your arms broken,” Asked Goofy with a smirk,
“Nahhhh, you know I’m too lazy for that shit,” replied Max.
Goofy’s smirk turned into a frown at his son’s use of language, and Max collapsed onto the couch. He was tired after a long day of hauling heavy boxes up flights of stairs; he could’ve used the elevator, but of course it was out of order on the one day he moves in.

“That’s all of them!’’ Exclaimed Goofy, stretching his back and joining Max on the couch.
 Reaching behind him, Goofy pulled out a gift, "I uh, got ya a little somethin’ Max.’’ 
He handed Max a strange looking plant,
 "Uhhhh thanks dad…What is it?’’
Max was a little confused as to why his dad gave him a plant for a gift.
 "It’s a stress relief plant, I heard its smell can calm you down when its flowers bloom, so I figured as you’ve got some of this, umm, Z-Games stuff coming up, you’d need it!’’  
"X-Games dad…heheh,’’ Max smiled and gave his dad a hug. 
"Well, I’ll see ya later son, don’t strain yourself too much putting everything away now, a-hyuck!”
Goofy left the apartment and headed home. As Max closed his apartment door, he heard a ‘Goofy holler’ from outside, and some thuds followed by a muffled,
“Gawrsh, uh sorry ma’am, a-hyuck!’’ 
Max’s eyes rolled and he giggled to himself.

"Ugh fuck me,” Max groaned as he stared at all the boxes he had to unpack, “Ya know what, I’ll just do it tomorrow eh,” He sighed as he grabbed the plant Goofy got for him. 
Max headed for his bedroom, which wasn’t really a sight; it was just a bed, and a bedside table. He set the plant down on the windowsill, ensuring it had ample room for light and growth. 
“I’m fuckin knackered,” Max yawned.
 He took his shirt off, followed by his jeans, Hi top sneakers, socks, and gloves. Finally, he then collapsed back onto his bed, feeling the soft spongy mattress envelop him.

A few hours had passed; now it was two in the morning, and Max was fast asleep - laid out in nothing but his boxer shorts. Max’s eyes slightly opened though. He could smell something in the air, but he couldn’t make out what it was. Whatever it was, it had a very sweet aroma and he sat upright in his bed; sniffing at the ever so sweet air. 
“Mhhhh?”
The canine pulled himself out of his bed and staggered toward his window; following the sweet scent. He came to a halt at the window, right where his new strange plant was situated. That’s where the smell was coming from! Max sniffed at the plant, rubbing his snout and nose on the plant itself. Backing up, Max could feel himself suddenly becoming rather hot and flushed - almost as if he was in a sauna.

Max began to paw and rub at his crotch. Eventually he moved inside his boxers, and rubbed his dick. Fumbling with his penis, he rubbed his thumb over the tip, causing it to slowly become erect. This whole time he wasn’t sure why he was doing this, but he just felt so compelled and very turned on by his actions. Gentle mewls and moans soon slipped out as he got lost in the feeling. The more the Goof smelled at the air, the more sensitive he could feel the tip of his penis becoming. It sent glorious sensations through his groin. The teen shuddered and his free hand clenched up by his side. 

Unexpectedly, the strange plant began to extend slightly and beautiful flowers started to bloom from it. The smell only enticed Max more. Biting at his bottom lip, his gaze was drawn to the plant. Its petals were now slowly pulsating a range of colours: from green, blue, yellow, purple, orange and red and some even flashing between shades. No matter what the boy did, he could not escape the beautiful array of colour that now surrounded his room. He just could not get his eyes off the radiant flowers; it was so captivating. The hand inside his boxers pulled itself free, and hung limp at his side. Now stood motionless. Mouth was slightly open, hands loosely hovering next to his hips. His gaze was stuck on the plants petals. They were now spiraling into his eyes, and all he could focus on was the light show that danced in front of him.

With the boy now stood, captured by the mesmerizing colours flashing around him, the plant started to grow tentacle like vines out from the stem. The thickest one teasingly made its way along the floor, and  toward Max’s feet. Eventually it slid its way up the boys leg, and wrapped itself ever so smoothly around his hips, and then up his torso. Coiling around his body twice over, securing his arms tightly to his side.  The tentacle now slipped its way up Max’s back, curving left to right before gliding over his shoulders and slithering itself around the Goof’s neck; tightening as it wraps around and giving him just enough room to breathe. Max just breathed out deeply, face turning red; the feeling of the cool tendrils was soothing against his hot body.

The tendril that surrounds his body now lifted the teen into the air with ease; moving him over to his bed. It kept his sight fixated on the plant itself though, just barely letting him over above the furniture. His legs freely dangled, and his toes twitched just grazing the sheets. Then, out of nowhere, another tendril hovered in the air in front of Max’s glaring eyes. It teased him, rubbing and sliding over his lips, before slowly and tenderly sliding into his mouth. It playing with his tongue for a bit, and then slipped further down his throat; gently starting to thrust in and out. Max just savored the feeling of the slippery, wet, tentacle within his mouth and throat. A few muffled moans could be heard, and eyes drooped to be half-lidded. A grin formed on the Goof’s face as he fell even deeper into the plant’s trance.

Meanwhile, two more tentacles slid their way up Max’s leg,  to his boxer shorts, and removed them with care. They tossed the garments off to the side. Once more, they slithered up the teen’s furry legs and then wrapped around his thighs. They easily parted his legs, revealing his stiff, hard dick. Soon after, the tentacle removed itself from Max’s mouth - now slick and dripping with saliva. It lowered itself down to Max’s butt, while one of the tentacles from his legs crawled its way up Max’s body. It soon slid into his mouth, just to keep him hushed.

With the tentacles now tightening their grip around him, Max was completely lost in the sea of colours, preventing all resistance. The lower tentacle now slid over and around Max’s ass, until it found his opening and penetrated its way inside. With ease, it thrusted in and out, nice and slowly. The tendril inside his mouth doing the same - going in and out of his throat, playing ever more with his tongue. Max gasped, the best he could, as he felt himself being stretched wide open. His ass was deliciously full with the stem, and he tried to roll his head back. The tendril around his neck stopped that; the Goof was completely at their mercy. 

 After a couple of minutes, the slender tentacles sped up, thrusting faster and faster. Simply sliding in and out of Max’s ass, still all wet and slippery with saliva. Max could feel himself reaching his peak, especially now another tentacle wrapped itself around Max’s erect cock. It squeezed, before tugging up and down a few times. Then release. Max’s toes and feet let out a few fast twitches and convulsions as he finally came with, what could be assumed as, a faded out yell. He shot hot, thick strands of cum out of the tip of his penis. Soon it then oozed out, sliding down his dick and over his wet, hot, furry body. The tentacles didn’t stop, happily thrusting into the Goof’s ass and muzzle. The orgasm left him practically spent, body almost like a ragdoll. It allowed the tendril in his ass to force its way even deeper, threatening to reach his stomach. 

As more time passed, about twenty minutes, the tentacles just kept playing with Max; soon smaller tendrils grew out from the plants stem and hovered over him. Mindlessly waving in the air around the boy. More and more thrusting, each moving becoming harder and quicker. A bulge was formed under his skin from where the tentacle had reached his stomach. Every nerve was on fire and tears streamed down the side of Max’s cheeks; the sensations becoming overwhelming for the boy. It continued like for God knows how long.

Until suddenly, the entire plant halted its actions and went still. 

It released a gooey, thick nectar inside of his mouth and butt, with all the other smaller tendrils also releasing nectar all over Max’s hot, sweaty body. It stuck to his fur and face. The main tentacles continued pulsing; pumping him full of the sweet substance. Max swallowed as each shot of nectar filled is mouth. It was like pure honey and the dog suckled hungrily on the end of the tentacle. Warmth spread from the inside of his tummy; it went everywhere from the top of his head to the tip of his toes. Once done, the tentacles slid their way out of Max’s orifices, dripping with left over nectar and spit. The liquid pattered onto the Goof’s skin, hair and fur like rain drops. His tongue idly flickered out to catch whatever he could.

The plant held him for a few more moments, practically cradling his worn out body. Eyes slipped closed completely; the colours had done their job now. His mind would remain warped for however long the plant wanted to use him. The smaller tendrils gently caressed his body, smearing their release over his fur further. Max just slumped down, giving a small mixture or a murmur and a yawn. Then, with no warning, the tentacles released Max; sending him falling down onto his bed. The force had him bouncing off onto the floor; in turn, slamming his head hard on the wooden floorboards. It knocked him unconscious. 

Some hours passed, and an alarm rang out from his bedside clock. Eyes shot open and he panted for air. The first thing that hit him was a sharp pain in his head, as well as a dull ache inside him and at his rear. “Agh, fuck my head,” He winced, placing a hand over a bump he sustained.
Max sat himself up, blinking the sleep from his eyes. Quickly, memories of the previous night came flooding back and his eyes widened in shock.
 "That was…did that really?“ 

Max looked down at his body, somewhat surprised to see his stomach still flat as it ever was. He dragged the fingers of his left hand through his hair, while the other feels at the substance on his fur. He was still covered in the thick gooey nectar that came from the plant just hours ago,
"Mmh, I’m gonna need a shower man…” He sighed.
The canine sat on the floor for a few more moments, just thinking over the previous events,
“That whole experience was…” 
Max shook, feeling a wave of pleasure crash over him. Just thinking of what had ensued that night had the Goof shuddering. With a gentle shake of his head, Max pushed himself onto his feet, having to use the windowsill as leverage. His fingers brushed past the plants pot, and he looked over at it. It had returned to it’s original look, the same one when his dad handed it to him. Max smiled,  
“You are one funnnnky thing, aintcha?” He giggled.
His free arm lifted, and fingers curled around the stem as he sensually stroked it. The flowers opened is petals slightly, letting out a tiny bit of pollen in apparent approval. Max just giggled more, forcing himself away. Maybe the can have some more fun later, but the dog had to get on with his day.
“Now, where the fuck are my boxers?” Max asked himself, glancing around, “Oh, there they are.”
 The canine grabbed his clothes from yesterday. He put his shirt, boxers and jeans on; then loosely put his hi tops on as well. Max staggered to his bedroom door; he was barely able to lift his feet from the floor and his body was slouched over. Max murmured to himself,
“Think I’m gonna need to thank my dad for that wonderful plant…’’

Max dragged his way into his new living room, and once again, he noticed all the boxes lying around. They still needed to be emptied. 
"Uugggghhhhhhhhhhhh,” Max groaned, soon giving an elongated sigh, “Fuck it, I’ll do it tomorrow.”
 He wandered over to his kitchen, wanting a cup of coffee before he went for his well needed shower.
‘"Shit, no coffee machine.“
He glared menacingly back at the boxes littering his apartment floor. Max decided to slam his head on the counter and sighed with clear annoyance. For a split second, the Goof thought the best option would be to go straight back to bed.
