
Rain fell hard as a large green neon sign flickered in the cold night, illuminating the stairway under it in soft light. The mist of the rain striking the pavement made a thin green fog across the sidewalk as a grey mutt walked down the cement steps, his thick black leather shoes gripping the wet concrete with each step. At the base of the stairs was a large man, a Doberman known as Max the doorman, who stopped the mutt and asked for a ticket. 


"Oh, yeah, lemme get it..." Eddy reached into the pocket of his trench coat, the thick green material beaded with rainwater, and pulled out his thick brown leather wallet. He fished out the small ticket and handed it to Max who nodded and opened a rough steel door, taking the ticket and allowing the mutt in. 


Eddy smiled and thanked the doorman, walking out of the rain and into a dark hallway that pulsed with the muffled music further in the building. He walked through the hall and to a small room where some young cute mice were taking coats and things to be held for a small fee. One of the mice, probably only 16, smiled up at Eddy and asked if he could take the man's trench coat. 


Eddy smiled nervously, never having been to one of these dance and music clubs, and nodded, letting the boy go to his back and remove the heavy raincoat. The mutt also took off his leather flat-cap, running his fingers through his hair quickly, scratching his damp scalp and letting his hair fall a bit in front of his eyes before brushing it to one side. He straightened his unbuttoned dark green collared shirt and re-tucked it into his black jeans, then wiped his shoes of a few droplets of water before taking his coat ticket and walking for the thick curtain that separated the small room from the club. 


Eddy was hit with a wall of sound as he pushed aside the thick red curtain. As he walked in, Eddy noticed the obvious heat in the room along with the smell of sweat and sex, many of the men out on the dance floor getting musky grinding up against their dance partners. The mutt adjusted his collar again, feeling out of place, and moved along the edge of the room to find a table closer to the stage. 


He finally found a place to himself. It was a small table, but he was far enough away from the dancers that he wouldn't accidentally get pulled into the fray. As he took his seat, the band on stage hit their last chord and went silent, sending the audience into ravenous applause. Eddy clapped as well, sending out a shrill whistle to join the sound of approval.


He watched as the lead guitarist wiped his forehead and take a swig from his bottled water, the grey bodied creature making Eddy's heart raise in his chest. The beautiful singer had midnight blue hair with streaks of dead black, or maybe the other way around, and large pierced ears that pulled back at his scalp, almost reaching his neck. His thick kangaroo-like tail wore a small black thread that was twirled around near the tip a few times before being tied off, and curled at the bottom just enough to not drag behind him as he turned to put his guitar back on its stand. The boy, probably 18 or so, peeled off his long black hoody and undershirt, the crowd cheering and whistling once again, and then picked up his guitar once more strapping it around his shoulder. 


His baggy black pants nearly covered his feet, his black toes just sticking out, and his studded black leather belt was all that held the loose fabric to his hips, hanging low enough to show he probably wasn't wearing anything underneath. The boy grabbed his mic, pressing the head to his lips as he spoke with a fair high voice, his golden eyes fixed on the crowd. 


"Uh, yeah, that was 'Dance away your fears', as written by our very own Cael." A thin slightly muscular thylacine raised his paw with mic in hand. Everyone was clapping, along with the guitarist who was seemingly the leader of the group. "Yeah! My name is Dezi, we're Faster Hours, now get ready for something sick with 'Tuesday Nights' written by our bassist, Benjo!" 


Dezi didn't wait for the applause to even quiet at all before slamming his black fingers over the strings of his guitar, ripping his hand up the fret in a heavy squeal before the drums kicked in and the piece was on. Eddy watched and bobbed his head with the music, not caring as much for the selection as the players themselves. He watched as Dezi built up a sweat, making his thin grey fur stick to his well defined abs, and started thinking of how he could possibly meet these guys after the show. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 


Only a half an hour after Eddy had seated himself, he found himself giving the final standing ovation for the amazing rock group on the stage, whistling as he watched Dezi give his final bows. The band was quickly escorted off the stage as stagehands dressed all in black moved the equipment to ready the stage for the DJ who'd be there for the rest of the night, and Eddy watched as they were lead into the back where no doubt the dressing rooms would be. 


Eddy cursed to himself softly, assuming the band would be finished and leave for the night and that he wouldn't be able to see any of them until the next performance. He sipped his water, watching the backstage door and thinking to himself. He came up with a very simple but hopefully effective plan quickly, and grinned as he walked tall towards the back. 


As the mutt was nearing the backstage area, he watched as a few guards got to their feet from leaning on the wall by the door. Eddy didn't loose his grin, keeping his cool as he pulled out his wallet, grabbing one of his old business cards from when he did recording work at his university. He quickly showed it to the nearer guard, saying through his grin, "Good day, sir. I'm here to talk to Dezi and the rest of Faster Hours about their show’s recording. We have a few issues with the club's extra noise, so I need to know when they can get into the studio to patch up some cadences." The guard was looking very confused, but Eddy was looking like he was in a hurry to get back so he let him by, not knowing much about the recording business. 


Eddy chuckled as he went into the darkened halls leading to the dressing rooms, almost surprised at how well his plan had worked. He didn't hesitate a second, making sure he looked like he knew where he was and that he was supposed to be there, knowing he wouldn't be stopped if he did. He went down the hall, making guesses as to where to turn down halls, and luckily found the dressing rooms. He looked at the names on the doors, seeing that Faster Hours shared a larger room.


Eddy then froze. He thought about what he wanted, which was just to meet the band, but thought of how awkward it'd be to just randomly go into the room with no invite or anything. He glanced around, and grinned when he saw a tray of cards, food, and some flowers, probably meant for either the band or a special guest. The mutt quickly bunched up a few of the flowers, bundling them up with a ribbon. He then quickly wrote on one of the cards, expressing his 'absolute love for the entire group’s performance' and took a sip from one of the waters on the cart before knocking on the band’s door. 


After a few seconds, the door was answered. Dezi opened the door with a slightly confused look on his face, not expecting anyone. "Um...can I help you sir?"  He was shirtless still, and the room smelled of sweaty boys and booze. He looked up at Eddy, and then down at the flowers in his hand. 


"Uh..." Eddy grinned, trying not to blush and failing. "Hi. I'm...My name is Eddy. I really enjoyed the performance, and uh..." he rubbed the back of his head, and then remembered the flowers, holding them out to Dezi along with the card. "Oh, these are for you."


Dezi took the flowers, grinning with a small blush creeping over his nose. "Hehe...thannk you so much. Um..." He looked back into the dressing room where the rest of the band was getting their stuff put away and their clean clothes on so that they could go home. They'd stay for a bit of a party backstage with some free food provided by the house and then book it home, but Dezi was kind of excited for his first gig in the club. "You uh...want to hang out a little maybe?"


"Yeah! Uh...I mean...sure. You want a drink? I'll buy." Eddy grinned and stood aside when Dezi came out of the room to follow. The guitarist was about 3 or 4 inches shorter than the dog but seemed even shorter since he was barefoot. "Hehe... you can get some more clothes on, if you want."


Dezi looked down at himself, his ears turning slightly red. "Well, I could. But I mean, this is a club. I'll put more on if you want I guess." He was about to turn back to the room when Eddy put a paw to the small of his back, pushing him forward.


"Nah nah, you're fine. I like you topless." Dezi's short fur was stiff but smooth under Eddy's paw, making him grin, trying to not imagine the younger guy with even less clothes. He pushed a little further, and then took a step to Dezi's side, putting his arm around the musician's waist. "What would you like to drink?" He began talking louder as the two neared the door back into the club, the DJ's music beginning to get louder. 


Dezi grinned, wondering if he could pass for 21 and get some booze. "I'll have what you're having." 


"Are you 21?"


"...."  Dezi's ears went further down than normal, knowing he was caught, but the came back up a bit when Eddy chuckled. 


"I'll take that as a yes, alright?" The mutt winked down at Dezi as he opened the door, the guards on the other side nodding at both of them as they walked into the crowded dance club. Eddy pulled Dezi through the crowd, now having to yell when he spoke. "So, I’m sorry to ask, but what are you? You don't look quite like a 'roo..." 


"I'm a Wallaroo! Hehe..."


"That would explain it." Eddy kept a hold on the boy's hand as they made their way across the ever moving crowd, finally making it to the bar on the other side. "Hey barkeep! Give me two Cuba Libres with parrot bay and a splash of grenadine!" 


Dezi chuckled as he watched the bartender making both drinks without asking for ID, luckily. Eddy sat them both at the bar side by side, and he turned towards his date. They began chatting about the band, talking about anything to just break the ice. Dezi seemed to get a little red each time the mutt sent a bit of a flirt, making him smile. The two talked for over an hour, the glasses in front of both emptying constantly, the dog getting them refills every time. As the night stretched on, Dezi's eyes began to brighten and his voice began to get louder, the alcohol building inside of him. Eddy just got another refill, and then later asked the wallaroo to dance with him. 


"Yeah! Let's dance; this is my most favorite song man!" Dezi quickly jumped up and grabbed Eddy's paw to pull him into the crowd, the air around them getting hotter and wetter as they began jumping to the music! As they went on, Eddy realized he had taken off his shirt, probably left it at the bar, and his belt had somehow come undone, letting his pants sag a bit. He grabbed Dezi and pulled the boy back into him, letting the thick kangaroo like tail slip between his legs and wrap around his thigh as the teen really started to grind against him. Eddy pushed his hips forward into the grind, feeling his member growing in his pants and against the wallaroo's back and ass. 


The two danced the whole song and two others before the mutt pulled his date from the crowd. They were laughing and panting a bit, leaning against the cool concrete wall of the club. Dezi was about to comment on his partner's dancing when the dog's paw pressed his shoulder to the wall, pinning him in a hard kiss, both boys panting through their noses as they quickly deepened the embrace, feeling each other's tongues press into each other. Dezi's hands grabbed Eddy's sides, pulling their bodies closer as the larger tilted his head to let his tongue deeper into Dezi's mouth. Eddy smiled and almost laughed, causing the younger boy to pull back from the kiss smiling. "What's so funny?" 


Eddy grinned and stuck his tongue out. "You're tongue ring tickled." He laughed harder when the boy stuck his own tongue out, showing the sliver stud in his tongue. Eddy leaned forward and kissed the boy's tongue, making them both giggle before Dezi cleared his throat, suddenly resting his paw over Eddy's crotch.


"So..." The boy said as seductively as he could over the loud music. "Why don't we go see if the boys left the dressing room empty yet? I bet you can even lock the doors in there." Dezi dragged his finger over Eddy's chest, making the dog grin and nod, pulling the boy quickly back to where the guards opened the door for them. 


Eddy got to the dressing room first, but heard voices from within. He cursed under his breath, but Dezi just quickly pushed the door open, telling his band mates to beat it, that he had a date. Eddy blushed from outside as he saw Dezi literally pushing the bassist to leave while the other two members just grabbed their cases and quickly went to leave, saying something to the extent of 'Food sucked anyways.' 


Once the room was cleared, Dezi pulled Eddy into the green room and slammed the door, locking it. Eddy was going to make a joke about the whole deal, but he found himself being pushed towards the mirrors to sit on the counter as Dezi pressed them both into another hard deep kiss. Eddy moaned, leaning into the kiss and pressing his tongue to Dezi's, twirling the tip of his flat tongue around the coolness of the steel stud. Dezi pulled at Eddy's butt, pulling the dog's groin into his own to grind against the fabrics that contained them both. Eddy gasped lightly, giving the younger boy a chance to press his own tongue deep into Eddy's maw. 


Dezi moaned deeply, finally pulling back to catch his breath, Eddy doing the same as he leaned back against the cold mirror. The wallaroo pulled at Eddy's shoulders, nearly making him fall off of the counter as the boy panted out, "God... you got me so hot and horny! Come here and help me, it's your fault I'm like this..." Eddy felt dizzy from all of the rum in his system and he nearly toppled over the musician before he caught himself, and as he stood he watched the younger boy quickly and impatiently drop his pants, the young but large cock already fully erect. 


Eddy giggled to himself as he recalled what he had thought earlier. He was right...no underwear. Dezi was holding his member, panting as he said, "I know you want this...I know you do." Eddy gulped and nodded, slowly falling to his knees as Dezi quickly pressed his cock to the mutt's cheek. 


"Hehe....mmm..." Eddy chuckled before murring at the smell of young musk. 


"Hey...why are you giggling now?" 


Eddy rubbed his thumb over the tip of the boy's cock, his padded finger dragging slowly over the blue stud pierced through it. "It looks like you have another stud for my tongue to play with." He was watching Dezi's deep golden eyes  widen slightly as his flat doggy tongue pressed past his lips to gently swirl around the stud first on the underside, and then at the tip of Dezi's cock. The wallaroo gasped and pressed his hips forward slightly, the throbbing member pressing to Eddy's lips. Eddy didn't torture the boy any longer, as he sucked in the cock he so desperately wanted, making the boy moan. 


Dezi humped slightly into Eddy's maw, but he didn't stay long. Eddy groaned when the smooth and slightly salty cock was pulled off of his tongue, and he whimpered, looking up at Dezi to beg for more. 


Dezi had grasped his cock hard, grinning. "Get up...I need you now." As the mutt stood on wobbly legs, his younger date for the night pulled hard at his loosened black jeans, leaving them pooled at his ankles and only in dark green boxers. Eddy panted and whimpered, feeling Dezi's paw push past the fabric of his boxers and against his member, already stiff with need. Dezi grinned and pulled Eddy to turn him around and press him forward. Eddy fell forward onto the counter of the dressing room, feeling the boy behind him pull down his boxers and raise his tail. 


Eddy panted his cheeks red as he felt the young wallaroo's presence behind him. He heard the boy whispering that it was gonna be so good. The he wanted this all so badly. The mutt yipped lightly when he felt a small bit of cold metal on his hole, feeling the studs on Dezi's cock as the boy dragged his member's tip over the dog's entrance. 


"Mmmm....you look really tight. I can't wait..." The young boy pressed his wet tip hard but slowly, making the doggy under him whine when his tip finally pressed into his tight hole. "Ah...oh god, yeah..." He continued to press forward, Eddy biting his lower lip hard as he felt the large member filling him up. Dezi was fast to press his full member into the unstretched hole, feeling the tight flesh grip his cock hard and fast as he started to pull back out, beginning to hump fast! "Ah! So hot!" 


Eddy groaned and gripped his hands until his nails were digging into his palms! He couldn't even speak, feeling the stud on Dezi's tip drag across his insides, making his whole body shiver! The dog moaned and whimpered in pleasure, letting one of his paws fall to his own member, pumping himself as he felt himself being taken hard and fast!


Dezi was already getting close, gripping Eddy's sensitive tail and hip as he pulled the dog back into his thrusts! He began speeding up his thrusts, pressing harder and deeper! His muscles flexed hard with the force of his thrusts, the dog under him seeming to clench only harder, making himself tighter for the invading cock. Dezi shut his eyes tightly, gritting his teeth as he felt his balls slap against Eddy's, his cock swelling just before his seed began flowing deep inside of the dog's hole! "Ugh! Uh, huh....Fuuuuck...!" Eddy whined under the young musician, feeling the heat flow into his body, his own cock still hard in his paw. Dezi laid his body over Eddy's back, moving his hips slowly inside of the mutt. He panted in Eddy's ear, the hot breath making the dog shiver again and lick at Dezi's muzzle. 


Eddy panted hard, "Hah, hah...hey... you're not done are ya?"  He grinned and moaned as the boy giggled and gripped the dog's balls.


"Not...hah...by a long shot."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 


A loud knocking broke into Dezi's dream, the loud pounding echoing in his head. The wallaroo groaned, pulling himself off of the cold floor to stumble over to the door and quickly open it. "What is it!?" 


In the hall was Max, the doorman. "Oh...uh..." The Doberman cleared his throat, trying to hold back a deep blush. "I'm sorry sir, I uh...I was just making sure you were ok." 


"I'm fine! God, I was trying to sleep!" Dezi slammed the door, grabbing his head in pain as he did so, the booming making his head feel like it was in a vice. He stumbled over to the nearest chair to sit down and quickly regretting it as the cold metal back sent shivers up and down his spine! That's when Dezi's eyes went wide, and he slowly looked down, groaning when he found himself completely naked. He gulped and flexed his muscles, and noted the stiffness in his back and legs, and also a burning soreness in his ass. "Oh god..."


He heard a groan from the floor he'd just left along with a gruff, "Will you not slam the door?" The mutt on the floor lifted his head, his eyes squinted closed in the bright room. His hair was all over his face, and he pressed his fingers to his temples before freezing and looking around. 


Dezi cleared his throat quietly, noting the full situation. "Uh..." The two boys just looked at each other for a moment before the younger finally asked, "What did we do last night?" 


Eddy groaned and laid his head back on the jeans he had been using as pillow, not even wanting to think.


Dezi tasted cum and alcohol on his breath, but he stopped caring for the moment, locking the door once again before getting back onto the floor, pressing against the dog next to him. "Mmmm....you're warm." 


"Your feet aren't." 


"Shut up and hold me."
