Max sighed in a mixture of boredom and annoyance. Sam had to go to a poker tournament at the Inventory, and he couldn’t come along due to him being banned a few weeks ago. It wasn’t his fault the poker chips tasted so good! He leaned back into his chair to relax some more. Hearing it creak as he did so.
He sighed again. “Stupid Inventory rules…” He muttered.

Max looked around the office which was surprisingly clean and quiet. Sam was at the Inventory, Jimmy was on vacation, and Flint Paper hasn’t been in his office for about a week. As far as he was concerned, he was the only one in the building. Which means…
“Heh! Time to get naughty!”

Max got up from his desk and looked around again to confirm that, yes indeed, he was alone. Smirking, Max revealed a container full of Banang from his secretive inventory. Popping the top, he put the opening towards his mouth and began gulping down the contents.

As he did so, his member slowly became erect. Max didn’t know why, but every time he drank Banang, he got an erection. Maybe it was something in the recipe, or maybe it just tasted so good; who knows? Either way, upon finishing the beverage, Max looked down at his fully erect dick.
“Nice~” He breathed before discarding the empty container and reaching for his penis. Upon firmly grasping it, Max let out a soft moan. “Aah…!”
He began stroking at a slow pace. At first, his moans were soft and short, but as time went on and he sped up, they became louder and longer. Thank God he was alone and the window was closed or else he’d be in serious trouble!
The lagomorph gritted his teeth as he felt himself getting close. Wait… Whenever he did this, he never came this early. Was this a premature one? And then a thought struck him: He drank an entire container of Banang, a bit of time passed, and…

Max gasped and stopped masturbating as he instantly gyrated his hips while covering his nether regions. He had to pee. Badly. He ran over to the office exit and tried the handle… Locked? Locked?!
Panic set in as his fun was now completely gone. All he could do now was wait until Sam arrived back, but… How long would that be?! Max looked out the window. It was nice and sunny, and Sam said he’d be back by dark. Max cursed under his breath as he struggled to hold it in. Hopefully nighttime wouldn’t be too long…

ONE HOUR LATER…

“Shit…” Max cursed. Sam still wasn’t back, and the pressure in his bladder had gotten worse. He tried everything he could think of to take his mind off of it: Bloody Knuckles, watching TV, and nothing worked! He couldn’t pee out the window due to it being locked as well, not in the closet due to there being mementos of previous cases within, and he certainly couldn’t use the empty Banang bottle out of fear of overflowing. What do to…
Max stood up straight. “Just don’t think about it.” He said to himself. “Don’t think about it and you’ll be perfectly FINE!”

Max went wide-eyed as a short spurt of urine escaped his aching urethra. Max crossed his legs and tightly held his penis to prevent any further mess. His breathing became rapid as sweat began to roll down his body. He was afraid of moving an inch out of fear of bursting. Still, he had to do something. “Well, it’s not like I have much of a choice…” He said before, with hesitation, letting go of his crotch and letting the urine flow.

“Aaaah… Relief at last!” Max sighed in relief as he peed. The puddle growing larger with each second that passed. In the heat of the moment, Max flopped down onto the puddle and began peeing on himself.
“Mmf! I needed this…!” He groaned as his white fur slowly turned yellow. At a couple of points, the stream went into his mouth. He didn’t seem to mind, though. He tasted surprisingly good~

Feeling horny again, Max grabbed his dick and jerked off like mad. The wetness from it all combined with the feeling of warmth was almost too much for him. “C-Cumming!” He moaned before the stream stopped and white ropes of cum stained his fur. Afterwards, the stream continued until finally, it stopped altogether.

“Hah… Hah… That was intense!” Max panted before closing his eyes for a rest. Sam would definitely have questions for Max when he arrived back. Hopefully, he wouldn’t be too pissed…

…No pun intended.
