Another RJ Story

The gang had all woke the next morning, including little Hammy who had been brutally raped the night before by his best friend RJ.

“Oh, man,” he yawned as he spoke. “I had the worst dream last night. I’m so glad it was only a dream.”

RJ woke right next to the squirrel, with the biggest smile of satisfaction. He knew he had been satisfied the previous evening. He had gotten what he wanted, even if Hammy didn’t want it. But yet, RJ began once again to ponder over what he may still be missing…

“I really did enjoy last night,” he thought to himself, “but… maybe it wasn’t just Hammy I wanted. He pondered some more.

“Come on guys- wake up” he heard Verne’s voice call to him and the others.

“Ah, Verne’s voice, that sweet, sweet-sounding voice… wait…” It was Verne? “Oh man,” RJ sighed to himself, “Verne would’ve killed me if he found out what I did to Hammy. There’s no way he’d ever go for this…”

RJ sat up and headed to the area near the pond where the others were sat for breakfast. He watched as some food was placed in front of him, and ate quietly while the others conversed. Like the night before, there was one person he couldn’t take his eyes off of, only this time it wasn’t the delectable little squirrel. “I-I have to use the bathroom,” he quickly said to the others and took off toward the other side of the pond. When he was on the other side, he walked a ways into the forest, and climbed one of the trees. Of course he hadn’t gone all this way to use the bathroom, and he began to think of Verne. He remembered the day the hedge was being attacked by the “Sniffer” and that idiot bear, Vincent. He remembered how Verne’s shell had suddenly appeared on his body as Vincent went to finish him off. He knew after all that the speed behind it had been the work of Hammy, but he also knew that the mastermind behind it all was definitely Verne. He remembered running back through the hedge- and he saw it. Verne… standing there, without his shell. He remembered the turtle exactly as he was at that time… naked… bare-naked. RJ’s cock slipped out of it’s sheathe, and he took it into his hand and began to rub it up and down in a slow motion that made him moan very softly to himself… he closed his eyes and continued to moan to himself in pleasure as he saw his friend in his head without his shell on.

“Ohhh… if only he would keep it off…” he said to himself… “If only he would just walk around naked…” He began to masturbate faster… “Ohhh, I want him soo bad.”

He couldn’t decide between Verne or Hammy. He knew he could easily convince the squirrel to take on his homosexual ways, but convincing Verne- he was even afraid to mention it to Verne, but he didn’t care… he continued to imagine his reptile friend naked, and the things he would do to him if he had the chance. Faster and faster he pumped himself, until…

“Ooohhhhhh!!!” a gush of his seed came flying from the tip of his member and fell to the ground

“What the fuck…!? RJ?!” he heard the voice, and his eyes flew open wide… Quickly he looked down only to see the person he’d never hoped to see watching him… It was Verne… and RJ’s load had just flew down onto his nose and chest…

“Verne!! What are you doing here?!” he practically yelled in panic…

“Care to explain to me why you just came on my person, RJ?”

“Please Verne, I meant to tell you…”

“Tell me what? Verne said angrily… that you’re gay?”

What? Of course not, Verne! What would make you think that?

Gee, RJ I don’t know, maybe the fact that you just came on me

That was an accident

And the way you’re staring at me

“Please, Verne… 

RJ, I can see right through you…

OKAY, VERNE!! I have a problem, okay, and I need your help!”

What? How on earth could I help with your problem, RJ? In case you haven’t noticed, I’m not gay!

Aw, come on Verne, you help everyone else with their problems, there’s got to be something you can do to help me with mine.

What then, RJ- what?

RJ simply stared wide-eyed at his friend, and Verne immediately got the hint.

Ohhh, no. NO! NEVER! THAT IS NEVER GOING TO HAPPEN! EVER! I AM NOT GOING TO HAVE SEX WITH YOU, RJ!!!

“PLEASE VERNE,”… RJ looked at his friend sadly… “please… help me, Verne.”

And Verne, feeling guilty about RJ’ so-called problem, and at the same time knowing that one, he couldn’t let his friend down, and two knowing that he couldn’t help everyone else and not RJ, simply because his problem was completely out of proportion, responded…

“Okay fine,” he sighed, “What do you want me to do?” he asked, knowing he had just been completely defeated.

“Just take off your shell.” RJ responded rather quickly

And Verne obeyingly popped off his shell, the only thing shielding his body from public view, and threw it aside, and he watched as his Raccoon friend quickly became aroused.

“Oh jeez, what the hell am I doing?!” he said to himself quietly as RJ moved in and kissed him. Verne felt as though he was being raped by his best friend.

RJ rapped his arms around Verne’s body, and gripped his ass as he came around to it, causing him to jump a bit. He continued to hold on to it as he kissed his friend. And then it began… RJ knew he had Verne right where he wanted… He quickly stuck his index and middle finger into his mouth, wetting them, and moved back toward Verne’s ass, only this time, causing him to jump more as he inserted his fingers into Verne’s tight hole… but Verne said nothing against it and continued to kiss his friend while his ass was fingered. He couldn’t say anything. He agreed to help his friend and he refused to let him down.

RJ was getting into it now, still kissing Verne, but now getting his tongue involved in the kiss. He stopped… and moved his head down Verne’s body, his fingers still prying open the turtle’s ass, and began to examine the reptile.

“Oh,” he said as he grabbed Verne’s cock in his hand, “this isn’t even a little bit stiff,” but Verne’s embarrassment did make it somewhat hard. But RJ continured,

“We’ll have to fix this… wow… it sure looks good though… so- tasty!”

He closed his eyes and began to lick at his friend’s now hard-on. And Verne, trying to keep himself from doing so, moaned, just loud enough that his friend could hear it.

“Oh, you like that don’t you Verne.” But Verne tried not to say a word. He didn’t like that fact that he was doing this, and he really didn’t like that fact that he was doing this with his friend, RJ. But he couldn’t prevent himself from moaning, after all, his cock was being consumed, and he had two fingers in his asshole.

“Oh, Verne, you’re pre is so nice and salty. Feed me more- please…” RJ said practically begging for more. And he took the whole thing into his mouth, sucking needily at it, further arousing Verne, who continued to moan, and get with it by moving his hips in and out, prying his way into RJ’s mouth. Oddly, he found himself saying, “This isn’t bad at all.” And this startled him nonetheless, but he didn’t care. He kept going and RJ kept sucking, wrapping his tongue around Verne’s cock, and moving it up and down, further masturbating the turtle, and it was working, as RJ could tell- Verne was moaning louder and louder. Soon Verne was reaching the point of no return. He’d gone over his limit, and he began bucking into RJ’s face. He couldn’t hold it in any longer, and with a great loud moan, he began spraying his load into the back of the raccoon’s throat, and RJ, being unable to drink it fast enough, watched as it flew out of his mouth and onto his chest and the ground. He moved his mouth off of Verne’s cock, and sat there, with his tongue hanging out, dripping with cum, trying to catch his breath.

“That was definitely satisfying.” He said between breaths.

“Verne? RJ?” a voice could be heard coming through the forest, and just as it met up with them- it stopped and stared- shocked at what it saw. 

“W-what are you doing?!” The voice of the little squirrel asked half disgusted at what he saw- Verne and RJ. Verne standing there naked, his tight ass exposed, but still occupied by two fingers that belonged to RJ, who sat on the ground on his knees, his tongue still hanging out of his mouth, and connecting the two was a long string of cum, which hung from RJ’s tongue, and was traced back to the tip of Verne’s member. Both the ground and RJ’s chest were soaked with cum...

“Hammy,” Verne began, both embarrassed and startled. “Please, you can’t tell anyone about this… I was just helping him, that’s all!”

But Hammy sat there still interpreting what he saw. He scratched his head s he thought long and hard about things…

“I had a dream about this last night. It seemed so real…”

“Oh, no RJ- tell me you didn’t,” Verne said, but the look on RJ’s face completely gave it away…

“What is it like in real life?” Hammy asked wonderingly.

“Trust me, Hammy you really don’t… I was just…”

“Can I try?”

And Verne, who knew just how curious Hammy was, could only sigh.

“Come on, Hammy…”

He couldn’t believe this even happened, and now Hammy was getting involved. Hammy walked up, and Verne positioned himself behind the little squirrel. He absolutely could not believe this- and now Hammy was involved too… RJ positioned himself in front of Hammy’s face. At the same time Verne pushed his cock inside the Squirrel’s tail hole, RJ pushed his cock into the squirrel’s mouth. If anything had aroused RJ, it was definitely this moment- not only was he getting it from one, he was getting it from both Hammy and Verne… Hammy began to suck on RJ’s cock as RJ helped him out by thrusting back into his mouth, and Verne helped out as well by thrusting his cock in and out of Hammy’s ass, which caused his body to move back onto RJ’s cock. The squirrel, which had just arrived not two minutes ago, was now being pounded from both ends. To make the moment even more romantic, RJ leaned over the rodent’s body, and met Verne half way and drove him back into that long kiss they had both started at the beginning of their little “play-date,” and all the while, Hammy just hung there, his hands held behind his back by RJ, who was trying to give it that same ‘forced’ look from the night before. Hammy just sat there quietly, panting as he was being pried into from both ends, and RJ, who’s fault this whole thing was in the first place absolutely couldn’t refrain from tormenting the poor squirrel.

“So, Hamster,” he said grinning slyly, what do you think? Better than a cookie?!” Hammy’s mouth was too occupied at the moment, and he could only respond with a simple noise as he continued eating the raccoon’s cock, while RJ still pounded him from behind. Hammy’s full blown erection that hung down between his legs gave everything away- he was definitely enjoying this, and the longer the group went on, the more hyper-active Hammy became. Apparently sex was like caffeine to the squirrel. But nobody seemed to notice his reaction- they were all enjoying the moment. At last, their climax’s drew nearer, and it could be revealed simply by looking at RJ, who tried, but couldn’t refrain from bucking his hips and driving his cock deeper into Hammy’s mouth- right to the back of his throat, but Hammy was not phased, in fact – RJ’s bucking encouraged him to suck harder, using his tongue to add that extra hint of pleasure- and the teeth, those incredibly large, yet adorable teeth, unintentionally scraped against RJ’s cock- lightly of course, but added another huge amount of pleasure. RJ wanted this, but he wanted equally to keep going. He didn’t want this all to end.

Meanwhile Verne who was still in back, panting as he continued, was approaching his climax even quicker than RJ. He was enjoying himself too, but wanted very much for this to just stop, and he was hoping desperately that this was all just a bad dream. Unfortunately, it wasn’t and no matter how many times he pinched himself, he did not wake up. Hammy who was still suspended from both ends, had already sprayed a load all over the ground, and on RJ’s feet, and RJ signaled that he was enjoying the warm cum as he wriggled his toes, and played with the cum stuck in between each of his toes. I think this had done the job. As much as he tried, RJ just couldn’t hold his orgasm any longer, and Verne had already beat him to the punch, as he bucked his one last time, and with one final moan, sprayed his seed into Hammy’s ass, filling is insides with cum. RJ was right behind Verne, and Hammy’s eyes grew wide as he felt RJ’s cock twitch inside his mouth, and if he remembered his dream correctly, he knew what was next. RJ blew his load straight into the back of Hammy’s throat, and directly into his stomach, filling him up, so his stomach bulged out like he was pregnant, and RJ just kept spraying. It seemed like there would be no end as he released his twenty-third shot into Hammy’s mouth, who couldn’t hold it in any longer, and was now coughing and sputtering as raccoon seed covered his entire face and chest. Finally, with a few final spurts, RJ was finished. And both he and Verne pulled out of the tin, now fattened, now white squirrel. Hammy was soaked like he was in his dream, and he was still down on the ground gasping for air.

“That was AWESOME! MORE!! I WANT MORE!!” he shouted as he finally picked himself up off the ground, and flew in, tongue flying, for more of RJ’s cream, but RJ held him back by putting a simple hand on his head as to keep him from coming any further. But this made him happy, and he sat there and grinned as Hammy continued to run in toward RJ, not even realizing that there was a hand on his head, and he wasn’t going anywhere.

“That really wasn’t that bad-” Verne had to admit, but as RJ went to open his mouth, Verne jumped in with “NEVER AGAIN, RJ.” And this silenced the raccoon.

We’d better get back to the log before the others find us missing and come looking for us. Besides- I think it’s about lunchtime anyway.

“No thanks,” Hammy said, finally calming down, and leaving RJ alone- “I’m full…” he finished as he licked the leftover juices from his lips. They all started back for the log…

“Uhh, we should probably bathe first,” Verne quickly said, as he looked down at his body, which still had semen all over it, and then he looked over at the other two, who were equally messy.

“Oh, don’t worry about that Verne,” RJ said another slick smile on his face, but Hammy was right there with him, that same grin on his face too. They both immediately ran over, and tackled Verne to the ground, licking him clean, as he fought them to get off. They finished by licking each other off, while Verne headed to the pond, and once they were both as clean as their turtle friend, they followed right behind him. They bathed and were back at the log in no time…

THE END

