Good Night's Rest
Shortie by Micah Weil

Like most kids his age, Micah wasn't one for wanting to go to bed when his parents told him to. It didn't help that he was a raccoon, a critter of the night. He found himself powerless, however, when his mother growled. Bed, every night, was an inevitability he had to deal with. It was a standard affair for him; he'd lay in the bed, grumpy, for a few minutes before drifting off into dreamland.


Most kids had normal dreams. Micah was not a normal kid. There were no adventures with the Ninja Turtles or Optimus Prime, no endless pizza parties, and no nightmares where the animatronic animals at the local arcade/pizza place were chasing him down. There weren't even dirty dreams that left him with curiously moist pants in the morning. Micah dreamt in color. Lots of them, to be precise. Grand whirls of color would respond to his every motion, circling him and coalescing at his fingertips.


Tonight's dream had him climbing a grand staircase made of white cubes, each step sure and firm. Waves of blue shot up and swirled around his ascent, sending a chilling breeze through his fur and into his lungs.  Lines of neon zipped back and forth, cutting jagged rents that contrasted the deep blues. They responded to every flick of his fingers. He felt invigorated. Every step made him feel more powerful...


...at least until the cube gave out from underneath him. His foot hit the surface, and it dissolved away. His body kept going forward, and he plummeted to the depths below. Blues melted into greens, and then yellows. He rolled so he was on his back, watching as the white cubes disintegrated into an orange sky. His descent slowed. A warm feeling, like the waters of a hot spring, rolled over his body. He watched as brightly colored veins of pure pleasure crawled up from his waist and over his body. He couldn't help but let loose a moan, one that echoed through the sea of color surrounding him. The veins began to pulse rhythmically as they came closer to his neck...


He grunted a little bit as he came to, the wonderful dream fading away as the bright colors were replaced by the darkness of his room. The raccoon propped himself up on his hands. The first thing he noticed was his alarm clock, which glowed with an angry declaration of "2 am". The second thing he noticed was that the warm waves of joy he'd been experiencing in his dream were still happening. He shivered a little bit and moaned softly.


He then heard a giggle.


His eyes focused rather quickly to his dark surroundings. The blanket he was under had been pulled away, as were his shorts. Behind his erection, one he knew was not his fault, were the mischevious eyes of his sister. He sighed, even as she ran her tongue up the belly of his cock. "Ki'Taye," he whispered. "What are you doing? Mom is gonna have a field day if she finds out-"


The cub was quick, sliding up to place her finger on his mouth. "Shh..." she whispered back. "If she doesn't hear us, she won't know." She ran her fingers along his lips, smearing a taste he knew and loved. "You got me?"


"You are going to get us in serious trouble." He ran his tongue over the finger and cooed. "I got ya, though." She giggled and gave his chest a push, sending him onto his back. He set his hands behind his head as she crawled on top of him. He eased her tail out of the way, revealing her dripping slit, ready for his tongue. He knew how everything would go from there; if he wanted his pleasure, he had to work for it now.


The young coon grabbed his sister's rump and leaned forward. She spread his legs a little bit and cradled his bits and pieces in her hands. When he leaned forward and let his warm breath tease at her, he felt the same roll over him. "Ready?"


"Ready." The words were music to his ears. He placed his tongue squarely on her clit. Her tongue, in response, touched the base of his shaft. When he slid his tongue up her slit, she followed along his length. When he reached her entry and pulled away, she stopped right before hitting his tip, giggling. 


He shut his eyes and did it again, slowly this time. He wanted to savor her. Just as he did, she did as well. He began to lose himself in the sensations, finding himself in the warm sea again. He let his tongue move on its own, snaking around in patterns she would follow exactly. His moans began to grow louder.


"Micah..." Ki'Taye's hips jerked towards him, her slit bumping into his nose. "Shh."


"What do you expect?" he whispered through clenched teeth. "You started this!" 


She bumped his nose again. "Well, be quiet about it. We don't want to wake anyone up."

"No." He grabbed her rump rather roughly. "YOU be quiet!" The comment made no sense to her right then and there. When he suddenly, and rather roughly, brushed his tongue along her slit, however, she found herself burying her face into the bed. It was also she could do to mute the scream as, once again, he ran his tongue broadly across her sensitive flesh. He shifted her legs a little bit, spreading them wider, before doing it for a third time. "Don't start fights you can't win," he taunted. She jabbed him roughly in the leg, moaning into his bed again when his tongue graced her clit.


It was his last lick, the one that graced her entry that got her to pull away. He sat up, a wide smirk upon his face. "What? Giving up the fight already?" He shook his head. "I'm disappointed in you, sister." She didn't answer. "Not gonna say anything?" 


He looked up in time to see her grab his shoulders. "Don't start fights you can't win, Micah," she growled lowly. Her paws tightened as she shoved him onto his back. He found himself with no way to get back up as she straddled his waist. 


"What are you doing? You're going to make a mess!"


She leaned over, pressing her nose against his. "You got me riled up. I'm gonna finish the job." She reached between her legs and grabbed a hold of his shaft. She didn't care about his struggling. There was only one goal in mind, and she wasn't going to be gentle about it. Within seconds, she sank herself onto his shaft. He took a deep, jagged breath and set his hands on her hips. She ran her fingers through the fur on his chest with a smirk. "Just lay there and take it." She started to rock her hips.


It stirred the warm sensations from his dreams once more. "No." He bucked his hips up against her. She shivered and lifted her hips some. "You know how this works."


She leaned over him, looking down into his eyes. "So, you gonna fuck me, or just talk?" He rolled his eyes and gripped her hips. "Thought so." She rocked her hips again, which got him moving once more. He thrust upward against her, gliding as deep as she allowed him to before pulling away. Even as he worked, they both knew she was in charge. She was setting the pace. She leaned closer, setting her arms on either side of his head as she rode him hard. "Just a little more, please..."


"Mmph." He spread his legs and lifted his knees. She smiled and nuzzled into his neck; it served to make him to thrust a little harder. Her walls quivered around him the faster he got, anticipating what was to come. "Ki..."


"Go ahead," she cooed into his ear. He whined and began plowing into her. "Fill me up, brother." His chest heaved underneath her. She shivered. "Do it now." He gasped and drove himself deep inside of her. 


The warm feeling washed up around him once more, and the colors returned, albeit for that brief moment as he filled his sister's pussy with his cream.


"2:30 am", the clock angrily declared as his head slumped towards it. She'd snuggled up against him once his orgasm had run its course, not wanting to move at all. He chuckled softly and ran his fingers along her back. "Ki."


"Hmm?" She looked up at him. "What's up?"


"Did you enjoy?" She nodded, nuzzling up against his chest. "Glad you did." He wrapped his arms around her. "The sun's gonna be coming up soon. You really need to go back to your room."


She whined. "Do I have to?" Her arms slid underneath him, returning his embrace.


"Yes, you do." He kissed the top of her head. "We don't want to get in trouble."


"Can't I just lay here for a little longer? Please?" She ran her fingers along his shoulders. "We don't get to do this often enough." She looked up at him; all she could see was his smile. "For a little while." He nodded and placed a kiss on her lips. "I love you, brother."


"I love you too." He gave her a squeeze and let go of her. His arms sprawled to either side. True to her words, she snuggled with him for a little bit before sliding off and back to her own room. He pulled his covers back up to hide the mess and slipped back to sleep. 


The colors washed over his senses once more, and once more, he found himself on the cubes. He took a deep breath; her scent was still in the air. As he exhaled, strands of yellow slithered away from him, weaving their way along the cubes and forming fancy patterns on the edges. His body went into full motion, sending him sprinting up the cubes. Each step scattered colors of all sorts in all directions.


Tonight, he felt, he'd sleep well.

END
