
Joey squirmed in his seat in the back of class, one paw pressed to his crotch and rubbing his swollen sheath through his shorts. The teacher was droning on about something, talking about their homework for the weekend, but the young shepherd wasn’t paying any attention to that. He fidgeted restlessly at his desk, fingers feeling the damp, sticky spot that had managed to leak through his undies and shorts.


It had been happening more and more over the past few months, but his older brother, Zack, said it was normal and called pre, which was like cum, but not? Joey didn’t really get it, he just knew it made pawing off way better, though it was harder to get away with it in the back of class. Not that he was trying to make stickies in the back of class… he had a better place for that, and the thought of it was driving him wild.


Joey shivered as he rubbed his thumb hard just under the tip of his shaft, feeling his knot throb within his sheath. Zack said that he shouldn’t get knotted up in his sheath like this, and that it would be really uncomfortable, but Joey’s knot wasn’t quite big enough for that to be a problem yet. It felt a bit tighter than normal, but the shepherd had dirty thoughts on the brain and loved his tip poked out of his sheath and ground into his undies.

“A-are you gonna do it again?” Rook asked, making the shepherd jump a bit and glance to his left.

“Yeah! Zack has band practice,” he whispered back, careful not to draw the teacher’s attention, though he was explaining their homework still. Rook was Zack’s best friend, and the only one who knew his secret.

The deer’s face flushed, and he glanced down at Joey’s paw, then away. “Can I watch again?” he asked shyly, big brown eyes looking hopeful.

Joey’s cheeks flushed at the thought of his friend watching him do something like that again, but it also excited him. “Okay, sure! I can’t wait to get out of here.”

Rook grinned conspiratorially, lifting up his shirt to show off the bulge in his shorts as well. “Me too! I saw you rubbing and thought you might be thinking about that.”


Joey grinned and opened his mouth to say something, but a throat cleared from behind him, and he nearly jumped out of his skin, Rook doing the same.


Mr. Lawrence, a wolf with gray and white fur, blue eyes, and a disapproving stare, loomed over the two. He looked like he might have wanted to say more, or probably chastise them more, but he averted his gaze, cheeks red, and marched between their desks back to the front. “Come on, kids. We’ve got ten minutes left, and then you’re free for the weekend. I promise it’s not h—difficult…” he said.

Joey sank down into his seat, both paws now resting on the desk. 


When the bell rang ten minutes later, Joey was surprised that the teacher didn’t hold him or Rook after, but the wolf looked to be trying his best to ignore them. Still, they were two of the last kids out the door, having been sitting in the back of class. Joey raced through the halls and broke through the doors to the outside.

He and Joey didn’t say much as they walked with a few other students through the streets, slowly filtering off towards their respective houses. Joey and Rook lived one to two streets away, depending on how you looked at it, but their houses almost shared backyards (the corners touched), so it wasn’t hard to visit each other.


Joey could feel his sheath tingling as he ran up the driveway to his house, Rook right on his heels. He unlocked the door and raced inside, trusting the deer behind him to close the door. He bounded up the stairs, throwing his backpack on the living room floor and running towards his room.

“Sasha! I’m home!!” the young shepherd boy called out, tail wagging excitedly.


Rook was almost to Joey’s room when there was a loud thump thump thump thump coming up the stairs, and a big, bridle Great Dane ran down the hall. “Yip!” Rook said, flattening himself against the wall as the dog ran past and into Joey’s room.

Joey let out an oof as the Dane nearly knocked him over, her large head nuzzling hard into his stomach. “Hey girl, yesss, I know, I know. Been a bit, right?” he said, rubbing the dog behind her ears.


“Sh-should I close the door?” Rook asked, stepping into Joey’s bedroom, one paw at the crotch of his shorts and pressing at the bulge that was forming.


“Doesn’t matter. Zack’s gone,” Joey said, pulling off his shirt and giggling when the dog’s tongue lapped at his chest.


Rook shut the door and started squirming out of his own clothes as well. The deer liked boys a lot more than Joey did, and his cut little member was already hard as a nail and sticking straight out when he got undressed.

It took Joey a moment longer to get fully unclothed as Sasha started to read the room. This was Joey’s dirty little secret, one of the few sexual things he hadn’t learned from either Rook or Zack. Sasha snuffled at his belly button, getting in the way of his paws as he tried to unfasten his shorts. “H-hang on, I’m trying to get—move!! Sasha,” he laughed, turning his back on her and finally fumbling his shorts open and kicking them away.


Naked, he stood an inch or so taller than Rook if you didn’t count the boys short antlers, which would put him at five-foot. He didn’t have much muscle or fat, just the typical shepherd pattern of fur and messy auburn hair. An inch of his pink, canine member was poking free of his sheath and the fur all around his crotch was already sticking in every direction, damp with pre.


Rook shuffled over and sat on the bed behind Joey, one paw squeezing his member and hugging himself close. “You said it’s… um, been a bit?”

Joey glanced shyly over at his friend, rolling one shoulder. He didn’t know how Rook had gotten somehow more bold while staying shy over the past year. No, not bold… confident wasn’t it, either. The deer still was shy, but less… inhibited might have been the word, if the shepherd had known it, but it made Joey feel funny. “Not enough privacy, and then mom said she was on her period, and I couldn’t do things with her,” he admitted.


Rook’s eyes went wide and he all but gasped. “Your mom knows?”


Joey glared at the deer, and Rook winced, dropping his eyes. “No, dummy.”


“Sorry. Heheh, I guess that’d be weird,” Rook mumbled sheepishly, squirming around on the bed and glancing out of the window for a few seconds.

Joey turned his attention back to Sasha who was sniffing at his discarded Star Wars undies and licking at the damp fabric. “Eww, stop that,” he teased, his little member throbbing. “Come here, girl, stand still. That’s it…”


The Dane spread her legs just a bit wider as Joey pet down her back and rubbed her flanks. Her tail was already lifted high, and he could see her sex hanging below her pink tailhole. It was swollen and puffy just a bit, pink and mottled gray, sort of similar to her bridle coat. The sight of it made Joey’s cock throb and he had to reach down and quickly unsheathe himself before he got too much bigger.


Growing up with a dog whose cookie, as he’d learned to call it from the internet, was practically eye-level with the young pup had made him search for things and then try things. He’d consider himself an expert at this point, with this being his favorite pastime over the past couple years.

Sasha just stood there expectantly, tail lazily wagging as she waited for the pup behind her to mount her. Her sex dripped onto the carpet, and she glanced backwards as if impatient.


Rook was gripping the edge of the bed to keep from touching himself as pre oozed from his head, down his shaft. He’d gotten so close to cumming from watching the shepherd boy, and the show hadn’t even started.


Joey knelt down and quickly pressed his nose to his dog’s cookie, inhaling her sent and sending a shiver down his spine. It was heady and deep, like sweat and musk and other things he didn’t yet understand, but it drove him wild and made his dick throb. He couldn’t do more, because he wanted to hump her as much as he could, and foreplay would get him hard and close too quickly.


Hunching over her, he carefully eased his weight against her back and started to ease his own forward, searchingly. He’d tried to use his paw to guide himself in but found it a bit easier (and hotter) to hold onto her like this. His tapered tip caught at the center of her outer walls, and he humped forward, sinking himself in up to his knot in one motion. 


“Wrrf, ooh,” he gasped, eyes squeezing shut as he enjoyed the warmth around his shaft. He used to be able to just slide all the way to the root, which felt better, but it had been months since he was that small. He ground his hips forward and his mostly-swollen knot sank between her stretched folds, now engulfed in that gripping, wet heat. Sasha let out the sort of sigh only a dog could make, and her tail continued to wag lazily as she pushed back against the young shepherd pup. 

Rook whined and touched a single finger to the head of his cock, pulling it away after it twitched violently and covered his pad with pre. “Did you knot her?”


Joey’s eyes were rolled back in bliss as he started making short thrusts, his knot swelling rapidly as he dragged it back and forth along her inner walls. "Oh, s-sure, yeah… huff, sure did... Oh, you sure you don’t wanna try this sometime?”


Rook’s face reddened and his cock throbbed as he watched from where he sat, occasionally giving himself a stroke or two. “I dunno… maybe. I don’t have a knot, though,” he said, looking down at his own member.

Joey didn’t bother to respond. He just hunched further over Sasha, his pulse racing as he how warm and wet she was for him. “Th-thaaaat’s it girl, oh… h-huff… rrf, push back, y-yeah…” he mumbled shyly, cheeks red as he tried to thrust himself deeper into her, his shaft drooling pre inside her. He felt like one of those cartoon bombs with a fuse being lit and knew that it was only a matter of time before he exploded inside of her.


Sasha grunted and braced her hips for the young pup behind her, a dopey grin across her muzzle as she let the kid breed her. His paws wrapped around her upper body, clinging to her and whining as he dragged his preteen shaft back and forth, trying to get as much pleasure out of the short time he was gonna last with her. Joey’s muzzle scrunched up, and he pressed his forehead to the back of Sasha’s neck, huffing and panting as his hips worked up a small frenzy of short, staccato thrusts.

“Y-yeah, take it,” he growled, trying to be dominant, even as he let out small, huffy whimpers and clutched at her sides. Sloppy, wet noises came from between their legs as he humped and thrust into her, pre gushing from him as he humped and dragged himself around. “Rrf, g-good girl, hnff…” 


Rook was stroking himself openly now, eyes wide as he watched the shepherd hump the big Dane. “Holy shit,” he whispered under his breath, toes curling against the carpet.

Joey felt his balls pull up tight even as he tried to grind himself deeper and his black and brown tail flagged behind him. “G-guh, close… gonna, huff… gonna cum,” he growled, his knot throbbing as he felt the dog’s passage squeeze and clamp down over his sensitive, canine member. Those walls clamped down on him again, then again, and he realized she was cumming around him.


“Hah, f-fu… cumming, cumming,” he whined, growling and resisting the urge to bite down on Sasha’s back. “Hnngh, t-take ittt,” he whimpered, feeling his knot pulse and throb and then warmth gushed around his shaft. He collapsed atop her, clinging to her and shaking as he came, his tail sticking straight out. 

Joey’s eyes were half-open, and he squeezed close to the dog, pumping his watery, preteen load up inside her enveloping tunnels. He weighed almost half what Sasha did, his small frame just laid out along her back, one footpaw on the floor and the other held just off the ground so his knot didn’t slip out too early.

Rook whined as he watched from the bed, squeezing his shaft in one hand as he leaned back. “Gonna cum,” he mumbled, trying to watch his friend even as he squeezed his eyes shut, shooting his own load up onto his belly. Sticky ropes landed across the soft, white fur of his belly and chest, coating his fingers as it drooled out. The deer just let out a soft groan of pleasure and then let himself slump onto his back.

Joey closed his eyes and relaxed, feeling his cock throb and jet watery cum up into Sasha’s passage. It felt so warm and slick, and the way she gripped down on him made his entire body tingle. The shepherd nuzzled her back and patted her chest, starting to stand up. “Good girl… okay, time to… w-wait. No! Shit!!!”

Rook’s head lifted from the bed, confused. “What?”


“I’m stuck!” Joey cried out, gasping as he tried to pull his knot out and finding it stuck fast. “Hnng, n-no, I just…” The tugging made his toes clench, and he shivered all over at the almost-overwhelming pleasure. “Can’t get out. No, it’s tight. What happened?”


“Maybe you’re just... like, bigger?” Rook offered unhelpfully, ducking his head a bit when the shepherd glared at him.


“Nooo, but, oo-oh, it feels kinda sensitive,” the shepherd whined and tried to pull out, but Sasha’s walls clamped down on him hard again and made his body shudder as he was teased and overstimulated. “G-guh, o-okay, I just gotta… n-not move,” he said, leaning on Sasha and trembling all over. The dog just grunted and wagged her tail happily.


Joey was thinking he was going to just wait out the tie in relative peace, when the door swung open and a lot of things happened at once.

“Caught you, you little pervs—whoa!”


“Zack!!”


“WHOA!”


“N-no! Get out! No! Zaaaack!”


“Holy shit,”


Woof

“Holy SHIT, Joey?!”


“Hnngh, w-wait, Zack, no no no, go awaay,” Joey had a paw clamped over his face as Zack stomped into the room.


Zack had thrown the door open wide, expecting to find his little brother and friend going at it. Finding Joey on the back of their Great Dane with Rook watching was not at all what he’d expected to find. “What the fuck are you doing, Joey?” he yelled, grabbing the back of Joey’s neck and making him stand up.

“Hnng, w-wait, Zack, stop, please, I can explain!” Joey yammered quickly, standing upright and trying to hold onto Sasha’s hips as Zack pulled on the scruff of his neck.


Rook had just pulled Joey’s pillow over his lap to cover himself and was watching quietly, trying to stay unobtrusive, which was working, mostly.


Zack glanced at the deer, then back to his little brother. “Knew you were a weird little kid, but a dogfucker? Really, dude?” he asked, pulling on Joey’s neck.


“Wh-what are doing ho—”


“Band was canceled, you perv. And with Rook watching? Hi, Rook, by the way,” Zack growled, though his voice sounded more amused than angry.


“H-hi, Zack,” Rook mumbled, holding the blanket over his crotch still.


Joey tried to pull away, but Sasha’s walls were still clamped down around his shaft, and it just made him shiver and whine. “Don’t tell mom and dad,” he pleaded.


Zack’s eyebrows lifted and he grinned. “Yeah, alright. But I’m fucking you for it,” he growled, releasing Joey’s neck and stepping back to start unzipping his jeans.

“What?!” Rook and Joey both cried out, though Joey had a bit more panic in his voice compared to the Rook’s intrigue.


“You think you’re the only one that fucks her? You’re in my way,” Zack said, shoving his pants down and fishing his lipsticking shaft out of the front of his black boxers. 


“Wait, n-no, wait, Zack! Please?! Hah! Hey!!” Joey’s mind was racing as he tried to think of what to say or how to get free. He hugged Sasha’s chest from behind and held on as he felt the tip of his brother’s cock press to his hole. Zack wasn’t listening at all, and Joey was still babbling about how there had to be something else he could do when he felt that tip spread him open.


Zack growled as he pressed his stiffening shaft into his little brother’s passage, careful not to go to quickly. “Mmm, yeah? Maybe you should have thought about all that before doing something so risky and getting caught, you twerp,” he teased, pushing in until his hips met Joey’s.


The young shepherd was huffing in deep breaths of air, trying not to cry as he stretched to accommodate his brother’s massive—at least to him—shaft. It hurt less than he thought, but made his insides tingle and took the breath from his lungs. “Zack!” he squeaked whenever he felt his older brother’s hips start to pull back.


Zack rrred appreciatively and thrust back in, his shaft now hard and fully unsheathed even when he wasn’t balls deep in his brother’s hole. “Oh man, you’re a natural, lil bro. Or does Rook fuck you?”


Rook had both his hands under the pillow and his face flushed at being called out, eyes meeting Zacks for a second before he hurried looked away. “N-no, I don’t.”


“I’m not gay!” Joey gasped, whining as the older shepherd’s cock drove back into him, making him whimper and throb inside his dog’s passage.


“S-sucks to be you,” Zack growled, eyes squeezing shut as he tried to focus on just humping his little brother. He hadn’t been nearly as worked up as Joey had been, so it took a little bit to work up a rhythm, but the mental image he had of seeing Joey knotted to their dog, as well as getting to do something this pervy, was helping him along.

Joey grit his teeth and whined through his nose as Zack humped him with increasing need. The discomfort was still there, along with the pain, but he knew just enough about his body to know that his prostate was being squished by his older brother’s shaft. He’d heard it was supposed to feel good, and maybe it sort of did, but he felt overwhelmed by something intruding on his insides.


Zack’s knot was growing and starting to tug at his little brother’s passage on each tug back, so he purposely kept it out, squishing it up against Joey’s stretched hole on each thrust. “Mmm, think you can take my knot?”

Joey’s paws clenched into fists and he sucked in a breath as he felt Zack’s knot push against his passage, his own throbbing inside the Dane beneath. “N-no! I’ve never—hah—y-you’re really big… please?!”

“You’re gonna take it either way,” Zack said, preening over the compliment while mashing his knot against Joey’s hole. “You knotted her, it’s only fair I get to knot you.”

Joey whined through his nose and just clutched onto Sasha who was pushing back into him, keeping him from going anywhere, knot or not. He tried to relax like he’d read online, and to take deep breaths, but he could only suck in sharp gasps whenever his brother thrust into him.

Rook had pushed the pillow down this his knees and was jerking himself off again as he watched, getting the occasional glance from Zack, but all but ignored by Joey who was doing his best to ride it out. His member was still hard as a rock, never having softened, and he used some of his cum as lube to try and get off again while watching the brothers fuck.


Zack was huffing and looking down at where his knot was starting to stretch Joey’s ring just a bit wider on each hump. “Fuck, gonna… break you open,” he teased, getting a whine from the younger shepherd. “Yeah, well, if you didn’t knot her maybe I’d have had another option.”

Joey whimpered and clutched at Sasha’s body, his legs spread as wide as he could manage while still standing up, which wasn’t too high with his knot locked in the dog. He could feel his orgasm building again despite the rough treatment, and he focused on that instead, trying to rock his hips against Sasha’s and enjoy the pleasure, even if it was a bit over-stimulating.


Zack’s moved one of his paws up to Joey’s tail and pulled hard, thrusting in deep and hoping to knot his younger brother in one quick motion. The thick bulb just mashed against the ring and stretched it wide, but it didn’t give. Joey whined pitifully and struggled, and Zack repeated the move, tugging hard the base of the younger dog’s tail and ramming forward until a wet pop locked them together.

Sasha grunted as Zack’s rough treatment of Joey moved them around too much and she finally decided that she had had enough, pulling hard from the cub behind her and finally letting go of the knot that had been pumping her full. There was a wet slosh as Joey’s knot pulled free, watery cum splattering to the carpet below even as Joey groaned and came again.


Joey’s eyes watered as his prostate was battered repeatedly, and his ring was stretched wider than it should. When Zack’s knot was suddenly shoved inside him, it nearly pushed him over, but Sasha’s sudden squirming and then pulling free pushed the poor young shepherd over the edge. His cock pulled free and hung in front of him, hard jets of cum hitting the carpet enough, though his puppy-like bark and wailing drowned it out. 

“F-fuck, fuck, oh shit, a-are you…?” Zack’s knees shook as Joey’s walls clamped down hard around his knot and Sasha scrambled out from in front of them. He had to stop his thrusting just to catch the younger shepherd before he crumpled. He reached around and clamped a paw down firmly over his little brother’s knot, feeling it throb against his palm.

Joey yelped and pushed back hard against Zack’s hips, his sensitive knot suddenly being squeezed making him see stars. Cum spurt into the carpet and he whined helplessly as Zack started rocking into him.


The older shepherd held onto Joey’s knot for a second before grabbing right behind and using it as a handhold while picking his thrusts back up. Joey was whining and clenching down on his knot, and he couldn’t get it any deeper. “Grrf, fuck, cumming…” Zack growled out under his breath, one paw clutching his brother’s chest, the other behind his knot.


Zack ground his teeth together, wanting nothing more than to bite down on Joey’s shoulder, but the kid was too short. He huffed out and snarled as he felt his cock flex hard, Joey whining, and then warmth surrounding his shaft as cum flooded Joey’s passage. He bucked into his younger brother, holding him up by force and dragging his hips around with his knot lodged inside.


Joey’s eyes rolled back in his head, his own cock over-stimulated still spraying a few weak spurts of watery preteen jizz across the carpet as Zack drilled into him. He groaned, arms limp at his side and legs almost entirely useless as his older brother held him up.

Rook panted, jerking himself feverishly as he watched. He whined and lurched as he flew over the edge, cum dribbling down onto his fingers, a rope or two landing on his lower belly. 


Sasha was lying in the corner, licking herself, and didn’t see any reason to pay attention to the others now that she’d gotten what she wanted out of it. 


Zack looked around Joey’s room, didn’t see any place to sit except the bed, and hauled Joey a few steps over. “Move,” he barked at Rook who bleated in surprise and scrambled half out of the way before Zack flopped backwards onto the bed, partly squishing the smaller deer.


Joey yelped and then sobbed as his brother’s cock pressed into him from the impact, his body spasming involuntarily. “Zack!!” he cried out, throwing an elbow back at his brother’s face, but was off by almost a foot.


“Whoa, hey, sorry. I won’t do that again. I promise. Chill out,” Zack said, rolling to the side and practically dumping his little brother onto Rook.


Joey just grabbed at Rook and clung to him, eyes a bit watery, but still a bit dopey from the afterglow of an intense second orgasm. “Nngh, I’m telling mom,” he teased.


Rook was flushed red, but had his arms around his friend, their shafts still hard and now pressed together. They’d only compared once or twice, and Joey beat him in every way, but not by too much. 

“I dare you to tell her,” Zack said, flexing his cock and making Joey squirm and whine.


Joey just nuzzled into Rook’s neck and let out a soft whine. “No, I won’t…”


Rook hugged onto Joey and then yipped when he felt a larger paw on the back of his head, around his antlers. “What?” he asked, glancing up at Zack.


Zack had his eyes closed and he just patted Rook’s head a few times. The older shep’s cheeks reddened but he just rolled a shoulder. “Nothing. Gonna nap here. Don’t squirm so much,” he said, the last to Joey.


Joey just whimpered and hugged closer to his Rook, knowing he was going to walk funny for a week after Zack pulled out.
