Game Night

By: Red Rocktober
Miyak and Arcadia were having lunch at the little café on campus. Grades for the semester had just been posted and Miyak, much to his surprise, had passed everything. He knew he owed his grades to the little caracal who had especially helped him with his math courses. As they sat down at a table he reached up under the hood of his hoodie and pulled the earbud out of his left ear, tucking it into the big pocket on the front.

“I mean it, Ark, I know I wouldn’ta passed neither of those classes if you hadn’t helped. ’specially linear algebra, blech.” The clouded leopard made a face, sticking his tongue out, as pink as his nose.

Arcadia blushed and smiled. They were more than glad to have helped out their friend, though the short feline had yet to admit to the much taller man why they had latched onto him so quickly. Miyak knew, though Ark didn’t know he knew. Miyak just hadn’t quite sorted out what to do about the little cat’s crush on him.

“F’real. It’s been weird comin’ to college so old-”

“Aw you’re not old, Miyak,” Ark interrupted him.

He just rolled his sky-blue eyes and continued on “-and havin’ to hit that fuckin’ math shit right off was fuckin’ murder.” He reached out and put his large hand on Ark’s, causing them to look up at him with big, almost watery eyes.

“You’ve been a good friend. Turns out I needed someone like you around. I wanna thank you for it.”

Arcadia blushed even harder, heart pounding and caught in their throat, hiding their embarrassment by shoving a big bite of sandwich into their muzzle. Miyak chuckled and took a couple bites of his own food, wiping a little bit of mustard off his snout with the back of his paw. They sat quietly for a few minutes, enjoying the afternoon sun, listening to the shouts and excited chatter of the students around them, happily discussing their grades or plans for the break before the next year of classes.

“You don’t need to thank me, I- I was just helping a friend, that’s all.”

Miyak looked at them silently for a moment, eyes seeming to almost glow blue as the sun hit them under his hood. He smiled softly, almost wistfully. Ark tilted their head, unsure what to make of their friend’s expression. He was often contemplative, sad even. He’d had a rough start, but had never shared many details of his life with the caracal.

“How ‘bout a game night? I know yer not real social or nothin’ but a friend of mine likes card games ‘n shit. Come over tomorrow night and we’ll stay up all fuckin’ night just hangin’ out and playin’ games.”

Arcadia was interested, but a little nervous about the idea. “Who- who’s your friend? Do I know them?”

“Nah. He’s a lil older ’n me even, but he’s smarter ’n shit. Big nerd, you’d like him.”

Ark winced, but couldn’t deny the accusation.

“Plus he’s a cute husky. Tall, big feet. You’d like him fer sure,” he said with a grin and a wink.

The carcal’s eyes went wide. They swallowed hard. How could he know? Did I let something slip? Did he- ? No, there’s no way he could know. He’s just making a lewd joke about big feet and big dicks, that’s gotta be it.
They forced out a chuckle. “S-sounds fun.” Looking at the little watch on their wrist, they made an excuse to head out. “If I miss this bus, the next one won’t be for an hour. I- I’ll see you tomorrow night!”

Ark stood up and walked away as quickly as his short stride allowed.

“Hey don’tcha want these chips?” Miyak called after them.

Without bothering to turn around they just waved and shouted back “You can eat them!”

Miyak just smiled as he watched the much younger feline trot off towards the bus stop, genuinely happy for a change. He really was thankful the awkward little caracal had befriended him and helped him through his math courses, even if it was mostly because of a crush. His smile turned to a devious grin, tips of his fangs flashing for a moment, as he pulled out his phone to text Red, the husky he had mentioned. His thumbs were a blur on his phone, pausing only to absently eat the chips Ark had left behind while waiting for responses, as he explained his plan.

He had already told Red about how he knew Ark was into him, and that he’d snooped the kid’s phone once and discovered they were majorly into paws. He also knew there was no way the shy cat had ever acted on their little kink, and Miyak was roping Red in to change that. He knew the husky had a fair bit of experience with kinky stuff and wouldn’t be weird about fooling around with Ark together. He wasn’t into Red that way, but knew the guy would respect boundaries.

The normally brooding leopard was genuinely excited for the next evening. He wanted to make sure Arcadia had a great time, and if he was honest with himself he was going to enjoy torturing the little feline a bit as well. Standing up he put his earbuds back in under his hood and hit play on his phone, walking towards the parking lot to head home. He still had some planning to do about what exactly they were going to do with Ark.

–

Miyak hopped up from his couch as he heard a knock, walking the short distance to his front door. He grabbed the handle and opened it, one paw on the back of his head as he ushered Red inside. Even though Miyak was fairly tall, the lean husky was a few inches taller and Miyak always felt a little intimidated by his height.

“Ehhh, sorry ’bout my place. Not much, factory work don’t pay for shit.”

Red just shrugged, not judging the other man for his humble home. It was small and fairly sparse, but it was clean. There were a few band posters on the otherwise plain white walls, a modest couch and a bean bag in the living room, with the small kitchen just beyond, no wall separating them. A dark rectangle farther in on the left opened into a short hallway with a bathroom on one end and the apartment’s only bedroom on the other.

“Can I put this somewhere?” Red asked, grabbing at the front of his ubiquitous black denim jacket, covered in pins. He seemed to wear it in most weather.

“Sure, I’ll take it,” the leopard replied.

Red set down the duffel bag he was carrying and took off his jacket and handed it to his friend, the other man now unsure what to do with it. Miyak wasn’t exactly the “hosting” type. Awkwardly he walked over to the couch and just tossed it across the back. The husky had followed him into the living room, bringing the canvas bag with him.

“S’what’s in that?” Miyak asked, dropping onto the couch.

“Weeelll. You said you wanted to play more than just some card games right?” Red replied. Miyak just nodded.

Red smirked, setting the duffel down in front of the clouded leopard and squatting down behind it. He unzipped it and started pulling out all sorts of implements he had acquired over years in the BDSM scene. They ranged from fairly innocent fuzzy gloves to some spiky devices Miyak couldn’t even imagine the use for.

“Don’t wanna scare the kid off, so most of this will stay put away. But I’ve got some cuffs, rope, tape. And some dice, I think we’ll be able to make use of these.”

He held out a pair of oversized dice. Miyak leaned forward and stretched out a large hand for Red to drop them into. He grinned as he turned them over, looking at each side. They were sex dice, with different actions and body parts.

Red explained “I figure we can roll the action one for them to do to our paws, and we can roll the body parts one to tell us where to put ’em.”

Miyak’s blue eyes seemed to brighten at that idea.

“I jus’ figured we’d like, play video games ’n shit and stick our paws on their lil face.” He was glad to have a more concrete idea from the more experienced husky.

“No that’s a good idea actually. I bet they’d enjoy being used as a footrest,” he replied.

“So…” Miyak hesitated. The men had talked about sexual interests and experiences, but they were about to embark on something a little more intimate and he was nervous. Red simply looked at him, not staring, but not turning away from whatever Miyak needed to say.

“So how’s yer feet smell?” he finally asked, kind of blurting out the question.

Red laughed, a short bark.

“I haven’t changed socks in three days. Had to do a couple sink baths just to keep from being a musky husky, so I’m sure they’re pretty potent.”

The leopard sighed and sat back, visibly relieved that he wasn’t the only one taking part in what was going to be a definite first for him. He was definitely looking forward to helping the little caracal indulge in their kink.

He watched quietly as Red re-packed his bag, leaving out the dice and the restraints, as well as a few different blindfold options.

“So what do you think, tie Ark up right off or lull them into a false sense of security first?” Red asked.

“How ‘bout we start them off playin’ some games. Then we can like pop our fuckin’ shoes off ‘n prop ’em up on the lil cat. ’N maybe tie Ark up ’n shit after that, fuckin’ really play with them then,” he responded.

Red nodded, walking behind the couch to set his bag in the hallway, tucked out of sight. He set the remaining gear on the floor by the couch, next to Miyak, where hopefully Arcadia wouldn’t see until it was too late. Not that he suspected they would object. Now ready, all the two men had left to do was hang out and wait. The husky plopped down on the other end of the couch and Miyak handed him a controller.

–

Miyak hit pause and looked at Red. The two smiled at each other but didn’t say a word. The clouded leopard heaved himself off the couch and made his way across his apartment to the door, his long, thick tail swishing with nervous anticipation, like he was stalking prey. He threw open the door and looked down, the much shorter caracal standing there, blinking up at him with their big amber eyes.

“Hiya, Miyak!”

“H-hey Ark. Ready for game night?”

Arcadia cocked their head to the side, picking up on the older feline’s nervousness, but completely oblivious to its source.

“I am! Though I’m not usually very good…” they trailed off, but perked back up. “But I have fun anyway.” Ark’s muzzle was split but a lopsided smile.

“C’mon in then. Hungry? Red ordered us some fuckin’ pizzas ’n shit. Help yourself.”

Arcadia walked past him and into the living room. Red had put two open boxes on the tables, with sodas, cups, and paper plates all set out on the floor between the couch and the TV, so that Ark wouldn’t see the rope stashed away next to the couch. Miyak shut the door and followed, his eyes wandering over Ark’s lithe frame. He had to admit, the little cat was cute as hell.

Ark and Red greeted each other, beating Miyak to the introductions. They noted Red’s prosthetic left arm but didn’t comment before grabbing some pizza. The clouded leopard picked up his controller and exited out of the game they had been playing, fiddling around until he pulled up the Spawtify app and put some chill vaporwave on for background music. He plopped down in front of the couch, leaning back against it.

“Awright Red, what game you got fer us first?” he asked.

Red’s eyebrows went up, the little markers of white in his black-furred face highly expressive.

“I…yeah, hold on. Left ’em in the hall when I hit the head earlier,” he said, covering for forgetting to get the actual games out of the duffel bag. The husky stood as Ark sat on the floor, cross-legged, facing the couch and their friend. They looked up at him, Red seeming to completely tower over them before he walked around behind the couch.

He came back and gave Ark a soft smile, his ears relaxed and to the sides of his head. Sitting down, Red dropped a small stack of game boxes next to himself. He was on the floor, leaned against the couch much like Miyak, the two older men facing their soon-to-be victim.

–

They had been playing for maybe 20 minutes, laughing, enjoying the pizza and the warmth of their camaraderie. Miyak casually kicked off his sneakers and stretched his long legs out, putting his big paws fairly close to Ark.

The caracal swallowed hard, trying to pretend they weren’t very interested in this turn of events, the large pink toe-beans wiggling a little as he settled in to his freedom from his shoes. Ark’s nose twitched as the smell hit them, the smell of paws that had gotten quite sweaty. It was musky, acrid, almost a little tangy in its pungence. Shaking their head they looked back at the cards in their hand, trying to focus and remember the rules of the game they were all playing.

“Oh shit, I figured this was a ‘shoes stay on’ kinda household. Don’t mind if I do, then,” Red said. He moved to untie his retro sneakers, pulling the high-top shoes off and setting them aside before taking his socks off and tossing them onto his shoes.

If Miyak’s feet were a little stinky, Red’s were downright rank. Ark couldn’t hide their crinkled nose, their pursed lips as the scent washed over them. A thought popped into the back of their mind for the barest moment, remembering Miyak’s odd comment about Red’s big feet. He hadn’t been lying, Red did have fairly large hindpaws. They weren’t as big as Miyak’s were; his were wide and each toe was thick and muscular, made for climbing straight up and down trees.

Ark gulped. Red stretched one leg out, tucking his other foot under it. The one foot was enough, that close to the little feline. Their eyes half-lidded for a moment, lost in the acidic, vinegary smell of the two men’s sweaty feet. They let the cat chill like that for a minute, enjoying Ark’s reaction.

Stretching a little more, still casually playing the card game as though nothing were happening, Miyak placed a foot on Ark’s leg, the heel digging lightly into the tan-furred caracal’s thigh. They were staring at the big paw resting on their leg. The pink pads looked a little rough, probably from years of hard work at the factory. They were startled when they felt the same pressure on their other leg.

Red had followed suit, resting his foot on Arcadia. His black pawpads looked soft, and Ark was struck by the desire to touch them, rub them. It was tough to resist. The odor coming off of the men’s paws was stronger now that they were even closer to the little cat’s sensitive nose.

They played like that for another ten or fifteen minutes. Every time it was Ark’s turn, they took a while to focus back on the cards. The paws on their legs, the sweaty stench surrounding them, was extremely distracting. As they wrapped up the game, Miyak turned to look at Red, his blue eyes bright under the hood of his sweatshirt. Red smirked and nodded.

–

Moving quickly, Miyak reached around beside the couch to grab the bundle of rope, tossing it to Red. He caught it easily. The clouded leopard pulled his legs back and tucked his feet under himself, getting into a crouch. Ark seemed to take a moment to come back from space, then simply tilted their head as they looked at their friend. The tufts on their ear-tips flicked with the movement.

Before Ark could react, Miyak pounced, pinning them to the floor. Arcadia blinked, a storm of emotion running through them. After the initial moment of shock passed, they couldn’t help but enjoy the sudden closeness of the man they had been crushing on all semester. Their eyes locked, a shiver running through the little caracal as the much larger leopard held their wrists down, his crotch pressing against Arcadia’s.

They didn’t notice Miyak’s mischevious grin. Nor did they notice when Red lifted their feet up. Ark did, however, notice when the rope was being wrapped around their ankles. Panic filled their mind.

“Wh-what’s going on?” Ark aksed.

Miyak’s smile softened, seeing the real fear in his friend’s eyes.

“Just playin’ a game. Promise you’ll like it,” he said trying to reassure Ark.

“Roll him over,” Red said gruffly.

Miyak leaned down to give Ark a quick kiss, just a light peck on the tip of their muzzle. Warmth flooded the young feline, cheeks flushing both from excitement and embarrassment. Their mind clouded and they went limp as the clouded leopard lifted himself up a few inches, let go of Ark’s wrists and grabbed them by the hip. He picked the caracal up and turned them over.

Following Red’s directions, the two bound Ark’s arms behind their back, a cord running from their wrists to their ankles. The men rolled Ark back over and tucked a pillow under their head.

“Ready for ’nother game?” Miyak asked.

Arcadia nodded. They were a little lost, though not unhappy. The attention from Miyak was fighting with their nervousness and confusion. They had no clue what was coming up or why they’d been tied up.

Miyak and Red sat back down on the couch, the husky pulling out the sex dice. He handed the “body parts” die to the clouded leopard.

“You first,” Red said as he held it out.

With a grin the cat took it and rolled it around in his cupped hands before dropping it with a flourish onto the cushion between himself and Red. After a quiet thud and a moment of rolling, it landed on “crotch.”

His eyebrows went up. “Just going straight to it, I guess” he thought. He bit his lower lip, having a moment of second thoughts. He hadn’t asked Ark if this sort of thing would be ok, but then he thought back to what all he’d seen on the younger feline’s phone and knew that it was almost definitely more than ok.

He grabbed the die between his thumb and forefinger, bending down to hold it in front of Ark’s face so that the side that had been up was visible. The caracal’s eyes widened and they started to object, unsure what was going to be done to their crotch. Red placed a finger on Arcadia’s muzzle, interrupting and shushing them.

Miyak gingerly pressed his right paw into Ark’s crotch, feeling the bulge of their sheath and balls underneath their pants. Their eyes somehow widened even more, but they didn’t struggle or fight. This was becoming a dream made real for the shy little caracal. Something they wanted desperately but never would have had the courage to seek out, or even bring up to anyone.

The leopard pushed down a little harder, moving his paw up and down along the sheath. He felt a little resistance beginning to form under his paw, the soft bulge becoming harder. His own cock began stirring in his pants, tip extending from his sheath. Ark moaned softly, almost inaudibly, at the pressure from Miyak’s big paw on their cock.

Not letting himself get carried away, he took his paw of of Ark’s crotch and gave the die back to Red. The husky rolled it, watching as it tumbled and landed with “chest” up. He shrugged and put both of his feet on Ark’s chest.

Arcadia took a deep breath, the stench of Red’s stale, sweaty paws filling their nostrils. Red flexed his toes, the canine’s claws digging gently into Ark’s shirt. He pushed down with his legs, pressing his soft pads against the young caracal. Ark could feel the warmth radiating from them.

“Time for the other die.” Red tossed it to Miyak, not picking his feet up off of their little feline toy.

Hand a little shaky, he rolled it.

“Kiss,” the die informed them.

Red moved his feet and pulled them up, folding them under himself on the couch, to give Miyak room. The leopard’s breathing picked up a little.

“Awright, well…says ‘kiss’ so I guess that’s what ya gotta do. Roll of the fuckin’ dice, and all.” Miyak was talking to cover his nervousness, but he hopped off the couch and walked around to stand next to Ark’s head.

Balancing carefully he picked up a paw and lowered it to Arcadia’s face. From Ark’s perspective, the big, stinking foot loomed, growing until it filled their field of view. He rested the paw gently against Ark’s muzzle. The smell was overpowering. It filled their nostrils, their lungs. Their little pink nose was pressed firmly against the calloused pink pads of Miyak’s paw. They tried to pull away, but laying on the floor, there was no retreat.

“Th-th-that’s r-really gross, Miyak,” came their muffled voice from beneath the foot.

“Kiss it,” was all he replied, his voice low and soft.

If either of the men had been looking at Ark’s crotch they would have noticed the little tent there, the caracal now fully erect.

“If…if it’s what you want,” they said, arousal warring with disgust. They knew the moment that paw was descending to their face that they would do whatever he wanted, the token resistance coming from embarrassment and shame.

Puckering their lips, Ark did as they were told and kissed the proffered paw, its callouses rough against their soft muzzle. Though they didn’t lick it, breathing in with their mouth open they could taste the sweat, the dirt, the musk that seemed to emanate from it like a toxic cloud. Unprompted, they kissed it again, again. Peppering it with gentle pecks, they longed to grab hold of the beefy paw and push it against their face, burying themself between the claws. Their arms twitched as they struggled against the ropes to do just that, but Red had tied them well.

The moment seemed to stretch for an hour as the three took in the experience, all seeming to realize they had just crossed a boundary, that they were committed to this and there would be no turning back. Red leaned back on the couch, loosening the blue belt so he could casually slip a hand under the waistband of his tight black jeans and squeeze himself, bringing his cock out of its sheath as he watched. Miyak was at a loss, somewhat stunned the little cat was actually going through with it, kissing his paw and seeming to enjoy it. He was completely mesmerized by Arcadia’s willingness to put their lips on what had to be a very gross paw. He found the submission extremely arousing.

Finally pulling his paw away, Ark’s head lifted up with it, trying to get a last few kisses. Everyone was breathing heavily as Miyak sat back down on the couch.

” ’s yer turn, Red. Fuck.”

The husky rolled the die. Arcadia closed their eyes, not sure what they were hoping it would land on. They hadn’t seen it ahead of time but it had become obvious the guys were using sex dice, and they could only imagine what other actions the dice might require.

Without a word, Red got off the couch and stood over Ark, bare paws planted on either side of their hips. He lifted a leg and placed his paw on the small-framed cat’s crotch.

His voice a deep, gravely growl, “Hump it,” he commanded.

Biting their lip, Ark moved to obey, grinding their hips upwards and rubbing their hard bulge against the soft pads of the husky’s paw. A moan escaped their lips, cut off by their own embarrassment at showing their arousal. Still, they followed the instruction and continued to hump the tall pup’s paw, the pressure eliciting little gasps quiet exhalations as pleasure radiated up from their cock.

Red smiled down at the caracal as a thought popped into his head. He kept still while Ark kept grinding their crotch against his foot. He wiggled his toes, squeezing the little cock between his toes.

“I think that’s enough for now, don’t you?” he said, returning to his stance straddling them.

Arcadia moaned but simply nodded, even though they wanted to vigorously shake their head no.

The two continued like that for a short while, rolling the dice and torturing the poor cat by rubbing their rank paws on them, making them do degrading things to the stinky feet.

Finally Red rolled “lick,” and he hesitated. His feet were a little ticklish, but he thought maybe the dry, raspy feline tongue wouldn’t be too bad. He knelt down on top of Ark, knees to either side of their chest, sitting back on their stomach. His red eyes bored into the feline’s as he ran his hand through the thick mop of curly brown hair, gently scritching them between their tufted ears. The husky leaned down, the metal ring through his nose barely touching Ark’s little pink snout. He took their chin in his left hand, the metal of the prosthetic cold against Arcadia’s skin.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“F-f-for what?” Ark asked, more than a little nervous.

“I haven’t washed these paws in three days.” His breath was warm and actually a little sweet in Ark’s nose, a welcome scent, especially considering what was to follow. “You’re going to give them a tongue bath.”

Ark grimaced, but didn’t break the canine’s gaze, lost in those intense red eyes. There was kindness in them, but also a steely resolve that was not going to take “no” for an answer from his new toy.

“But-”

Red cut them off with a growl, showing his teeth. Ark whimpered and nodded. In their pants, their cock twitched and leaked a bit, body betraying their mind.

He got up and sat on the couch, unceremoniously pushing his black-padded paws against Arcadia’s muzzle. They nearly retched at the stench, an almost cheesy funk sending a shudder through their lithe body. For a moment they didn’t move, frozen in place by disgust. These were by far the worst-smelling paws Ark could imagine.

Finally, tentatively, they poked their tongue out of their muzzle, recoiling as they tasted the sweat and grime on Red’s paw. The husky responded by pushing his paws even harder into their face. Screwing their eyes shut, they stuck their tongue out again and gave an exploratory lick, running their tongue along a toe pad. It was hell. It was heaven. After a second lick, the caracal sighed and began to give him a tongue bath in earnest, dipping it between Red’s toes, cleaning out the filth and sweat. For Red’s part, he struggled to keep his feet in place, trying to ignore the tickling feelings. Miyak was watching, entranced, as the kid practically went to town on his buddy’s paws.

Red pointed at Ark’s crotch with a smirk. The leopard looked and saw their cock twitching, jumping in their pants, the bulge betraying their excitement. Letting it continue for a few minutes, Red finally couldn’t take any more and picked his feet up off their face.

Ark’s mind was in space, their body feeling like it was floating, buffeted by the scent of the older men’s sweaty paws that was making Miyak’s apartment smell sweatier than a gym locker room. They didn’t know what would be next, or how long the two were going to toy with them, but it didn’t really matter. They were satisfied.

–

Arcadia’s shoulders were beginning to get a little bit sore, their arms still tied behind their back. They didn’t say anything, however, not wanting anything to change. Miyak and Red had been using them as a footrest while they played video games, mostly an online shooter. Red’s paws were on their legs, with their face almost completely covered by the clouded leopard’s enormous paws. Every time a tense moment happened in their game, he would unconsciously flex his feet, his big pink beans squeezing against Ark’s face. The guys were shouting, laughing as they played, almost completely ignoring their friend on the floor, treating the caracal like a piece of furniture. Ark couldn’t be happier.

“On your left,” Red said, voice serious.

“Fuckin’ where the fuck, I ain’t even…SHIT, SHIT!”

They were silent for a few seconds while they concentrated, the clicks of the controller buttons and sticks cutting through the sounds of digital gunfire and explosions from the TV.

“Fuck, no fuckin’…AH FUCK!” Miyak shouted, dropping his controller on the couch in frustration. “Asshole came outta nowhere, shit.”

A quiet filled the apartment as he shut off the game.

“Well. I think I know how you can feel better after that defeat,” Red told him, his grin devious.

Miyak just looked at him, not sure where he was going with it. He was certainly out of ideas for how to play with the little caracal, not having done anything nearly this kinky ever before. Red nodded his head towards Ark and stuck his tongue into his cheek, bulging it out on the side. The cat knew immediately what his friend was implying. He wasn’t sure, feeling like it might be taking things a little too far. Then again, he knew Ark had been crushing on him for the entire semester, and was in such an aroused and submissive place they would probably do almost anything.

“Uh, k. Yeah, that’d be fuckin’ nice. Uh, you first? Me first? How…uh.” He didn’t know if they should untie Ark, or how to proceed, so was deferring to the more experienced canine.

“Follow my lead,” he said, removing his paws from Ark and standing up. Miyak did the same.

Red unbuckled his belt, sliding his jeans and boxers down to the floor and stepping out of them. He wasn’t hard, but his cock was quickly extending from his sheath, bright red against his white fur. The clouded leopard followed suit, though he was hard before he got his pants off. His cock tented out his hoodie, but his furred balls hung below the hem. Ark watched, blushing hard, as the two men disrobed, their lean bodies finally in view. The caracal had fantasized about Miyak more than once, and his slender form didn’t disappoint, fur dappled with the dark shading that gave his species its name. They nearly drooled seeing the two thick cocks bobbing over the pairs of heavy balls.

The next words out of Red’s muzzle shot electricity through Ark’s little body.

“The little cat’s got a mouth. Use it.”

Miyak looked down, taking a moment to figure out the logistics of it. He got down on all fours next to the smaller cat, and kissed them. The two felines made out, pink noses squished together, tongues darting back and forth, tasting each other. Ark’s breathing was heavy; they were so lost in the passionate kiss that they didn’t even notice when a pair of hands grabbed their waistband and pulled their pants down to their knees, revealing their little cock sticking straight up towards their belly.

Finally breaking the moment, Miyak pulled away with a smile. Wordlessly he swung a leg over Ark’s head, placing his crotch directly above their face. He reached between his legs to point his cock downwards, and without so much as an “open up,” he dropped his hips, forcing the rough, barbed feline shaft into Ark’s muzzle.

Arcadia’s eyes went wide, then half closed as they quickly got over the surprise of the intrusion, relaxing their jaw so that the thick cock had room to use their mouth without scraping teeth. Miyak started bucking his hips, humping his friend’s face, working his shaft in and out of the warm muzzle. Down at their waist, Red put a foot back on Ark’s cock, this time without the barrier of pants between penis and paw.

The husky grabbed his own thick rod, stroking himself as he watched the leopard facefuck the little caracal and started giving Ark a pawjob. He wiggled his toes, stroking the little cock up and down. Arcadia felt the warmth from his feet, the soft pads squeezing and kneading their member. Trying to be a good toy, they pushed their tongue up against the underside of Miyak’s cock, writhing and wrapping it around, stroking him with their tongue.

Miyak knew he wasn’t going to last long. He hadn’t hooked up in quite a while, and the long leadup had left him very horny. He looked over his shoulder as he kept humping, pushing deeper with each thrust until he felt his tip push into Ark’s throat, the younger feline’s nose pushing into the soft fur above his cock. He saw Red jerking himself off as he stroked Ark’s cock with his foot. Wanting to help make sure his buddy got off as well, he lifted his thickly furred tail to give Red a view of the little pink ring of his tailhole.

Red continued to watch, enjoying the sight of Miyak’s hole, his heavy balls slapping against Arcadia’s chin, the pink of his cock visible for a moment when he pulled out, disappearing again as he repeatedly hilted himself in Arcadia’s muzzle. His own hand moved a little faster, working himself quickly towards his orgasm.

It was too much for the little caracal. The entire afternoon of the nasty, stinky, wonderful, big paws in their face, and now Red’s warm foot on their cock and their mouth full of their favorite feline, sent them over the edge. Their body shook and spasmed, cock twitching as they came, shooting spurts of cum all over their tan belly.

“Oh shit,” was all Red said, his toes becoming sticky and coated in the last dribbling spurts of cum.

With a grunt he came as well, his heavy load shooting with surprising pressure to land mostly on Ark’s chest, mingling with their own cum already there. A glob hit Miyak’s thigh, but he didn’t notice. His own orgasm was blanking his mind and he buried his cock in Ark’s mouth, tip pushing into their throat. His balls pulled up and he froze, shooting three, four wads of cum down Arcadia’s gullet and into their belly. Ark took it, their throat clenching with each swallow, milking the big feline cock of all of its cum.

The three boys grunted, groaned, panted and huffed as their ecstasy washed over and through them, reveling in their own and each other’s pleasure. As he came down from his peak, Miyak withdrew from Ark’s mouth with a wet “pop” and stood up. Red rolled them over and untied them, massaging their wrists, ankles, and shoulders, to get the blood flowing again. The mixed cum on their stomach smeared into the carpet and their fur, making a sticky mess. The two men helped Ark to their feet, and they stood between for a moment, swaying, mind still soaring.

Ark looked up at Red, then in a moment of unusual boldness reached out and grabbed the husky’s knotted cock, giving it a gentle squeeze of thanks. Turning to Miyak, the man they had quietly pined for during an entire year of school, they looked up, the leopard’s bright blue eyes seeming to bore into them.

“How…why…how?” was all they could get out, completely out of words.

Unconcerned about the mess, Miyak simply took the little caracal into an embrace, wrapping his long arms around the slender cat and pressing their bodies together. His slowly softening cock pressed into Arcadia’s stomach, but his body’s warmth was more than comforting. It was comfortable.

“Don’t fuckin’ worry ’bout it. But uh. I guess my paws are yours. If you want ’em again.”

Trying not to get overly emotional, realizing this was probably the tall cat’s way of saying “do you want to go out with me?” but they were far too vulnerable from the intensity of unexpectedly living out their fantasy to avoid a little sniffle.

“Yeah. I’d like that.”[image: image1.png]Seelie Court Press
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