Rent’s Due
Ch. 1: Whored Out
By: Red Rocktober
Cedar couldn’t believe he’d let his roommate, Alix, talk him into this. They were pretty desperate for rent money, but still. The big stallion had accidentally walked in on him jerking off, two fingers up his ass, with some rough sissy porn on his pc. After an awkward silence broken only by the little deer’s whimpering moan as he came, dribbling his load out of his petite prick, Alix had just said “I have an idea,” and left the room. A week later and Cedar was standing in the little entrance hallway of their shared apartment, wearing a sheer white blouse, a black and blue plaid miniskirt, and matching lacy bra, thong, and stockings. His feet were tucked into a pair of black calf-height riding boots, their low heels not giving Cedar much additional height. There was a collar and chastity cage sitting on the small wooden table where they would usually set their keys and other pocket bits.

The bay-coated Shire horse had posted on FurLife, digging deep into some of the smaller and ambiguously-titled groups to find what he was looking for. It didn’t actually take all that long, and after just a few days of e-mails back and forth with photos, setting boundaries, expectations, and pricing, and Alix had set up a “buyer” for the little white-tailed deer. Two buyers, actually, but for simply taking Cedar out for an afternoon, they were willing to pay enough to cover rent for a few months. He almost couldn’t believe how quickly they had agreed to the price, which Alix had thought was a bit of a wild ask, not having any sort of experience pimping. He had cursed in both triumph and frustration when the e-mail came through accepting his price. Triumph for sealing the deal and keeping a roof over their heads for a while longer, frustration in realizing he could have obviously asked for more.

The pair, a dragon and a rottweiler, had expressed an interest in taking Cedar out in public in feminine clothes, and had specifically requested the chastity cage that they would put on when they arrived. The agreement was to pay up front, and no permanent harm to Cedar. Other than that, they could treat him like a pet and sex toy all afternoon.

He was nervous. Alix hadn’t even told him who was coming, or what they would be doing. Two days prior he had burst into Cedar’s room again and started rummaging through his closet. Cedar had protested, but the big horse had completely ignored his whining, pulling out an armful of clothes that had been tucked away in the back. Alix had shoved Cedar off the bed and laid them all out, pensive as he set tops over leggings or skirts, mixing them up until he found a combination he liked. The deer just cowered on the floor, not sure what was happening, but assuming it wasn’t going to go well for him.

“Saturday, noon, be dressed and in the front hall ready to go. You’ll finally get your chance to wear this shit in public. You’d like that wouldn’t you, sissy?” he had sneered at Cedar.

The little deer couldn’t deny the stirring between his legs at the idea of actually dressing for someone else, instead of just flouncing about in his own room, fucking himself with fingers or a dildo, imagining beefy boys using his little tailhole for their pleasure. He just nodded meekly, starting to ask what Alix meant, wanting to know if he would be dressing for his roommate or someone else, or for any details at all.

The stocky draft horse had stomped out of the room, tossing the selected outfit at the deer. Alix was conflicted and was hiding his guilt at whoring his roommate out under a veil of indifference bordering on anger. For his part, Cedar tried on the outfit, looking at himself in the mirror, spinning to watch the little skirt flip up to reveal his round, dappled ass, cheeks spread just slightly from the strip of the thong. Alix’s commanding tone and disregard for Cedar’s wants was a bit of a turn-on, and both men found themselves aroused by the new dynamic.

The morning arrived and Cedar awoke with butterflies in his stomach and a tent in his sheets. He immediately got dressed after his shower. He had considered jerking off, or opening himself up a little with his dildo, but he decided to keep himself horny and tight for whatever was going to happen. He spent the few hours until noon looking at himself in his mirror, pacing his room, and nervously scrolling online. Finally it was ten till noon, and Cedar made his way out into the little entryway, boots thudding softly in the carpet.

He stood waiting, patient, for whatever was going to happen. A knock boomed through the little hallway, amplified by his nervousness and almost drowned out by the thudding of his own heart. He heard the sound of hooves behind and Alix brushed past him. The two shared a look, eyes saying more to each other than words could. There was a moment of warmth and care in the big horse’s dark eyes, before his face hardened and he turned away to open the door.

There stood a dragon, almost completely blocking the entire doorway. Cedar looked him up and down, the red striping accentuating his enormous biceps, exposed by the short sleeves of his t-shirt. The deer’s gaze traveled to the mountainous pecs, barely contained by the tight fitting fabric. He swallowed hard when he noticed the sizeable bulge in the dragon’s jeans, mouth simultaneously dry from fear and salivating with anticipation. His eyes returned to meet the dragon’s gaze, the red orbs full of hunger as a grin split his muzzle.

“Come on in, guys,” Alix said, stepping aside to let the hulking serpent into the entryway.

“Guys, plural?” thought Cedar.

As the dragon stepped inside, tucking his wings in close, Cedar saw a rottweiler behind him, not nearly as tall but still an enormous canine. He walked in, steel spikes on a collar glinting in the sun, and the three introduced one another. The big black and gray dragon was aptly named “Red,” matching his eyes and striations. Cedar’s eyes widened as the rottie, Bane, handed Alix a thick envelope, money visible under the open flap. He began to realize the nature of his roommate’s “idea.”

“Well then, let’s inspect the merchandise, shall we?” Bane said, circling the little deer like a hawk circling its prey.

When he got around behind the boy, he hooked a finger under the plaid miniskirt and lifted it up, giving an appreciative “hmm” as he looked at Cedar’s plump rear end, sitting on top of a pair of deliciously thick thighs. Bane resisted the urge to pull the femme deer’s thong out of the way and poke at his tailhole, deciding to save that treat for later.

Red stepped up and looked down at Cedar, placing an enormous hand between his antlers, practically palming his head.

“Perfect,” he said, noting that the deer’s muzzle was almost exactly at crotch height. “How’s it look back there?” he asked his companion.

“Oh, we’re gonna have a good time with this one bro. She’s nice and juicy.”

Cedar closed his eyes, the voice from behind him sending a shiver through as the two immediately took to feminizing him without hesitation.

“Excellent.” Red’s voice was low, gravelly. “Get her ready.”

Bane came back around in front of Cedar and grabbed the delicate silver ring sitting on the little side table, hooking it around Cedar’s neck and turning the clasp on the back. It was not obviously a collar, but the weight of it made it clear as a mark of ownership.

“Skirt up, slut, and get that thong out of the way,” Red commanded as Bane took the chastity cage in hand.

Cedar obeyed, lifting up the hem of his skirt with one hand, and pulled his black thong aside to reveal his cock, the little pink shaft about half hard.

“Now now, we can’t have this, can we,” Bane scolded him, pushing the ring down around Cedar’s rod and easily pulling the two little balls through it. He placed the steel cage around Cedar’s tip and shoved it downwards, eliciting a whimper from the deer, and slipped the locking pin through the slot. He clipped the lock in, and tucked the key into a pocket with a wicked grin.

“Now now, we can’t have this, can we,” Bane scolded him, pushing the ring down around Cedar’s rod and easily pulling the two little balls through it. He placed the steel cage around Cedar’s tip and shoved it downwards, eliciting a whimper from the deer, and slipped the locking pin through the slot. He clipped the lock in, and tucked the key into a pocket with a wicked grin.

Alix watched the proceedings with fascination, more than a little aroused by seeing his roommate debased and dominated. His hand absently went to his crotch, squeezing his growing erection, fantasies of using Cedar himself floating around his head. He mostly fucked women, but Cedar was becoming quite the sexy girl in front of his eyes.

Red unhooked a thin, black leather leash from a belt loop, clipping the end to the loop on Cedar’s collar.

“All right, slut, we’ve paid good money for you. You’d better not disappoint. Now then, how about we all go for a nice walk?”

Not waiting for a response, the two burly men walked out of the front door, tugging him along after.

–

Red unhooked a thin, black leather leash from a belt loop, clipping the end to the ring on Cedar’s collar and handed the looped handle to Bane.

“All right, slut, we’ve paid good money for you. You’d better not disappoint. Now then, how about we all go for a nice walk?”

Not waiting for a response, the two burly men walked out of the front door, tugging him along after.

–

The three were strolling down the sidewalk, though it wouldn’t have been strictly accurate to say that all three were enjoying the warm sunshine and fresh air. Cedar’s cheeks were flushed, heated by more than the rays of the sun. Other folks out walking stared as the trio passed by. Red was a sight on his own, towering over everyone they passed, but the tiny femboy on the end of Bane’s leash drew plenty of eyes.

They would stop in front of shops, looking at whatever wares were displayed in the windows. Neither Bane nor Red was looking to buy anything- they had already made their purchase for the day- but the pretense allowed them the opportunity to embarrass Cedar.

“Sit,” Bane ordered, not loudly but stern.

Cedar dropped into a crouch, palms resting on the rough sidewalk, mimicking a sitting dog as best he could. In that position, his skirt rode up and revealed the rounded cheeks of his plump rear, hovering a few inches off the ground. He could feel the breeze ruffling the fur on his ass and knew it was visible to all. He both hoped and feared that the metal of his chastity cage could also be seen, hanging down between his legs.

As the two men absently commented on the quality of this or that in the window, Red reached down to gently pet the back of his head. Cedar leaned into the enormous palm, antlers keeping him from getting a good nuzzle. For a moment he could ignore the angry mutters, the shocked gasps, the appreciative grunts of the other pedestrians.

Bane looked down at the leashed deer and decided he didn’t want to wait any longer for a piece of Cedar’s ass. Without warning he tugged the leash, dragging the deer to his feet. Cedar yelped but did his best to catch up.

They only went half a block before Bane pulled him into an alley, hardly going more than a dozen feet down it before the rottie turned and grabbed him by the shoulders. Bane shoved him roughly against the brick wall, Cedar reacting just quickly enough to get his hands up before his snout hit the wall. With a nod to Red, he flipped Cedar’s miniskirt up and grabbed the deer’s ass, a cheek in each hand.

The big drake crossed his arms and leaned back against the opposite wall in the entrance, his bulk acting more to ensure no one joined than it would keep anyone from seeing what was happening. He kicked a foot up, resting it against the wall behind him and smirked as he watched, looking forward to his turn with the little slut.

For Cedar’s part, he took a deep breath as he felt the thin cloth of his thong pulled out from his butt and snapped back with a mild sting against his cheek. His cock began to strain against his chastity cage, the metal cage painfully keeping him from becoming erect. He giggled as he felt a warm nose pushing directly beneath his white tail, Bane’s big hands pulling his buttocks apart and probing his tailhole with a wet tongue.

Bane stood.

“You ready to get fucked, little faggot?” the big dog growled from above him.

Cedar tried to nod, but his antlers bonked the wall in front of him, startling him for a moment. Bane barked out a laugh, slapping the femboy’s ass. There was a quiet sound as Bane unzipped his jeans, fishing his bright red canine cock out and placing the tip up against Cedar’s tight puckered entrance. He had to bend his knees and squat a little to get his cock low enough on the short white-tail.

Bucking his hips upwards he pushed in to his knot in a single thrust, eliciting a yelp from Cedar. Bane’s cock was long, thick, and veiny, proportional to the beefy rottweiler. Cedar was thankful he was a dog with a pointed tip, rather than an equine with a tip as thick and flat as the rest. While it more than stretched him open, at least it slid in easily.

Red grunted appreciatively, his jeans showing his obvious bulge as his cock was completely out of his slit. Cedar closed his purple eyes, breathing heavy as he tried to relax his tailhole so it could accommodate the intrusion. Bane was not being gentle, thrusting roughly into his ass, knot bumping against his little muscled ring, balls swinging forward to thud quietly against his own.

The rottweiler’s tail wagged as Cedar’s tight backdoor massaged his cock, the boy’s internal muscles rippling along his length, the warm hole working him off. Cedar was moaning loudly, unable to control himself as he was used literally like a back alley hooker by this beefy pup, and in broad daylight too.

A middle aged bengal tiger, well manicured and in a charcoal tailored suit that matched the silvery hair between his ears, had almost passed the alley when he stopped and practically did a double take at the sounds coming from down the dingy, narrow lane. He was holding a small box from a nearby jewelry store and a single rose. He took a step towards the alleyway but stopped when Red placed a hand on his chest, gently but with purpose.

“Look, but don’t touch. He’s not for you, friend,” Red told him.

“I can pay” he said without hesitation.

He had misread the situation, thinking Cedar was a street walker and Red was his pimp. He also had not seen the chastity cage, assuming the deer was a woman. Though he liked a big pair of tits he didn’t care if their chest was flat, as long as the hole was tight. And even that was negotiable.

Red almost told him to buzz off but had a second thought. Cedar had cost them quite a bit, and while he and Bane had discussed the possibility of offering him up for public use they hadn’t agreed one way or the other. The agreement with Alix was that he was theirs to use as they please, so why not recoup a little bit of their expenses while also enjoying whoring the boy out. The dragon looked back at the tiger, his eyes falling on the little card tucked on top of the jewelry box, and could read the word “birthday” on it.

“Well…All right. Fifty bucks. Seventy five if you don’t use a rubber.”

The tiger didn’t even blink.

“How much for ‘greek?’”

The dragon’s red eye ridges went up as he suppressed a devious grin, realizing the tiger hadn’t even realized he was lusting after a slut with a cock.

“One fifty, up front, not negotiable.”

Without hesitation the big bengal pulled his wallet out with his free paw, thumbing out several fifty dollar bills and handing three to the dragon. Red shrugged, more than a little amused at their good fortune, and tucked the cash in his pocket.

“All right, come on. But wait your turn.”

He straightened up, allowing the feline to squeeze past him into the alley, the tiger keeping a respectful distance from the rutting pair.

Bane was completely oblivious to the transaction that just took place, his focus on tightening in his balls as he started getting close to peaking. Cedar didn’t notice either, his awareness filled with the fat cock that was filling his ass, unaware that his ass had just been sold again. All he knew was that he wanted the knot that kept bumping against his tailhole, teasing him with its additional thickness.

Cedar was bucking his hips back against the beefy rottweiler, his soft buttocks bouncing against the bigger man’s hips, the thick shaft pushing against his prostate. His cock twitched and pulsed, trying to swell in his cage, precum dripping down to patter quietly onto the pavement, inaudible over the sounds of Bane’s fucking.

“I’m going to load your ass,” he growled, grabbing the deer by his hips and thrusting hard.

“Knot me daddy,” Cedar panted breathlessly.

Bane obliged, popping the bulge past Cedar’s still resistant tailhole and grunting. He came, emptying his balls deep in Cedar’s ass, spurts of his thick seed shooting out from the tip of his canine cock. Cedar’s little tail twitched, white fur flashing as he reflexively clenched against the throbbing shaft inside him. With a wet sound Bane withdrew, giving Cedar’s round ass another playful smack. He wiped his cock on the deer’s butt, tan fur glistening from the deposited cum. He was breathing hard, still coming down from his peak.

The rottweiler finally noticed the waiting tiger. He had started to growl quietly when he looked to Red who gave him a smile and a nod. Bane shrugged, tucking his cock back into his pants and carefully zipping up.

Cedar, ass sore from the rough use, having been lubricated only with a bit of Bane’s spit, turned his head to look at the interloper. A thick blob of dog cum escaped his hole to drop from under his skirt.

“Ah, hm. Here, hold these?” the bengal turned, handing the flower and jewelry box to the big drake. Red looked amused, but obliged the man.

Cedar, ass sore from the rough use, having been lubricated only with a bit of Bane’s spit, turned his head to look at the interloper. A thick blob of dog cum escaped his hole to drop from under his skirt.

“W-wait, wha-?” he started to protest, his voice high and squeaky from fright.

“Don’t worry hun, you’re paid for. I won’t be gentle, but I’ll be quick anyway,” the tiger responded, unbuckling his slacks and opening them to reveal his barbed feline cock.

“N-n-no, hold on” Cedar continued to argue. He almost complained to Bane or Red, that he hadn’t agreed to this, but he realized he hadn’t agreed to any of it, and he really didn’t know what the terms Alix had worked out with them were.

“Shush darlin’, you’ll get your cut. Now be a good girl and hold still. Or don’t, either way.”

He didn’t let Cedar get another word in, stepping up and roughly jamming his rod into the deer’s backside. His entrance was noticeably easier than Bane’s had been, the freshly fucked hole slick with jizz, but his withdrawal was less than pleasant, barbs scratching at Cedar’s insides.

The little femboy realized the man thought he was a hooker, and a woman, and a shiver of excitement washed through him at being so thoroughly feminized. He could hear Alix’s sneering admonishment in his head. “You’d like that wouldn’t you, sissy?” He did in fact love that he had been mistaken for a girl, and was more than just a little bit aroused at being so casually used by this passerby.

The tiger hadn’t been lying. He was both rough and quick, slamming in and out of the still tight boy pussy. His hands slipped under Cedar’s skirt and took hold of his hips. They were strong, and he pulled the deer back hard with each forward thrust, forcing out a series of yelps, whines, and whimpers. The sight drew a mix of scoffs and even cheers from the few people who didn’t simply hurry on and pretend they hadn’t seen anything.

It took maybe a minute before he was cumming, his pace picking up even more before he hilted himself in Cedar’s ass and groaned, a surprisingly thick load filling the little deer’s booty. Cedar moaned, trying to clench and hold it in as the raspy feline cock pulled out. The tiger followed Bane’s lead and wiped himself on Cedar’s other cheek. He pulled out his wallet and placed another fifty dollar bill just below the bushy little tail and snapped the thong back into its place, nestled down the cleft between the thick cheeks.

Tucking himself away and buckling his belt, he grabbed the rose and gift from Red. He held out a small card, however, a plain black card. The dragon flipped it back and forth a few times before finally realizing that in slightly raised lettering, a phone number had been embossed.

“Thanks fellas. Quite the piece there. I’d love to have her for some, ah, private events some time. That’s a secure number. Hit me up and we’ll sort something out.”

With a final glance back at Cedar he walked off, shiny black dress shoes clicking on the pavement of the sidewalk.

Cedar looked from Bane to Red, wondering what else they could possibly do. He had been whored out to them by his roommate, and then further whored out again. He could not imagine a more degrading experience than having a stranger tuck money in his thong after fucking him in an alleyway, but Red’s grin and hand stroking the bulge at the dragon’s crotch told him there was still more to come.

–

The three had wandered into a fairly pricey clothing boutique. The kind of place Cedar could only have dreamed of shopping in, but assumed he never would. Yet here he was, and contrary to the previous callous abuse, Red was being very encouraging and suggesting he take this top or those strappy heels or that pair of stockings and garters to the changing room to try. He had even unclipped the leash, though there was practically no need for it. Cedar didn’t stray fair from the big dragon. He was trying not to look at the price tags, or become to attached to the pieces he picked out, assuming this would be just a for-fun trip to try on sexy clothes.

“Come on sweetheart, let’s go see how these look. I bet those heels would make that booty poke out even more,” Red rumbled with a wink.

Cedar’s face flushed, but he made his way happily towards the back of the store where the dressing rooms were. Red was following, his massive frame towering over the racks. The deer ducked under the floor length curtain that served as the only privacy barrier and Red moved to follow his white tail in like a target.

“OH, uh, excuse- excuse me sir! You can’t go with her-”

Bane appeared seemingly out of nowhere to stand in front of the hybrid that was chasing after them. He looked at the store clerk’s name tag, just about at Bane’s eye level. The wolf dragon was taller than he, but still not as big as Red.

“Coda, is it? Tell you what, Coda, look the other way and you can have your own turn with him.”

The gray hybrid’s ears, lined with a bright cyan fur that he had dyed the tips of his black hair to match, perked up.

“Uh, oh, he’s not exactly my type…tend to prefer smaller, men, but- but anyway, no, they cannot-”

Bane interrupted him again.

“Not the dragon, dork, the deer.”

Coda blinked his blue eyes, wings and tail flitting in surprise. Thoughts ran through his head, the little femboy had been exceptionally cute. He could think of quite a few things to do with the deer, only a few of them feasible in a clothing shop dressing room.

He glanced around the store. There was only one person perusing the racks and displays. He figured after they checked out or left he could step off the floor long enough to sample the pleasures the girly boy had to offer.

“Of course, sir. Take all the time you need. I’ll be near the register whenever you’re ready for my, ah, assistance.”

Coda turned and walked away, the cyan of his tail ridges and wingtip claws and undersides striking against the gray and black of his fur and dress shirt. Bane posted up next to the dressing room, one ear on the goings-on inside, the other listening around the store in case some other employee tried to pop in and be helpful.

Inside the curtained cubicle, Red took the gathered clothes from Cedar and set them in a pile to the side.

“Go on then. Strip down, babygirl.”

Cedar bit his lip but took began unbuttoning his blouse, the thick ruff of light tan fur on his chest puffing out around his bra. Red reached a hand out and the deer put the blouse in his hand. He turned around to face the curtain, his tail towards the dragon crammed in the back of the small space. He started to bend down to unbuckle his boots, but a hand on his back stopped him.

“Keep the boots on.” His voice was low, husky as he whispered his instructions to the deer.

“But how will I try on the heels?” Cedar asked, confused.

“Fuck the heels, there’ll be time for that later. My cock isn’t going to suck itself.”

Cedar looked down at the dragon’s crotch, the bulge there seeming bigger than anything he’d taken before. Still, he did as instructed and slipped the skirt and thong down his legs, bending over and shaking his tail end from side to side to give the drake a show. He had forgotten about the cash tucked under his thong, and it fluttered to the ground as the thin black strip slid out from his plump rump. He turned back around to face Red, his little cock caged but dripping. He wanted to cum so bad, but had no idea if he was going to be allowed to until the pair returned him home.

Red folded his beefy arms across his chest, just under his barely constrained pecs. Cedar was practically drooling looking him over, the draconic adonis just smirking at him, waiting for him to finish ogling. The deer momentarily drifted into fantasy land, imagining the big red and gray dragon stripping down too, allowing him to stroke, squeeze, and kiss those muscles before throwing him down, pinning him and railing him hard.

Red cleared his throat.

“I said my cock isn’t going to suck itself.”

That snapped Cedar out of his erotic reverie and he took a tiny step forward to get between Red’s legs. He moaned with anticipation as he put his hands on Red’s crotch, undoing the button and zipper of the dragon’s black jeans, opening them to reveal his thick ridged cock, bright red against the gray scales of Red’s belly. The long shaft led to a thick knot at the base, thicker than Bane’s. Cedar’s asshole twinged in anticipatory pain at the thought of being stretched open by that big piece.

He stuck his pink tongue out from his snout and gave it a lick, flicking the tip, curling his tongue around the shaft. Cedar grabbed the base with his hand, the dragon’s cock so thick his encircling fingers did not meet. He ran his tongue from the base to the tip on the underside, feeling the ridges and the rigidity.

Red took hold of the deer’s antlers and pulled his head down, slowly forcing Cedar to take the big rod into his warm muzzle.

“That’s it, little girl. Suck my cock like a good slut.”

Cedar tried to moan but his voice was muffled by the meat filling his mouth. Red didn’t give him much choice, using the femboy’s antlers as handlebars to take his cock over and over. Each time he pulled, he forced his cock a little deeper until finally he was sliding in and out of the cervine’s throat.

He looked up, purple eyes meeting the intense pair of red irises above him. It was difficult to maintain eye contact with the dragon shoving his snout into the soft scales over his cock, thick tip penetrating his throat and causing his neck to visibly bulge.

“Gonna fill that belly,” Red growled.

The dragon pushed Cedar’s head all the way down as he started to cum, his cock swelling and pulsing in the deer’s throat. He hadn’t expected to cum so quickly, but watching his buddy and that rando using Cedar’s backside had gotten him really worked up. He unloaded thick spurts, body shuddering as his muscles tensed and relaxed, the waves of his orgasm washing over him. Cedar held still, struggling to keep from gagging and pulling off of the thick cock blocking his airway. He could feel his stomach swelling, the gooey seed pumping into it and coating his insides.

He was about to tap out or pass out when Red let go of him, his body instinctively whipping back to pull off with a wet, slurping “pop.” He gasped and sputtered, strands of saliva and semen bridging his muzzle and the still-twitching shaft in front of him. Cedar struggled to catch his breath, wiping his mouth on his arm and leaving a slick, sticky streak in the fur.

“Round two, slut. I’m taking that ass.”

Outside the dressing room, Bane heard Red’s grunting and Cedar’s gasping. Coda’s turn.

“Hey hybrid boy. You’re up.” he almost shouted across the shop. The lone customer looked his way, confusion on their face. Coda hurried through ringing up their order, stuffing the clothes into bags rather than folding them neatly. The customer started to protest, but the wolf-dragon simply shooed her out of the store with a string of “so sorry’s” and “need to close’s” and “thank you come again’s.”

He locked the door and turned the little cardboard sign there around so that “Closed” was facing out. Not wanting to waste any time, he was unzipping his pants and pulling his knotted cyan cock out, already hard and ready for action.

In the dressing room, Cedar was whimpering. He was too short to take Red standing, so the dragon had simply picked him up and was pulling him back slowly, impaling him on the thick cock like a roast on a spit. The little deer’s hole, though already well-used, was tight around Red’s massive tool. It was stretching him open beyond anything he’d taken before. Cedar screwed his eyes shut, trying to relax but his body kept instinctively clenching his muscles around the intrusion, trying to keep it out. Red groaned, the warm tailhole squeezing him, Cedar’s inner muscles rippling along his length.

Coda whisked the curtain to the side, startling a yelp out of the deer.

“Oh fuck,” the hybrid grunted out, his blue eyes met with the sight of the little femboy deer stuffed full of dragon cock, practically hanging off the big drake’s front, held up in Red’s hands cradling him.

“Wh-what?” Cedar was beyond embarrassed at being found like that, the contradictory arousal forcing his cock to swell against his cage, precum dripping down to the carpet of the dressing room floor, little damp spots forming where they landed.

He yelped as the knot at the base of Red’s cock hit his tailhole, the slowly widening shaft having stretched him to his limits. A sharp but momentary bite of pain shot up from between his plump cheeks, heightening the pleasure he was feeling from the slow skewering and the pressure against his prostate.

Coda realized there was not nearly enough room for the three of them to squeeze into the little stall. Glancing back over his shoulder at the door to confirm he had thrown the bolt, he shrugged and grabbed Cedar’s antlers, ramming his cock unceremoniously into the deer’s muzzle.

“That’s the way,” Bane said. The rottie smacked Coda’s ass, pushing his shaft farther into the little white-tail’s mouth as Coda reflexively bucked his hips to pull away from the stinging palm.

“Hold on, friend. I have a thought,” Red’s voice rumbled.

Cedar would have whimpered, but he was far too occupied to make a sound. His nose was buried in the gray fur of the wolf-dragon’s crotch. He could see the clear definition of abs peeking between a gap in the black dress shirt. Trying to support himself as he was truly spitroasted by the two winged and well-hung men he grabbed on to Coda’s legs, feeling the muscles in his thighs flex and shift as he slowly fucked Cedar’s face.

Red’s grip around Cedar’s torso tightened, his hands big enough to almost completely surround the little femboy. The tips of his fingers did touch just above the chastity cage, around his narrow waist. He started to move Cedar forwards and backwards, pumping him on the two cocks like a fleshlight. Rather than the men humping him, Red was pistoning him to take both of their lengths in each end.

His eyes were wide, mouth and ass stretched open, dragon cock pulling out of his ass as wolf cock filled his throat, and vice versa.

“Damn, where’d you find this cocksleeve?” Coda asked, tilting his head back as his shaft was massaged by Cedar’s tongue.

Bane chuckled. “Hm. I think we could hook you up with our contact.”

Cedar didn’t even hear his body effectively being sold yet again, his entire sensory world was overwhelmed. When he did manage to open his eyes, all he could see was the toned stomach moving closer and farther as Red pumped him. His nose only detected the musk of the three, and the strong scent of sex that was filling the store.

Bane pulled out his own dick, stroking himself as he watched the little deer getting railed.

“Yeah he’s been a good slut today. We may buy him again some time. Try to get a little more use out of him in public, I think,” he said with a grin.

Cedar did hear that part. His mind was filled with thoughts of sucking Red and Bane off under the table at a cafe, or bouncing on their cocks in the park, bending over every bench and stump to take their loads and the loads of joggers passing by. Despite the lack of direct stimulation he could feel his balls beginning to shift, tightening up, the intense stimulation pushing him towards orgasm.

Coda was panting and Red’s snout was split in a snarl of pleasure, the tight tailhole wrapped around his cock drawing him out, working him up to another peak. Coda had been hard since Bane’s offer, awkwardly trying to hide his erection from the one customer. He wouldn’t last long.

The deer was lost in his own mind, his debasement complete. He was nothing more than warm holes for big men to empty their seed into, using him like the sex doll he was. Cedar even forgot about the clothes he had picked out to try, how badly he wanted to wear them and look pretty for his boys. It didn’t even strike him as odd that these two men who he had not even known before they showed up at the door earlier, handing an envelope of cash to Alix, he know thought of as “his boys.” They had snapped the chastity cage and collar on him, and he felt a powerful sense of ownership from them.

Coda came first, his wings visibly shaking as his cock shot his cum down Cedar’s throat.

“Ohh, FUCK yes! Fffffuuuuuck.” He could barely talk as his orgasm washed over him, his passion flowing out through his tip into the deer’s muzzle.

Red continued to pump the femboy back and forth, Cedar gulping down the canine seed hungrily, his tongue lapping at the pulsing shaft in his mouth. Coda was frozen, his oversensitive cock twitching in the warm muzzle. After a moment he finally stumbled backwards, a final glob of cum spurting out to land on Cedar’s snout, adding to the natural white speckles on the small band of gray fur there.

Bane and Red came at the same time, the pup leaving his thick load in the thick fur on the small of Cedar’s back. Red slammed Cedar backwards, popping his knot inside the deer’s ass forcefully. Holding the boy still he blasted almost as much cum into the tight little tailhole as he had down Cedar’s throat.

Feeling the warm liquid on his back and filling up his insides once more sent him over the edge. Cedar shook and a little dribble of cervine seed dripped from his cock. He had never cum while soft, but the cage kept even his small dick from becoming fully hard. Coda noticed the small white blobs falling from below the deer and grinned.

Red’s grip tightened around Cedar’s waist as he finished painting the femboy’s insides. Bane once again wiped his cock on the boy’s ass, smacking it with the meaty rod a couple times before tucking himself away. He felt so full, with three loads of cum up his ass and two in his stomach. His belly was visibly bloated from all of the jizz he had taken.

The dragon pulled Cedar off of his cock, the tight ring dragging backwards and staying gaped open for just a moment before squeezing shut. It was pink, raw from the intense and repeated use. He struggled to keep it closed and keep the mixed cum from running out and down his legs.

Cedar nearly stumbled and fell when Red set him on his feet, adjusting his thong and his skirt in a daze. His purple eyes were glassy, distant, and there was a grin on his face. He was hardly aware of what was going on as Red and Bane bought all the outfits he had picked to try on, making him carry the bags home. Coda gave them a significant discount, and got on his phone to begin messaging the contact they had provided the moment they walked out the door.

–

At their apartment, Alix was breathing heavily. He had just cum for the third time since Cedar left, no longer bothering to contain it with a towel or sock, simply shooting into the carpet in front of his computer chair. Unbeknownst to Cedar, the guys had been snapping pictures and short videos and messaging them to Alix the entire time. The draft horse’s cock was drooping downwards, softening quickly, his balls empty and spent.

He looked over at the envelope again. Their rent was covered for the next three months, more than enough for them to get on their feet and get ahead.

His phone beeped. He saw the little e-mail icon on the screen and turned back to his computer to check it. Alix’s eyebrows went up when he saw it was an e-mail from someone he didn’t know. His look of surprise turned to a wicked grin when he read it. The payment from Red and Bane had sent them up nicely and he hadn’t really planned on whoring his roommate out again, but now that he had another offer in his inbox, he didn’t think he could turn it down. The money would be awesome of course, but his cock started to swell again at the thought of yet another man using the little deer.

A knock at the door broke him out of his train of thought. The horse got up and looked out the peephole. Seeing it was just the three boys he didn’t bother getting his pants back on, opening the door naked and half hard.

Bane shoved Cedar through the open doorway, causing him to drop the shopping bags and reach out to grab a hold of the only thing he could to steady himself: Alix’s cock.

“He was a good lay. Worth the price. A good little bitch,” Bane said by way of product review.

“I think we’ll probably buy him again some time,” Red said. “There’s always more fun to be had.”

The two turned and walked off. Bane and Red shared a glance and a sly grin. The rottie had pocketed the key to Cedar’s chastity cage.

After shutting the door Alix pushed Cedar off of his now fully hard erect horsecock.

“Go shower you filthy faggot. You smell like a back alley whore.”

Cedar looked him up and down, eyes pausing for a moment on his long rod.

“Y-yeah…s-sorry,” he mumbled, making his way back to the bathroom, aware of Alix’s eyes glued to his ass. He clenched it reflexively, afraid his roommate would take advantage of his dazed state and break him open. Afraid, and maybe a little hopeful.[image: image1.png]Seelie Court Press
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