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Cedar had been frustrated for a week and a half. The two men that had “purchased” him had taken the key to the chastity cage they’d put on him. He told his roommate, Alix, and the horse just laughed in his face.

“I guess you’re stuck in it forever.”

The little deer had hoped he would do something like ask for it back, but that was apparently not going to happen. The big equine had also taken to going naked around the apartment, his thick horsecock swinging as he walked, or draped over his leg with balls almost hanging off the couch when he sat watching tv. If Cedar hadn’t been caged he would have been hard basically all the time. He noticed his roommate making excuses to touch him. A hand brushing his ass as they passed each other in the hallway, coming up behind Cedar and pushing his cock against the deer’s back in the kitchen. One afternoon Cedar had come home from getting groceries and walked in to Alix jerking off in the living room, porn on the tv.

After a moment of surprise Cedar decided to ignore it.

“Are you going to come help me?” he asked from the doorway, hands full with the bags of groceries.

“Only if you help me first,” Alix replied, not pausing his stroking.

That caught Cedar off guard and he blushed, his little cock straining against the cage. He was sorely tempted, but wasn’t ready to give in to his roommate’s obvious advances. Alix had been taking more and more liberties with him ever since selling his body online so that they could cover rent.

While he stood and thought about what to do, the draft horse finished, gaze never leaving the deer, thick spurts of ropy white cum shooting from the end of his cock to land on the carpet in front of the couch. After the first two shots, the rest of his cum squirted and oozed from the dip to run down the length of his shaft, coating it and his hand. Alix stood, walking over to the still-open door where Cedar had not yet moved with the groceries. His cock was still twitching, pulsing through the end of his orgasm.

The stallion wiped his cum-coated hand on Cedar’s face, getting his fur damp and sticky.

“Better clean up. You’re getting picked up in two hours.”

Cedar had reflexively squeezed his eyes shut at the unexpected use of his face as a towel, but they snapped back open at that.

“W-we didn’t make enough from the last time?”

Alix actually hesitated for a moment as a flash of guilt at whoring his roommate out went through his mind. They had in fact made enough to cover several months of rent, enough for them to stabilize their cash flow and get back on their feet. But he decided he wasn’t going to tell Cedar that.

“Maybe if you were a higher quality piece, we could have. Now put all these away and go shower. I’m sure your next customer wants you fresh.”

Cedar swallowed hard. The pungent, almost sickly sweet smell of horse semen filling his nostrils as he went into the kitchen to put the groceries away. His stomach didn’t know whether to drop, or get caught up in his throat; it didn’t know whether to be full of butterflies or acid. He had loved every moment with his last “clients,” but of course a new buyer brought unknowns.

He couldn’t help but slip a finger into his ass while he showered, craving something more. When he got out of the shower there was already an outfit on the bed waiting for him. A pair of canary yellow soffes and a cropped hoodie that would reveal his middle, along with calf-length socks and light blue basketball sneakers. He put them on, noting that the shorts did absolutely nothing to hide his booty, round cheeks hanging out the bottom. He did think his belly looked cute, tan and brown fur exposed between the cutoff hoodie and the shorts.

Once he was dressed Cedar went out into the hall where he was greeted by Alix’s still-nude body. The horse hefted his meat in one hand and slapped it across Cedar’s face with a “thud.”

“Treat this one well, slut, and maybe he’ll tip you enough that you can quit this shit.”

A part of Alix knew that no matter how much he could sell Cedar’s body for, it wasn’t going to be enough. He was addicted to the rush of power at selling his roommate’s body, the additional rush at seeing the numbers hit his bank account.

Cedar whimpered but nodded, taking his place in front of the apartment’s door.

“The fuck are you doing? Get out there, he’s already waiting!” Alix shoved him towards the door.

Cedar reached out and caught himself on the door, just barely stopping himself from falling. Face once again flushed with conflicting anger and arousal, he opened the door without looking back and made his way down the stairs to the parking lot serving that building in their complex. As Alix had said, there was indeed a car waiting for him. It was sleek, but not new. Clean, but sporting a few dings and scrapes. Not stupid rich, but enough money to throw around.

The windows were tinted, he didn’t even know if he should get in the front or the back seat, if anyone was already in the car, if he should wait to have the door opened for him. He nervously took the door handle to the front, and taking a deep breath he pulled it.

–

Cedar had been so relieved to see Coda driving the car that he forgot his frustration with Alix at having unexpectedly selling him off yet again. He had enjoyed sucking the wolf-dragon hybrid’s cock in the shop’s dressing room a few weeks prior, and he shifted in the sedan’s leather seat as his tailhole reflexively clenched, anticipating that end getting some use.

He stayed quiet during the car ride, and Coda didn’t say much either. He wondered what the winged canine had planned for him, but correctly assumed he would find out when it happened. Coda kept looking over, bright blue eyes scanning the little deer’s body with his exposed midriff and thighs. It didn’t take them too long to get across town and Coda pulled into a below-ground parking garage, easing the car into its assigned spot.

“Fancy,” Cedar thought to himself. They both got out and Cedar walked around to stand next to the 7-foot tall hybrid, his own stature barely coming up to the well-dressed man’s chest. Coda extended a wing out around the deer, its cyan underside strikingly bright in the poorly lit parking deck, matching the accents of his horns and tail ridges. From Cedar’s memory, his knotted cock was the same color. Coda used the wing to usher the little deer towards an elevator door, and also as cover to surreptitiously slide a hand into the femboy’s shorts and squeeze his ass. Cedar wasn’t wearing any panties, as there hadn’t been a pair laid out with his outfit.

He moaned softly as the big hand groped him in the elevator, kneading his plump cheeks, a finger occasionally probing between them, seeking his tailhole but never quite reaching it. Coda was hard, a long rod visible down the left leg of his pinstripe slacks. He was looking forward to his afternoon with the little deer, and after seeing the performance with the big dragon in his shop a few weeks prior, he knew the slut would be worth the price.

Cedar couldn’t help but let out an appreciative “oohhh,” when they made it to Coda’s apartment, a very chic 2 bedroom with dark tile floors, the walls covered in tasteful, nonetheless erotic, nude photography. It opened up to a spacious living room, a large flat tv over a dark marble fireplace.

“Kneel there and wait, I’ll need to use you shortly,” Coda said pointing at the green leather couch in front of the tv. His voice wasn’t gruff, but was stern enough to be clear that he expected to be obeyed.

Cedar simply nodded and followed the instruction, kneeling in front of the couch and resting his hands on his thighs. His mouth had already begun to water, preparing itself for the facefucking he assumed was coming. Coda went into the kitchen and grabbed a glass, filling it with water from the dispenser in the refrigerator door. He downed the glass quickly and refilled it before walking over to the couch, setting it on a granite coaster on the end table. He grinned down at the kneeling deer as he stood in front of Cedar, crotch barely above the cervine’s snout.

“Get it out.”

That was all he said, but Cedar knew what he meant. Biting his lip, he reached up to unzip the hybrid’s slacks, reaching inside and smiling as he discovered the other man was also not wearing underwear. His hand found the throbbing member, warm in his palm, and pulled it out. His instinct was to take it into his mouth right away, but he paused, realizing he should wait for his next order.

–

Back in their apartment, Alix was shifting money from PayPaw into his bank account. “That little slut is turning into quite a cash cow,” he thought. He had two more messages in his inbox wanting information on renting the femboy. The horse wasn’t sure what he was going to do with the money Coda had paid him up front for the day’s use, much less what he would do with still more from additional buyers. He was hard again thinking about whoring the deer out and started stroking at his desk. He didn’t bother bringing up any porn, allowing his imagination to play out scenarios where he was the one using the little slut, getting serviced whenever he needed.

–

Coda was looking down at the deer kneeling in front of him, barely tall enough to reach his bright blue-skinned canine cock with his mouth.

“Open up, I need that throat.”

Cedar happily obliged, his own cock pushing against his cage as the tall wolf-dragon ordered him to prepare himself for use. He was beginning to feel comfortable, at home taking orders from these men who were paying for his company, and his holes. He took a deep breath and relaxed his throat, ready for oral abuse from the thick rod in front of his face.

The big hybrid grabbed Cedar’s antlers and pulled him forward, easily sliding his cock into the waiting muzzle. He pulled Cedar until the tip of his cock was in the back of Cedar’s throat and held his head still.

“Breathing ok?” Coda asked.

Cedar tried to nod but his head was being held steady by the wolf-dragon’s strong hands. Blinking, he thought for a moment. The deer took a deep breath and loudly exhaled, demonstrating that he could breathe just fine. His eyelids fluttered as he inhaled, taking in Coda’s scent, the mild musk from Coda’s crotch, mingled with a tasteful application of cologne.

He wanted to reach up and untuck Coda’s shirt, to rub his hands on the toned abs he remembered seeing the last time Coda used his mouth. Cedar wasn’t prepared for what he had actually been purchased for. His purple eyes widened when the warm liquid hit the back of his throat, filling his mouth with piss.

He instinctively swallowed, gulping down the canine’s spent water, tongue pressing upwards against the underside of Coda’s cock when he did. Cedar tried to pull back, panicking just a bit. “I didn’t agree to this!” he thought. Part of his brain reminded him that he hadn’t really agreed to any of it, yet had ended up going along with all of it nonetheless. Still, he was humiliated at being used as a urinal.

Coda groaned, struggling to piss through his erection. It took a contradictory combination of relaxing, clenching, and pushing to make it happen. He held tight onto the deer’s antlers, using them to keep him in place. Cedar had no choice but to continue swallowing what he put out, or else choke on it.

Taking deep breaths through his nose between gulps, he started trying to swallow faster. He was grateful he had enough room to shift in order to position Coda’s cock so that the piss was flowing almost directly down the back of his throat without hitting his tongue at all. He started swallowing faster too, which suited the wolf-dragon just fine.

“I do love this auto-flush technology,” Coda said to no one in particular, enjoying how well the deer was being of service whether he wanted to or not.

Coda sighed with relief as he emptied his bladder into the femboy deer in front of him. It didn’t take long before he was empty enough that the pressure no longer overcame his body’s innate seal and his stream stopped. He let go of Cedar’s antlers but admonished him to stay still. The hybrid unbuckled and removed the thin black belt around his waist, setting it aside on the couch. Cock still sitting hard in the deer’s warm mouth, he took his time unbuttoning his tailored pinstripe vest and black silk shirt.

Cedar watched the tall hybrid undress, exhaling with appreciation as the gray fur of Coda’s chest and stomach came into view, the lighter coloration making his defined abs visible under his fur. His eyes took in the wolf’s broad shoulders, accentuated by the cyan-lined wings. Despite not having been instructed to, he reached up and unbuttoned Coda’s slacks, stroking his muscled thighs while lowering Coda’s pants.

Letting Cedar pull his slacks down, he reached over to grab the glass of water from the end table. Coda drank it slowly, but finished it. He set it back down on the end table, now more or less undressed. His slacks were around his ankles, Cedar still caressing his thighs, stroking his abs.

He looked down at the deer, cock a little over halfway in his muzzle. Without a word, he grabbed Cedar’s antlers again and slammed his hips forward, popping his knot past the little slut’s lips and forcing his tip down Cedar’s throat. The deer tried to relax his throat, gagging for a second as the thick shaft intruded.

Gripping the antlers tight, Coda began to buck his hips, thrusting in and out. As much as he had enjoyed using the cocksleeve in his shop’s dressing room while the big dragon had stuffed the backside, Coda was preferential to making use of it in the privacy of his own apartment. Especially because he could use Cedar in other ways than just a cum dump, though that was important.

Having used him as a urinal had gotten Coda very aroused, and he was already close to cumming. He fucked Cedar’s mouth hard, pumping the warm snout with abandon, the deer’s nose squishing against Coda’s crotch. Cedar struggled to keep his lips sealed around the thick, knotted shaft ramming into his mouth. He pressed his tongue upwards, trying to wrap it around Coda’s rod and work the length like he was giving a blowjob as opposed to getting facefucked, but it was moving too quickly.

Nonetheless, the warmth, the slick wetness inside Cedar’s willing muzzle was enough to push him quickly over the edge. He buried himself to the hilt in the deer’s muzzle and came, balls tightening in their gray-furred sack. Cedar happily swallowed it down, the hybrid’s seed a much sweeter treat than what had previous filled his mouth. The thick canine cock in his mouth pulsed, shooting multiple wads down his throat, filling his belly with the warm cum.

Coda had been more pent up than he realized, his orgasm tightening just about every muscle in his body, unable to even get a heavy grunt out, his throat simply clenching shut. As it subsided, a few final shots spurting from the tip, his entire body relaxed. With his balls and bladder pleasantly emptied, he withdrew from Cedar’s mouth, a string of saliva bridging his cocktip with the deer’s lips for a moment. He almost fell backwards onto his couch, sitting down hard and having to shift himself off his thick dragon’s tail. Cedar remained on his knees, looking up and waiting for what was next.

After a moment, chest rising and falling as his breathing slowly returned to normal, Coda told him to bring another glass of water. Cedar’s eyes widened with the implication that he would be acting as a urinal for the hybrid again before his paid-for time was up. He could feel the hybrid’s icy blue eyes on him as he walked into the kitchen, ass practically hanging out the bottom of his shorts. He made sure to weave his hips dramatically, little white tail waving from side to side just above the shorts.

–

Cedar spent the next several hours primarily on his knees in front of the big leather couch. At some point his cropped hoodie had come off, but his soffes were still on. He had tried to remove them at one point, but Coda had growled and instructed him to keep them on. He had been a little confused, expecting the afternoon to consist of being fucked in both holes, in numerous positions throughout the well-apportioned apartment. He had yet to see anything more than the kitchen and the living room.

Rather than a sex toy, Coda had used him to fetch food and drinks, as a foot rest, a masseur, and as a urinal. Cedar had particularly enjoyed rubbing the wolf-dragon’s strong legs, kneading the tough cords of muscle in his calves and thighs. He had unintentionally bucked his hips, humping nothing, riding a cock that wasn’t there as he worshiped the hybrid’s toned abs. He had obediently taken the thick cock into his muzzle and swallowed down as much of Coda’s musky urine as he could, though due to the amount of water Cedar was bringing him it was thankfully mostly tasteless. He had been unable to swallow all of it a number of times, the clear liquid running down his chin to soak his thick chest ruff, darkening the tan fur.

“Stand up,” Coda finally told him, no longer content to just watch the femboy be his cute little self or casually use his mouth to relieve himself.

Cedar obeyed, getting to his feet.

“Turn around.”

The deer followed the growled command, his plump rear just below eye level for the black and gray furred hybrid. Coda reached forward and grabbed the waistband of the light yellow shorts, slowly sliding the soft material down over Cedar’s ass. He almost moaned appreciatively as the dappled cheeks came into view, the thick, curvy mounds hiding the puckered tailhole Coda knew would readily accept his cock. He hadn’t really had the opportunity to admire Cedar’s ass back at the clothing shop as it was being used by the big dragon at the time.

“Bend over,” he whispered.

Cedar slowly bent at the waist until his body was in an L-shape with his hands grabbing hold of his ankles. As he bent, his cheeks slowly spread open, his rear entrance coming into view, surrounded by downy tan fur. Coda’s bright cyan eyes were locked onto that little hole as the deer clenched, making it “wink” at him.

“Fuck,” Coda groaned.

He stood up, and instructed Cedar to do the same and turn around. Looking down into the deer’s purple eyes he saw…“Emptiness” wasn’t the right word, but it almost seemed like the only thoughts in Cedar’s head were how he could serve whatever master was currently giving the orders.

Coda didn’t want to wait any longer, he needed to be inside that little slut. He grabbed the deer by the antlers and easily lifted him off the ground. Cedar yelped at the sudden pressure on his head as his entire weight was being supported through his antlers, at least for a moment. The hybrid hefted him and pulled him close so he could wrap his legs around Coda’s waist. Lowering him back down, the hybrid bent his knees and tilted his pelvis upwards, aiming his cock straight up.

“Oooh,” Cedar cooed as he felt the tip of Coda’s cock touch his rear entry. He had practically been waiting all day for this moment.

Coda grunted as the tapered tip of his canine cock began spreading the curvy white-tail’s ass open, the lack of lube on either of them creating extra friction. It was only slightly painful as the tight tailhole pulled the skin of his cock downwards as Cedar was slowly impaled up his backside on Coda’s rod. Finally his knot was bumping against the tight ring.

“Hold on,” he told the femboy.

Cedar grabbed hold of the hybrid’s broad shoulders and clenched his legs tighter. Coda let go of his antler’s and reached under him to grab his ass instead, gripping each cheek, giving them a squeeze.

“Ready to get fucked?” Coda asked.

He didn’t wait for an answer, lifting the little deer off of his rod until only his tip was inside, then practically dropped him back down to bury his cock in Cedar’s ass again. Coda started bouncing him, thrusting his hips up to meet the downward motion of the femboy. Cedar’s cock cage was cold against his stomach, but his ass was warm around the hybrid’s shaft.

Coda started thrusting harder, railing the little slut’s asshole, stretching it around his thick rod. Cedar clenched and squeezed his internal muscles, causing them to ripple along the canine cock spreading his hole. They both started to pant, bodies rubbing together as Coda rutted him standing.

“You’re pretty tight- ahh- for such a - oooh, such a slut” Coda moaned into his ear.

“Th-thank you sir. I - ah! - hope you like it.”

Rather than answer he simply started bouncing Cedar even harder, his knot pushing against the femboy’s puckered ring with each hit. Precum was leaking out of the deer’s little caged cock and getting the light gray fur of Coda’s belly sticky.

Without warning the big hybrid knotted Cedar’s hole, a moment of pain shooting through his body as the diameter of the pole intruding into his ass practically doubled. Coda grunted as he pumped his cum up into Cedar’s ass, painting the deer’s insides with his seed. Despite having cum in the boy’s mouth earlier, his second orgasm was more intense than the first, causing him to practically freeze as his cock pulsed and unloaded his balls.

Cedar came as well, squeaking and whimpering as his little dick spurted a few weak dribbles of cum, smearing against the wolf-dragon’s stomach. His tailhole squeezed tight as he came, milking the canine cock deep inside him, pulling the last of Coda’s cum out.

The big dragon stood for a minute, both panting, trying to catch his breath.

“Sir?” Cedar asked, voice demure.

“What is it slut?”

“It’s just…I’ve had so much to drink. I kinda need to pee too now.”

Cedar looked down, embarrassed to have even brought it up. His bladder was full of the other man’s piss and it needed out, and now that he was full from the other end, the big cock and heavy load were only adding to the pressure. He glanced over towards the hallway on the other side of the room, assuming that’s where the bathroom was.

“Ok, so? What are you waiting for?” Coda asked, arms crossed.

“Wh-what? B-b-” the deer stammered.

“Go on then. Piss sluts don’t get to use the toilet, they are the toilet.”

Coda’s cyan eyes had steel behind them as he ordered the boy to wet himself. To wet the both of them. Cedar closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He felt so debased, being forced to piss like a feral dog who wasn’t housebroken, but soon the pressure overcame any trepidation and his piss began dribbling out through the cage over his cock. He frowned, struggling not to tear up as the twice-spent water soaked their fur.

It was warm running down their bodies but cooled quickly. The deer shivered, but Coda held him close and wrapped his big wings around them both. Cedar whimpered again, a few tears running down his cheeks in his embarrassment. He kept his eyes screwed shut and didn’t see the wolf-dragon’s sly grin. He did, however, feel the slowly softening cock in his backside return to its full hardness.

After a minute or so he was done, both men soaked in urine that carried both of their scents. Coda pulled him up and his knotted cock popped out of Cedar’s ass, a little cum dribbling out of the gape before he squeezed it shut. Legs a little wobbly, he put on his shorts and cropped hoodie, not even bothering to ask for a towel to dry off, knowing he would be denied. The tall hybrid got dressed as well and walked the used femboy down to the garage where they hopped in his car to head back to Cedar’s apartment.

“I’m having a small cocktail party in a few months, maybe a dozen guests. Very high class. Having an…automated urinal would really improve the event. I intend to rent your services again.”

Cedar blushed, not sure he wanted to agree to serving a group that way. He knew, however, that if he was paid for he would go wherever Alix sent him to, and do whatever Coda told him to do. He just nodded, not trusting his voice, and shut the car door, hurrying up the stairs to his apartment.

–

Cedar paused before he opened the door. If the pace of escalation from Alix was anything to go by, he might be in for some rough use. His asshole twinged in anticipation, and his cock twitched as the thought about getting stuffed with the enormous horsecock.

Taking a deep breath he opened the door and tried to make his way as quickly as he could to his bedroom and the attached bathroom.

“Holy fuck you reek of piss,” Alix said as he stepped into the hallway behind the deer, as though he had been standing there waiting.

Cedar grimaced.

“Did…did you not know that’s what he wanted me for?” he asked his roommate and apparent pimp, looking at the big draft horse over his shoulder.

Alix grinned.

“No I knew. Just figured you’d shower before you came back, but I guess you like to wallow in it, slut.”

He smacked Cedar’s ass to punctuate his sentence.

“Get in there and wash off, fuck.”

Cedar just turned and continued into his bedroom, not sure he could argue, wanting to be free of the musky smell. He heard Alix’s hooves following him in and he was conflicted, struggling with whether he should tell his roommate to leave him alone and give him some privacy or turn around and drop to his knees to suck the big meaty rod.

He stopped in the doorway to his bathroom for a moment, grabbing the towel off the hook and flipping the light on. Something hard the size of a soda can pushed into his back. The tension was driving him nuts and he almost wished Alix would just get it over with, shove him up against the wall and stuff his ass, but he wasn’t going to be the one to ask for it.

Cedar quickly cranked the hot water on and stripped down, hopping into the shower before it had warmed up. He grabbed the edge of the shower curtain and started to close it.

“Leave it, I’m going to watch,” Alix said, stepping into the bathroom.

He whined but complied, soaping himself up and washing himself while his roommate watched, jerking off. He wished he could have jerked off as well, but he was stuck in the cage. After a minute, his fur wet and foamy with soap he turned to watch Alix, the big bay horse’s cocktip beginning to flare. Cedar decided to give him a bit of an extra show and turned to face the back wall of the tiled shower. He bent over and spread his ass, showing his tailhole. Looking over his shoulder he saw his roommate’s eyes were glued to the little puckered ring between his cheeks.

Cedar soaped up a finger and easily slipped it inside his hole, somewhat loosened by the wolf-dragon that had fucked him barely an hour before.

“Need to make sure I’m clean inside too, right?” he said, pushing Coda’s cum out with a lewd squelch.

“Fuck,” Alix grunted, his brown-skinned cock fully flaring as he came, two thick wads of cum easily covering the distance between the doorway and the shower to land on Cedar’s legs. The rest of his load splattered on the bathroom floor in front of him until he finished. He grabbed himself at the base and squeezed, working his hand up his length to milk the last few globs of cum out.

“Finish cleaning up, slut. Your next appointment is in two hours.”

“What?” Cedar called after him, but Alix had already walked out.

–

Cedar was almost buzzing with excitement. Though he had been stressed out when Alix told him he had another “client” that night, when the cab picked him up and the driver told him where he was headed, his ears perked up and his little deer tail wiggled in the back seat of the car. He should have guessed based on the outfit his roommate had picked out, but he was mostly in a daze at being sold a third time. He wasn’t sure if he hoped they made enough that he could quit being whored out, or if he hoped Alix continued to pimp him out regardless.

It was after 9 when they pulled up to the 24/7 gym. The driver told him the ride was already paid for so he got out. He was glad Alix had laid out the purple and black arm warmers as the cool evening breeze might have been a bit too chilly otherwise. Sticking with the theme of exposed midriff, showing off his narrow waist, he was in a black crop top. His thick thighs stretched the fabric of his leggings, the material clinging tightly to his plump rump to the point of wedging between his cheeks almost like a thong.

The little deer walked in, hooves clicking against the tile of the clean white entryway of the gym. He went up to the desk, but then realized he didn’t know what to do from there. There was no one to meet him, not that he knew who he was looking for anyway, and Alix hadn’t given him any kind of membership card or keypad code. Cedar looked a little helplessly at the bored-looking tiger behind the counter, buried in her phone.

“Um…h-hi? I’m, uh-”

She glanced up, biting her lip without realizing it before cutting him off.

“You’re already covered. Zed’s waiting for you in the back for your- uh. ‘Stretches.’ I’ll buzz you in. Locker room on your right, make sure to grab a bottle of water on your way in. Looks like you forgot yours. Stay hydrated little guy. Seems like you’re gonna need it,” she mumbled the last sentence under her breath, but Cedar heard it anyway.

He grimaced, realizing she knew why he was there. He nodded, looking away, unable to make eye contact with her again as she hit a button causing the dark tinted door to his right to click. He walked through, forgetting to ask her who “Zed” was. He did follow her suggestion of grabbing a bottle of water from a small refrigerator just inside the door. He had felt so good, so confident as he walked in, felt like he looked good in his outfit and had been ready to worship some beefy muscle boys, maybe rub their bodies to help loosen them up as they worked out. It seemed that whatever this “Zed” had planned was going to be a little more intense and that maybe the whole gym knew.

Cedar looked around a little, mostly trying to be small and unobtrusive as he walked along the side wall towards a pair of large doors into the locker rooms. He took a deep breath, enjoying the smell of sweat that no amount of sanitizer and deodorant could ever completely cover up in a gym. There weren’t too many furs there using the equipment. A couple of girls with their phones set up on stands to film their workout for social media. There was a group of guys standing around the bench press, mostly shirtless, some with towels around their necks. He couldn’t make out all of the species, but he did see some tufted ears, a thin whip-like tail, and even a pair of antlers sticking up over the group. Whoever they belonged to was obscured by the other men.

He wondered if the gym was always that quiet, or if he’d just arrived at a slow time. Perhaps it would get busier later, or maybe it being slow was the point of the timing so that his buyer could do what he wanted with a little privacy. Finally he was at the door to the men’s locker room. He took a deep breath, unsure of what exactly awaited him inside. He wasn’t overly nervous, starting to get used to being whored out and used by strangers. He stood for a moment and took a long sip from the water bottle, the ice cold liquid making him shiver a little.

Cedar pushed the door open and walked inside. It wasn’t a particularly large locker room, though it seemed like it had enough in it to serve the needs of the gym even when full. They had opted for efficiency in lieu of privacy, and there were no individual stalls that he could see for changing, showers, or even toilets. He looked around, taking it in. The entire floor was tile, with drains to simplify cleaning. The wall to his left was entirely lockers, full size as well as a grid of smaller, square lockers. Directly in front of him, on the far end, four knobs and four showerheads with a single drain the the middle of the slightly sloped floor. In the back corner was a single toilet, with a trench drain running along the right wall obviously serving as the urinals. Right in the middle was a pair of long benches, with a large mech-winged dragon sitting on one, naked but typing into his phone.

“Think you’re in the wrong locker room, hun,” came a low, gravelly voice from his left.

A large, black-furred wolf had shut the locker he had been rummaging through and had turned to face Cedar.

“Ladies’ is the other door,” he said, though his red eyes revealed a hunger that said he kind of wished the little deer stayed and made use of the facilities there.

His canine cock poked out of his sheath just a bit, the red tip bright against his black fur. He had just put his clothes away and was going to hit the shower when Cedar had walked in. The deer blushed, again embarrassed and elated to have been mistaken for a woman.

“Oh, are- are you Zed?” Cedar asked.

“That would be me,” the dragon said from the center of the room.

He was standing now, the top of his ram-like horns almost grazing the ceiling. The bright yellow blades of his cybernetic wings were swept back behind his gray-scaled body. He was already hard, his monstrous gray cock sticking completely out of his slit. Cedar’s purple eyes went wide when he saw it, it had to have been at least a foot long and thicker than a soda can. “What is it with dragons and massive cocks?” he thought to himself, wincing in anticipation of how sore his backside was going to be.

“U-um. I’m Cedar. You- you bought me,” he said, half-whispering the last bit.

He saw the big wolf’s ears go up at that statement and he felt his cheeks flush at having to admit that he was purchased property.

“Fucking right I did. Sit,” Zed commanded, pointing at the wooden bench he had just been sitting on, the slight sheen of sweat visibly glistening in the locker room’s fluorescent lights.

Cedar walked over, hooves echoing in the completely tiled room. He could feel the wolf’s fiery red eyes on him, boring into him, undressing him. He got to the bench and glanced around for the cart of clean towels present in most gym locker rooms. The deer saw it, next to the lockers, and pointed towards it.

“Would you like me to towel you off, sir?” he asked, looking up at Zed. He noticed the dragon was heterochromic, one a pale gold and the other silver like the fur on his head and chest and running down his tail ridge.

“No, I said sit.”

Zed crossed his arms, grinning at the diminutive deer. He saw why Red had told him it was worth whatever price the little slut’s pimp was asking. The femboy was hot, thick in all the right places, and if he took dick as good as Red said he did, Zed and his buddies were in for a great night to unwind after a hard workout.

Cedar looked back at the bench again, the droplets of sweat that had run off the big dragon. He could even see an outline of the big drake’s ass and where his heavy balls had rested. The sweet musk was strong in the locker room, standing so close to the dragon it was obvious he hadn’t showered after his workout.

With a grimace he sat down, the wood still warm from Zed’s body heat, his leggings becoming damp with the other man’s sweat. His face was now at Zed’s cock level, the thick meaty shaft pointing right at him. He licked his lips, salivating, ready to take the veiny gray-skinned rod as deep as he could. He wasn’t sure he could get his jaw open enough to take it all but he was certainly going to try.

Zedex grabbed his tip and pulled his cock upwards then stepped forward, shoving his package into the deer’s face.

“Clean those balls off, bitch.”

Cedar almost squeaked with joy, delighted to be asked to lick his balls clean of sweat. He got to work immediately, lapping at the massive orbs in their smooth sack. They were salty, sweat still dripping off of them, little rivulets running down the dragon’s muscular body, directed by the ridges and scales. He moaned as he took each one into his mouth and polished them with his tongue, swirling it around the smooth skin.

His breathing was heavy as he cleaned up the musky dragon, his own little cock swelling painfully in the chastity cage still locked on him. Zed groaned, his cock twitching as the femboy licked his heavy, sweaty balls. He glanced over at Tenric, the wolf slowly stroking himself as he watched.

“Do you care if I stay and watch, Zedex?” he asked, though his intonation was flat, not so much making a request as a statement.

“Watch?” Zedex replied, “I’m figuring you can fill his mouth while I stuff his ass in a minute.”

The two weren’t close by any means, but they saw each other around in the gym. Zedex honestly thought the wolf was a little off-putting, something dark behind those glowing eyes, but he wanted to see the deer stuffed with as many cocks as he could take and maybe even a few he couldn’t.

Cedar listened to the exchange and struggled to ignore it, continuing to work the dragon’s balls over in his mouth. He reached up and grabbed the thick cock pushing against his forehead, squeezing and stroking the enormous, thick rod. He glanced sideways at the wolf, watching as the black-furred canine played with himself. He wasn’t as hung as Zed was, but he was still packing.

“All right, slut, get this cock nice and slick. Wetter it is, the easier it’ll be,” Zed instructed.

Cedar opened his muzzle as wide as he could and took the tip into his mouth. It felt even bigger than it looked. Slowly he started working his way down the shaft, taking it in little by little. He didn’t even make it halfway down before his jaw was hurting, stretched to his limits, and the tip was poking the back of his throat. With a gasp he pulled off, drooling.

After taking a moment to catch his breath he buried his nose in Zedex’s balls. Cedar ran his tongue the length of the dragon’s cock, licking the underside. He had to stand up a little to get to the top side, slathering it in his spit, though his leggings stuck to the bench a little from the dragon’s sweat. He knew the big techno-drake was right, that the more he lubricated it with his saliva the more easily his night would go.

Zedex tapped him on the head, between his antlers. Those bright purple eyes looked up at him, blinking. He twirled his index finger in a circle and Cedar obliged, turning around. Zed pointed downwards and Cedar bent over, putting his palms on the wooden bench and arching his back so that his booty poked out as much as possible.

“Oh damn,” Zed crooned appreciatively.

He reached forward, at first intending to grab the waistband of the leggings and pull them down, but then had a better idea. The dragon pushed his finger between the big, round cheeks in front of him and hooked a claw into the stretchy fabric. He pulled, ripping a small hole.

Cedar looked back over his shoulder with his eyes wide. He didn’t feel like he was in a position to argue. “I’m sure Alix can give me a little of my ‘fee’ to buy a new pair,” he thought. Agitation shifting to arousal, he wiggled his butt at the big dragon.

Zed smiled and slipped his finger into the small hole he had created, pulling his claw upwards slowly to make a slit directly over the deer’s asshole. With a smack to his rump that elicited a squeak and a moan, Zed grabbed Cedar’s tail and lined his cock up.

“Ready?” he asked, but it was- intentionally- too late.

He had already slid his cock into the new fuckhole in Cedar’s leggings, the tip roughly prodding at the curvy femboy’s rear entrance until it began to spread open the already-used tailhole.

“Ohhh fuck!” Cedar gasped out, the girth of the rod spearing him already testing his limits.

“Not so loud, little slut, or the boys will hear ya and come running for their turn. Or maybe that’s what you want, eh?” Zed teased him.

The truth was “the boys” already knew. He had worked it out with his buddy Rocky, a powerlifting bull terrier, in advance. Once the slut had arrived, he was supposed to give Zed about fifteen minutes before bringing in their usual crew of workout buds to run the boy through his paces.

Cedar bit his lip, trying not to cry out as Zedex relentlessly pushed into him, stuffing his ass to the knot. His tailhole was burning, backside split open by the enormous dragon dick that Zed had shoved in effectively unlubricated. Spit dried quickly, and Zed hadn’t bothered to rim him first anyway.

Zedex hissed, his long, gray, forked tongue flicking out of his snout and tasting the air. He was knot-deep in the small deer and was looking forward to burying even that before long. The dragon wrapped his hands around Cedar’s ample hips, pausing for a moment to look down. He grinned, enjoying the sight of his thick gray cock vanishing into the hole in Cedar’s black leggings.

“Time to get fucked, slut.”

Zed pulled back and slammed his cock forward again, the knot bumping painfully up against Cedar’s tight tailhole ring. He started humping frenetically, slamming his hips into the deer’s soft backside, the thud echoing through the tiled locker room. The little slut was tight, but taking it better than Zedex expected. His heavy balls swung forward to slap hard against Cedar’s little package.

“Mm. I think I’ll take this end now,” Tenric growled, his voice low and gravelly.

The black-furred wolf stepped up to the other side of the bench. Without another word he took hold of Cedar’s antlers and shoved his cock roughly down the deer’s throat. The little femboy’s eyes went wide as his muzzle got stuffed with musky wolf cock. From the taste it was obvious there was more than just the evening’s workout built up on the wolf. He breathed through his nose as best he could, his mouth being sealed by the red canine cock pistoning in to his face.

He could smell more than the heavy scent of sweat on the wolf’s pubic fur, wafting up as the big sack swung forward to bounce off his chin. Cedar realized what he was smelling was the ass of the last fur Tenric fucked. His eyelids fluttered, almost cumming from the being used to clean up not only the wolf’s sweat but the remains of his last rut.

The two had synchronized their rhythm, the one pulling out as the other slammed in and vice versa. Zedex could feel his orgasm approaching, the deer’s asshole gripping him tightly, internal muscles rippling along his massive length, massaging his cock working him up towards his peak. It helped that it had been a few days since he had gotten any tail and his balls were full, ready to unleash their contents into the femboy’s backside.

Tenric was not nearly so close, having recently bred another slut’s tailhole. He was grunting quietly as he fucked Cedar’s mouth, his tip pushing into the deer’s throat with each thrust. He was particularly enjoying the use of the antler’s to hold Cedar’s head steady while he used it for his own pleasure.

Cedar was too focused on the two cocks stretching him from both ends to notice that the door to the locker room had opened and a trio of musclebound men had walked in, the three he had seen standing and chatting by the bench press. Each inward thrust from Zed elicited a grunt that was subsequently cut off by the plug of Tenric’s cock down his throat. The front of his leggings were damp with precum.

Zed hit his limit, his massive balls tingling and tightening as he crossed the threshold. With a heavy grunt he tied Cedar’s ass, the bulbous knot easily twice as thick as the rest of his cock. The deer’s eyes shot open as he felt the dragon’s enormous girth spreading him open and pumping hot cum deep into his bowels, but any attempt to cry out was muffled by the musky canine cock stuffed in his muzzle.

Just inside the door to the locker room, the burly bull terrier and slim but muscular lynx high-fived each other as they watched their friend drop his load in the deer’s ass, excited to see the new cumdump Zedex had gotten for them all to enjoy. Rocky turned around to the stag behind them and held his hand up to repeat the gesture, but the cervine was frozen, his purple eyes fixed on the curvy deer bent over the bench in the middle of the room.

Rocky turned to look back at the rented toy and caught a glimpse of bright purple as his eyes fluttered.

“Oh, shit,” he said. “Bro, is that your little bro?”

Blake hesitated for a moment, the realization that he had just seen his friend breed his little brother, and that said brother had been purchased specifically for him to take part in using settling in. His tight gym shorts made it pretty clear what he thought of the situation, however, his cock quickly swelling and straining at the stretchy cloth.

“You’re fucking right it is, and I want next,” he said, stripping off the sweat-soaked white t-shirt over his head as he strode towards his younger brother.

Zed saw him coming and pulled out, knot dragging Cedar’s tightly-gripping hole outwards as he did. The dragon hadn’t quite finished cumming, a few final spurts of thick white seed landing in the deer’s tail.

“Keep it in gutterslut, don’t fucking waste it.”

Cedar was going to try to mumble a “yes sir” around Tenric’s cock, but all that came out was a garble of gurgling noises as the wolf continued to fuck his throat like a well-used pussy. He clenched, squeezing his raw hole shut to seal in Zed’s cum.

“You’re up,” he heard from behind him.

He looked to his right and saw the bull terrier and the lynx still standing near the door, both grinning. “Wait, if Zed isn’t talking to them,” he thought, “then who’s ‘up’?” He remembered the pair of antler’s he had seen over the two muscleheads and guessed that guy was probably behind him, getting ready to take sloppy seconds.

His guess was confirmed when a soaking wet white shirt landed on his face, drenched in sweat, at the same time that a thinly tapered cock pushed into his freshly fucked asshole. He took in a deep breath, mind almost blanking of all thought except the sheer masculine essence contained in that wet workout shirt. The scent, along with how deep he was being penetrated, confirmed that he was going to be getting railed by a stag next. Blake’s cock wasn’t nearly as thick as Zed’s, but the deer’s shaft was noticeably longer.

“Damn. Even after getting fucked hard like that,” said an oddly familiar voice, “you’re still tight as fuck back here, Cedar.”

The deer had to restrain himself from biting down on the canine cock still methodically plunging in and out of his snout as the recognition of the voice and the scent on the shirt, coupled with being called by his name, registered. He shuddered and came, a sad dribble of cum squirting out of his cock to make the crotch of his leggings a little stickier.

“Holy shit, he just came,” Blake said, feeling his younger brother’s asshole tighten around his cock for a moment, the big cheeks in front of him jiggling as the boy’s body shook and spasmed.

The burly stag slapped Cedar’s ass, starting to rut his backside enthusiastically. He withdrew almost his entire length before burying himself to the hilt again.

“How do you like your big brother’s cock? Bigger than yours will ever be you little faggot, this is a man’s cock,” he berated his sibling without missing a beat.

Without any more warning than a grunt and pushing his cock completely into Cedar’s mouth, Tenric came, emptying his balls directly into the deer’s stomach. His load felt impossibly large, the femboy’s abdomen beginning to bulge with the double loads dumped into him from each end, the one in his ass being fucked deeper by his older brother.

Blake’s cock was filling him in an exceptionally pleasant way, the long strokes almost feeling like the tip was poking his stomach from below. Tenric swiped the shirt off of Cedar’s face and pulled out of his mouth, the wolf’s cock still pumping his thick cum out, sticky gobs splattering his face and joining the natural white dappling of his fur. He groaned as his big brother pulled entirely out of his ass, his body feeling hollow after having been so full.

Somehow he felt empty on a more psychological level, like without cock using him he no longer had purpose. He wanted nothing more than to be stuffed full and stretched open again. Especially by his older brother. Cedar looked back over his shoulder at the beefy stag, admiring his bulging pecs, his defined abs, and of course the extremely long cervine cock sticking out from his groin.

Blake grabbed Cedar by the hips and hoisted him up off the bench, setting him on his hooves. He then lay on his back in the middle of the bench, cock as erect as a mast.

“Get on it, bitch. I know you want it, I can see it in your eyes,” Blake told him, his purple irises identical to Cedar’s in hue, but with an intense energy the femboy couldn’t help but be drawn to.

After a moment staring into his brother’s face, seeing nothing but lust and disdain, he nodded and started to climb up onto the bench to try and mount his brother’s cock.

“Hold up, get those leggings off. Let’s see what you’re packing,” Blake said.

Cedar flinched, realizing they hadn’t seen his caged little cock yet. Still, he wasn’t one to disappoint his brother. Turning his back to Blake, he worked the tight leggings down and off. Tenric and Zed were showering off, but the bull terrier and the lynx had been watching the whole time and let out a cheer when his full ass came into view. Both had pulled their cocks out and were stroking themselves as they stood and watched, and the words got the attention of the two men who had already loaded him up, turning to see his exposed rump.

He straightened up, holding his hands over his crotch. He couldn’t put his finger on it, but somehow showing his brother his caged, owned cock was more humiliating than getting fucked by him. Especially in front of Blake’s workout buddies. There was nothing for it, however. He needed that long piece back inside him.

Finally turning around, Cedar took his hands away from his crotch to reveal his leaking little dick, glistening with smeared cum from his earlier orgasm. Laughter erupted from the two standing back and watching.

“Holy shit, dude, what a little faggot! He’s got a cage! Can’t even use that dick” Rocky practically shouted.

“Guess he really is only good for getting fucked ain’t he,” the lynx growled, voice full of contempt.

“Fuckin’ right, Rin.”

Cedar’s lip trembled a bit, but he knew it was true. He had only been caged a couple of weeks, but he almost forgot what it was like to touch it, to cum with direct stimulation. He was beginning to accept that he would probably never touch himself again, that he really was only for the use of more masculine men to empty their balls into. A surreptitious touch broke him out of his detached reverie.

He glanced down at his hand to see his brother’s fingers brushing the back of it. Looking up at Blake’s face he saw a soft smile just long enough for warmth to return to his cheeks before his brother’s expression returned to unbridled lust.

He took a deep breath, the mild scent of soap coming from the showers, wafting through on a growing plume of steam, mingling with the intense musk coming up from his brother’s balls. Cedar was torn for a moment between burying his face between Blake’s legs and licking those white-furred balls clean or sitting on his cock. Blake made the decision for you.

“I said fucking sit on it. We’re gonna get you good and stretched, faggot. Always stretch before and after a workout, right boys?”

There was a murmur of agreement from the pair, but neither deer were paying any attention to them. Cedar climbed up onto the bench, bracing himself on Blake’s thighs. They were thicker even than his, though all muscle. He stood on the bench and positioned himself carefully over his brother’s cock. Not breaking eye contact, Cedar lowered himself slowly, impaling his ass on the long pole below him.

“Ooohh,” Cedar crooned as his older brother once again filled his backside, penetrating deep into his little body.

He managed to get the entire thing in, his useless balls resting on Blake’s crotch as he took the beefy deer to the base. Cedar rocked his hips back and forth a bit, enjoying the pressure on his prostate as he shifted. He put his hands on Blake’s chest, moaning with delight at the steel cords of muscle underneath the sweaty fur.

“C’mon, Rocky. Zed got him loosened up, there’s plenty of room for you in here,” Blake said.

“Wh-what?” was all the reply Cedar could muster, momentarily stopping his gyrations.

“Don’t worry about it, slut. I’m sure a cocksleeve like you can handle it no problem,” his brother replied with a wicked grin.

Rocky was tall for his breed, and easily straddled the locker room bench. He lowered his loose gym shorts just enough to completely free his cock and balls. Cedar tried to look over his shoulder at the beefy canine lining himself up to plow the deer’s ass, but he couldn’t see the thick cock over his own round cheeks. After a moment, he didn’t need to see it to know it was extremely thick.

The brindle bull terrier was practically triangular with his broad, bulky shoulders that tapered down to a toned waist. From that waist hung the thickest cock that Cedar had ever taken, the red prick bulging out of his sheath. Rocky spit on the deer’s asshole, more for personal enjoyment than for meaningful lubrication, then pushed his way into Cedar’s tailhole.

“Oh FUCK,” he cried out, his asshole stretched beyond his limits with the two cocks stuffed inside.

His head was tilted back and his eyes were staring, unfocused, at the ceiling, as the terrier began fucking his ass. Blake took hold of his waist and bounced Cedar on his lap, the two cocks slipping in and out of his abused tail hole, rubbing on one another as they fucked him silly. He didn’t see the door to the locker room crack open, an orange and black striped face peering in to watch. Shortly his view was obstructed by the brown and white pattern of Rin’s lithe chest, his body the wiry and wound-up build of an MMA fighter.

“You’re drooling, faggot, quit wasting it,” the Rin snarled at him, pulling his feline cock out as he approached the trio fucking on the bench.

Rin dropped his shorts to the ground and stepped out of them as he straddled the other end of the bench, swinging his legs out to avoid snagging them on Blake’s impressive rack. Cedar wasted no time at all, dropping his muzzle to engulf the big barbed cock to its base, running his tongue along the rough underside. Unlike the others, the lynx apparently preferred to let Cedar do all the work, standing with his arms crossed and glaring down at the deer.

“Get that fuckin’ nut, slut.” he said.

Cedar bobbed his head on the cat’s cock as his only response. His tailhole was finally adjusting to the double intrusion, once more feeling completely full and useful, contentment at his role allowing him to relax.

Blake was panting, breath hot on Cedar’s chest. His buddy’s cock sliding against his inside his little brother’s ass, slicked by Zed’s heavy load, was pushing him close to the edge. “Hot as this is, I’m going to need a one on one session with this little slut some time,” he thought to himself, though Blake momentarily wondered if he would be able to just text his brother directly to hang out, or if he would have to go through his pimp. He also wondered if he would be able to get a “family discount” or not.

Not content with the slight movement of Cedar bouncing on his lap, he took hold of the femboy’s plump cheeks, lifting Cedar up enough to give him some room. He started thrusting his pelvis, slamming Cedar’s tailhole with his long cervine rod. It only took about a minute of him thrusting like that, Rocky’s cock creating an intense pressure inside the overstretched asshole as they double-penetrated their rented entertainment, before he was cumming.

Blake’s cock pulsed as he shot his load deep into Cedar’s ass, but he didn’t lose a beat with his thrusts. Cedar moaned into Rin’s stomach as he continued to suck the wiry lynx, shuddering as he felt Blake’s seed pumping into his ass. The sensation pushed Rocky over the edge as well, the beefy dog slamming forward and holding still as his balls emptied into the willing cumdump of a deer, his load mixing with Blake’s and Zed’s.

That was enough to do the same to Cedar, his brother’s orgasm in his ass, pushing against his prostate, causing his cock to twitch as he came and dribbled a little onto his brother’s belly. He was getting used to cumming while soft, his cock cage keeping him from becoming erect. In some ways the hands-free orgasm was more satisfying than even when he had been edging all day.

He was still mouthing the lynx’s cock, having difficulty focusing on serving the feline while his body shook until he finished his release. Cedar let out a guttural moan as he felt Rocky pulling out, the sudden void once again leaving him feeling a little empty. He wasn’t nearly as empty as he felt before, though, since his brother was still inside him, and he had two more loads filling his ass.

“Pull my balls,” Rin snarled, his voice filled with contempt.

Cedar reached up to encircle his fingers around the lynx’s sack, just below his cock, and pull gently downwards. He could feel how damp the fur was, still wet with sweat from his workout.

“Fucking harder you little pussy. Christ, why are you fags always so fucking soft?”

The deer flushed with embarrassment but followed the instruction, tugging Rin’s balls much harder, still bobbing his head and swirling his tongue around the barbed cock. He could see the flat abs in front of his face rising and falling faster. Cedar knew the cat was close to finishing. He sucked hard, ready for another mouthful of cum.

Rin had other ideas. He bucked his hips back suddenly, rough cock scraping along Cedar’s tongue. He grabbed his rod and pumped it about a half dozen times, paw a blur, before he shot his load, covering the deer’s face with cum. It splattered on his cheeks, ropy strands hanging from his antlers, running down his nose.

“Gimme your arm,” he ordered.

Cedar held up his right hand, unsure what the wiry cat was going to do. He was having difficulty seeing, trying to keep his eyes shut to avoid the sting of cum. Rin grabbed Cedar’s hand and wiped off his cock on the femboy’s arm warmer, squeezing out a last glob of cum into the soft material.

Glaring at Blake he stalked over to the showers.

“Next time I want the faggot’s ass. Mouth is shit, bussy or don’t bother calling me.”

Blake chuckled but hoisted his brother off of him, moaning as his cock slid slowly out of the little deer’s ass.

“Keep tight, wouldn’t want you to soak those leggings,” he told his younger brother.

Cedar nodded, clenching his hole tight as he stood, legs a little wobbly, and carefully pulled his leggings back on. He was too spaced out to remember that there was a hole in the back, his light brown fur showing through the tear. He looked around the locker room, seeing the men who had just used him as their fuck toy.

Tenric had left at some point, he had no idea when. Zedex was sitting on the other bench, eyes on Cedar and hands on his cock. Rocky and Rin were showering, leaving Blake to walk with him to the door. The bigger deer smacked his ass.

“You’re a great lay, little bro. I’m gonna need to fuck that ass again some time,” he told Cedar.

“I’m gonna need to fuck it right now,” Zed’s deep voice rumbled from behind him before he could reply.

The dragon shoved him up against the wall and roughly shoved his cock into Cedar’s well-used ass once more. Blake smiled, shaking his head, and headed out. Cedar whimpered, struggling to stand while the gray scaled dragon rutted his ass like they were pups in heat, filling his backside one more time. He had to make sure he got his money’s worth, but by the time he called a cab and sent Cedar on his way, face still coated with cum, he felt like he had. The tiger girl behind the deks had giggled and invited him to come back any time she was on shift.

–

It was 2 AM when Cedar finally stumbled into his apartment, legs still shaky from the group fuck at the gym. His mind was as much a mess as his face. He was conflicted about how right he was starting to feel being whored out, being passed around like meat for others to use as they saw fit regardless of what he might want. He felt fulfilled, but also empty. Despite having had a half dozen cocks in him over the course of the day, he was already feeling impatient for when he would be taking another, missing the feeling of fullness.

Cedar tiptoed past Alix’s room, trying to keep quiet in the carpeted hallway. The horse’s door was open but the room was dark, and he could hear the soft sounds of his roommate’s slow breathing. “Oh good, he’s asleep,” the deer thought. He was positive he couldn’t have handled the horse’s monstrous cock after being repeatedly and roughly fucked all day.

He quietly closed the door to his own room. Cedar started to pull his arm warmers off but instead just flopped onto his bed face-first, unconcerned that he would be getting dried cum all over his sheets from face and antlers. He passed out almost immediately, completely exhausted by the days events.

Alix woke up when Cedar shut the door to his own room. He was immediately hard, thinking about how hard his little hooker must have been fucked all night. He rolled onto his back and started stroking with himself. He was naked, as he always was anymore, not bothering to cover up around his roommate and only getting dressed to go out.

He decided he had enough. He was done simply fantasizing about the deer. Alix rolled out of bed and walked down the hall towards his room, stiff cock leading the way to fuckable ass like a divining rod to water. He put his ear to the door, listening for the shower or other movement, but he could hear a soft snoring.

Alix grinned and quietly opened the door. He walked in and saw Cedar lying face down across the bed. “Stupid cockslut didn’t even turn the lights off,” he thought to himself. His eyebrows went up when he noticed it, the hole torn in Cedar’s leggings. He couldn’t believe his luck, it was like Cedar was practically inviting Alix to fuck him.

He lined his tip up carefully with the hole, and Cedar’s tailhole behind it. The bulky draft horse practically fell forward, ramming his massive cock into the tiny deer to the hilt in one go. Cedar woke up screaming, his asshole in pain. Alix clamped a hand over his mouth and started humping, taking out weeks of sexual frustration on his roommate at last. Cedar quickly quieted down, content to be his roommate’s free use whore.
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