A tall, lanky figure darts furtively through the sparse trees, stopping and looking and listening, ears perked before darting to the next. The air was warm and muggy, the sky above was lucid blue with tiny white clouds sliding smoothly past, but the figure spared them no attention, his focus was on the long brick building ahead. It  stopped at the last tree, looking up and down the pathway leading towards and away from the building, making sure the coast was clear before darting in, disappearing inside.

Ryan stopped as soon as the door thuds closed behind him, trying hard to slow his breathing, still the frenetic energy coursing through his body, a holdover from his mother's lineage. Every one of the stalls was empty and open, and Ryan heaves a sigh of relief, his clenched muscles relaxing just a bit. He pads down the bank of stalls until he reaches one in particular and slips inside, sitting down on the toilet and fighting against nerves that seemed dead set on keeping up their furious discharge.

He'd been fighting his needs for days now, taking every opportunity he could to take a break to bit of privacy where he could... relieve some tension, but it soon wasn't enough; he needed to get laid... or at least get someone to take a load from him. He unbuckles his heavily tenting shorts and spreads them wide, letting a very thick canine sheath air out.

The bathroom wasn't the most fragrant places in the world, but soon even that was overpowered by the scents of raw canine arousal. He pushes his shorts down and off, hanging them on the hook on the back of the stall door and works, as always, to try and still the quivering muscles of his body. He was a mixed-breed dog; part great dane, part chihuahua. His mother's side was the chihuahua and he had their propensity to hyperactive nerves at the slightest stress. While his father had "blessed" him with his physique and theoretically his anatomy as well, and all that came with it. 

The dog groans quietly, his body shivering spasmodically as his sheath pulsed, the angry red tip beginning to poke free no matter how hard he fought himself to stay soft. He leans back against the wall behind the toilet, spreading his legs and letting his heavy balls thump against the rim of the toilet. 

There was no telling how long it'd take someone to enter the bathroom, it could be minutes, could be hours, but for all the torture of abstaining, it would have been worse to simply jerk off and suffer more later, so the big dog resolved himself to wait. 

Ryan looks over at the hole in the wall and winces at the thought of what he was about to do. He had a girlfriend for fuck's sake, he could bang her and his troubles would be solved! Or... at least a girl he fucked on the regular, they'd never really said they were a couple, more like friends with benefits. But... he hated to admit it, even to himself, that even frequent lays with her weren't enough. And no matter how horny he was, whenever he came in here he always left sated.

Ryan lets out a quiet sigh... a sigh that he swallows sharply as the door to the bathroom opens up, causing every nerve in his body to fire at once, locking his muscles up in a death grip for a brief instant before he relaxes...relatively relaxes. He sits there, silently, muscles quivering frenetically as the newcomer, whoever, whatever they were sauntered down the banks of stalls, stopping briefly at his stall before moving on... and into the next stall over! Ryan almost sighs with relief, but that was only half the battle; it was possible that whoever was in the next stall would want him to do the work, and he would have to decline.

The stall door closes and whoever it was settles onto the toilet. Ryan, his ears perked and hyper-focused on the newcomer, hears a strange rustling noise and a weight settles on the door, making it creak slightly. After a minute a quiet knock on the wall is heard, and Ryan knocks back. His dick was already hard as a rock and dripping pre down his angry red length. He shifts slightly so that it runs off into the toilet instead of on the floor. 

A pair of fingers poking through the hole, beckoning the dog could be seen and instantly Ryan was on his feet and aiming his rock hard dick at the hole. He grips onto the top of the stall and eases himself through. It wouldn't do to show just how needy he was so quickly, he'd scared off more than one potential partner before. The hole was positioned below his waist height so he had to bend his knees a bit to get the right angle. 

Inches disappear through the hole, and even before he was halfway through a quiet whistle could be heard. Clearly whoever it was was impressed by his size. Ryan couldn't resist the slight wagging of his tail at that and works forward until the knot pushes through the ring. 

As it slips past, he idly wonders if he should have, the bulb gets rather large when he was that horny, but such thoughts were pushed far from his mind as he feels a series of gentle, teasing strokes roaming over his shaft, gentle, soft fingers tracing the veins of his length, making him yelp and whimper quietly. He grinds his hips against the wall, hanging on for dear life as the unseen someone continues to tease him. 

It was so gentle yet so thorough, the poor dog couldn't even beg for more, it made him want to thrust so badly, but whoever it was hadn't even- He snarls as suddenly something hot, wet, and gloriously tight envelopes his shaft, making him spurt pre straight into whatever the hell it was. He was reasonably sure it was a mouth, but he'd never felt one so deep, so warm, so wet, so velvety, and fuck, that tongue.

Ryan pants and groans, his toes clenching on the floor as the unseen partner bobs back and forth, taking more and more fo his length in time, taking it almost to the knot with no difficulty whatsoever. The dog would have been impressed if he wasn't mounting his orgasm very, very quickly, making his knot swell quickly. He was on edge, could feel his balls begin to clench up, was tugging at the wall hard enough to make it creak when, suddenly, the mouth disappears, leaving the canine's orgasm to taper off into burning, aching need. He lets out a pathetic, wordless whine, his muscles quivering with need and lust. 

The only thing the dog hears from the other side is a lewd slurping noise and a quiet, smug chuckle. Clearly this bastard, whoever he was only wanted to tease rather than finish the job. He grumbles to himself angrily, withdrawing, only to yelp as his knot catches at the edge of the hole. FUCK. He tries to shift his hips, angling thsi way and that to try and work his shaft free, but even with the well-sanded edges of the hole, it did not feel good on the sensitive bulb. The dog could only hang there, thoroughly stuck and still ungodly horny. He whines again, ears flat against his head in mortification at his predicament. 

Ryan hears the unseen someone shifting around behind the wall and open up the stall door. He hears them move over to HIS stall. "Open up." the voice sounded strange, but he wasn't in much of a position to think about it, maybe he had a cold or something. But, as he reaches his hand out to unlatch the door, he stops. This bastard was the one who got him stuck! The fuck else could he want!

"No," the dog says, growling. 

"I can help ya get unstuck, ya know," the voice says, a smirk unmistakable in his voice.

"You got me stuck in the first place!" the dog growls louder, teeth bared at the closed door.

"True, but you didn't have to go balls-to-the-walls, now did ya. I promise you'll enjoy it if ya let me in," the voice was weedling now.

The dog wrestles with himself, growling and fighting his lust and mortification at the same time until, with a snarl he unlatches the door. 

The door swings slowly open, revealing the hidden partner. At first the dog notices how short he was, thinking he was something like a skunk, but as the detaisl come into focus, the black and white skin shining slightly, the sharp, predatory teeth in a smooth, sleek head, and the slim body beneath baggy black clothes, the dog could only let out a whine. An orca was standing there, and worse...it was a young one, too young for him to...

Ryan's ears lay against his head, his eyes going wide. "Oh... oh fuck..."

The orca boy smirks toothily at him, stepping into the stall and closing the door behind him. "Yep. Now be a good boy and stay still." The kid shrugs out of his shirt, revealing a slim, muscular form beneath his baggy shirt. His nipples were pierced, as was his dorsal fin and lips. Ryan almost expected the little punk to have tattoos. 

Ryan squirmed and wriggled, gritting his teeth at the uncomfortable feeling of the glory hole around his knot, but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't squeeze the bulb through. He kept looking over at the slowly-stripping orca who was now dropping his shorts. Ryan gasped at the sight of what was beneath, a fat, thick, veiny uncut cock, easily as long as his own, including the knot. He whined at the sight,

"Now, now, don't be such a baby, I won't fuck ya without prepping ya first!" The boy stepped out of his shorts, moving closer to the still-struggling canine. The dog could only turn his head to watch as the young aquatic moves up behind him, his tail going instinctively between his legs. "Ah, ah, ah, pup, gotta give me access!" He yelps as his tail is yanked upwards, revealing his virginal hole.

"Mmmm, lovely, looks damn tight too," the boy says quietly. Ryan closes his eyes and presses his forehead against the wall, humiliation burning in his belly. He wanted so badly to get out of there, to get free, but he was stuck between a cock and a hard place. 

Ryan hears a quiet squelching noise far below, and could only guess that it was the vile cub stroking himself and shuddered, the sight of that fat, white-skinned cock burned on his mind. He was waiting for something to happen, the anticipation driving him crazy, but the boy seemed content to drag it out, making the dog whine. He was just about to snarl at him to get it over with when something hot, wet, and slimy runs along his crack, from the root of his heavy balls and up to the base of his tail. The snarl choking off into a strange gulp as the feeling repeats again and again and again. It felt so... so strange, so wet and slimy but... the dog could not deny that it felt nice, soothing in a strange way.

Ryan grits his teeth and groans as every lick sends ripples of strange pleasure coursing through him, making his tail hike up on its own, making his toes clench and, most embarassingly, his dick to spurt; he could hear the fat splats of wetness hitting the floor through the stall wall. He hated how much he was enjoying it, but he couldn't resist the pleasure, was beginning not to want to. But still the boy kept licking, shifting upwards steadily until his fat, flat tongue began focusing its attention on his hole. He kept his death-grip on the top of the wall, panting and groaning as his hole slowly, steadily gives way beneath the methodical licking, stretching slowly open, relaxing under the strangely tender attentions. 

And then, just as suddenly as they began, the boy pulls back and away, making the poor canine's muscles go slack as he hangs there, panting heavily, tongue dangling from his muzzle. 

"Don't go anywhere, pup, I'll be right back!" The boy says, standing up and wiping off his chin. Ryan could see his face was soaked in drool and spit, and... fuck was he bigger now?! The boy's dick seemed to definitely have grown, much thicker around than before, and a faint peek of black helmet beneath the thick, copious foreskin. He whimpers pathetically, unable to form words with his dangling tongue as the boy disappears out of the stall, stark naked. He hears the kid grabbing something from the other stall and comes back a moment later with a back-pack in hand. He steps back in, hangs it on the hook and moves back behind the dog. 

Now there was no mistake as to the boy's intentions, he grips his dick and thumps it heavily on the dog's ass cheeks before settling the tip between the muscular globes. The boy reaches over and rummages in the bag for a moment before withdrawing a bottle of something clear. With a skillful thumb he flips the cap and squirts a healthy helping onto his own dick and plenty on the dog's hole. Poor Ryan could only whimper as the pressure builds against his virginal hole. He could feel the fat prong beginning to spread him open, knew that it would be one hell of a stretch. 

The poor dog yelps as a hand reaches around his belly, roaming over his abs and stroking gently. It was such a surprisingly gentle rub that the dog could only look down at it, his body reacting unconciously; a footpaw lifting and kicking in time to the rubbing, a silly grin beginning to quirk at the corner of his muzzle, and of course, his whole body beginning to relax... just in time for the orca boy's cock tip to push past his ring. 

As soon as it pops in the dog yelps again, his body clenching up hard around it, making the boy growl and hold his position as the dog's hole burns and aches from the incredible stretch. "Fffffffuck, feels like you're gonna squeeze m' dick clean off, pup!" Eventually, the hand resumes its gentle rubbing, though the poor pup's body didn't react quite as strongly. Every time his hole clenched or relaxed, the orca would push deeper, making the dog's belly feel so full. 

Inch after inch disappeared slowly inside the poor quivering mutt's hole until every throbbing inch was lodged deep in his guts and the boy's hips meet the pups ass. The two stand there, the orca on tip toe to meet the dog's rump, the dog clinging for dear life on the wall. "Mmmm, see, pup, wasn't so bad now was it?"

Every instinct, every last shred of his pride howled at him to refute it, to say it was awful, to snarl and bite and kick and claw but... the dog blinks as he realizes just how good it felt, every time the orca's cock flexes it sent a ripple of pleasure coursing through him, gentle, but enough to make him clench up in response, and the sound of pre hitting the floor seemed to be louder than ever. fuck, if that continues I'm gonna get dehydrated...
"Now for the fun!" The boy, always subverting expectations, instead of pulling free, reaches over to his bag once more and pulls out a long metal rod. Attached to the end of the rod was a cell-phone. The boy fiddles with it, unlocking the screen, showing that the camera was on. Ryan has just enough time to try and cover his face with a hand before the click of the camera could be heard. Again and again the boy takes pictures of them both, sometimes smirking, sometimes making faces, sometimes sticking his tongue out (which Ryan noticed was pierced), but every time making it abundantly clear that he was pounding a much bigger, much older male. The poor dog could only whimper and turn his face away in shame, his belly burning and roiling with it. 

Ryan didn't have long to wallow in it as the boy begins to withdraw, leaving the dog feeling uncomfortably empty. He groans and plants a hand on his belly, feeling the boy's dick through his belly! He shuddered, hoping beyond hope that the boy didn't notice how much his dick was bouncing at the thought of how full he'd just been.

And then the boy slams forward, hard, ramming the dog against the wall and forcing the air from his lungs. Poor Ryan's eyes roll back as something incredible happens, a feeling of pure pleasure blasts through him, as if the awful boy had hit a button of pure pleasure deep inside. He didn't know it, but the blast of pre had hit the opposite wall of the stall. 

"Fuck yeah, pup!" The boy growls, gripping onto the dog's hips and beginning to pound fast and hard, tugging a bit at the dog's knot every time he slams home, only to ram the dog's hips against the wall. Poor Ryan could only hang on, his head lolling back, tongue hanging out and pathetic, blissed out whines and whimpers escaping him. So much pleasure was coursing through him, stronger, better, hotter than anything he'd ever experienced before, better than knotting into someone and unloading, and he hadn't even hit his peak yet!

And yet the boy kept pounding, snarling, sweating, and swearing like a sailor, taking the dog's virginity and breaking his mind with sheer pleasure. The stink of canine arousal was beginning to get eclipsed by the boy's own scent, surprisingly masculine and musky, but every breath filled the dog's nose and lungs and made him groan with need. His mind was beginning to turn, to lock onto that scent and its owner as the source of his pleasure, the cause of this glorious, rising ecastasy that seemed endless and terrifying, but he wanted, needed it.

Below them both, with each powerful thrust, the boy's balls swing up and slap against Ryan's own, neither noticed that the boy's were slightly larger, heavier, rounder than even the canine's, but they were beginning to clench up, forcasting the imminent release.

The boy lifts one foot up and plants it on the seat of the toilet, gritting his teeth as he begins fucking up, pounding deeper into the dog and making him yelp and bark like a bitch in heat each time. Wordlessly, the dog knew the boy was getting close, could feel it in the spasmodic clenching of his dick, in the way it was thickening up, swelling, getting harder than ever. 

"Get...ready...PUP!" the boy snarls and arches back, letting out a roar as he pounds once, twice, three times right against the dog's prostate as he lets loose a white hot torrent of spunk straight into the dog's hole. The poor mutt arched back, matching the boy's arch, pressing against him and letting out a howl as he hits his own orgasm, spraying the walls, the toilet, the floor, even the ceiling with blast after blast after white hot blast of dog cum. But no matter how much he blew all over the stall, his guts were filling with far far more. He felt it, every drop blasting into him, even in the depths of his mind-breaking orgasm, he could feel every bit of seed being pumped into him, and wordlessly begged for more.

The two stayed connected, pressed together in their sweaty, musky, glorious orgasm for a long long time until, eventually the dog finishes, only saved from collapsing by his cramped-up hands still clenching on the top of the stall wall. He dangled there, panting, whimpering and whining quietly, his mind slowly beginning to reboot from the ungodly ecstasy he'd just experienced. 

The boy recovered first, panting and rubbing over the dog's new cum-gut, making the dog grin and kick slightly instinctively. "Thats a good, pup, did a damn good job takin' me so well!" He turns the canine's head with one hand, bringing his tongue to meet the dangling dog tongue, kissing his pup suddenly. Ryan didn't seem to mind, he was too blissed out to care about anything, least of all that he'd just been fucked by a minor, had almost cum from that same minor's blowjob skills, a,d had just survived the best orgasm he'd ever had, all while getting his virginity taken. He couldn't have noticed, just then, but for the first time, his muscles were slack, relaxed, and no longer quivering and quaking in an excess of energy.

Eventually though, reality had to reassert itself, and the dog eventually opened his eyes, his tongue deep in the boy's throat who seemed intent on sucking it out of his skull, only to see that the camera he'd been avoiding looking at was still on, and worse, it was recording. He yelps and instantly withdraws his tongue, turning away. The boy just chuckles and slowly withdraws his softening member from the dog's ass, causing both to grunt as it schlorps free. A healthy gush of spunk flows out, splatting wetly on the floor before the boy stops recording, after getting the flow on camera, of course.

"Woof, damn, pup, that was the best damn ass I think I've ever fucked!" He gives the dog's butt cheek a firm pat. "And gonna make a killing when I sell this vid!" He chuckles and pulls a rag out of his back-pack and begins wiping his dick clean. "Ya ok, there?" He asks, noticing the dog hadn't moved. 

"What....what did I just...do?" He whimpers to himself, his muscles quivering as the stress reasserts itself.

"You," the boy says, stepping up onto the toilet so he could look the tall canine in the eye, "didn't do anything. You just got fucked by some punk in a skeevy bathroom stall." Ryan looked briefly into the aquatics eyes before looking away. 

"But... I liked it..." he says in a quiet, almost inaudible voice.

"Is that so," the boy says quietly, rubbing his chin, a small smile beginning to form on the kids lips. "Well here's the thing, pup, I was mostly coming in to see if I could scam some poor schlub into doing a video with me; you'd be fuckin' amazed how much people pay to see public stuff like this. Seems I did far more than either of us bargained for. So how about this," the boy lifts Ryan's chin, making the dog open his eyes and look up, "ya come home with me, and we do it again, a few more times. If after that ya want me to not post the vid, I'll do that. If ya like it more, we'll take some more." He grins toothily. Ryan couldn't deny, the idea of getting fucked by this little stud did sound appealing, and his smile was so damn infectious...

"Though one thing ya gotta know," the boy's face goes suddenly serious, "you'll have to meet my dad." He pulls his phone from the selfie-stick and slides through a few pictures, ending on one and showing it to the dog. 

Ryan's eyes widen bigger and bigger as he realizes what it was he was seeing. It was a picture of a massive orca, beer-belly, scarred to hell and looking so god damned handsome... but it was the ungodly dick that drew the dog's attention; it was fat, uncut, veiny as the boy's, but, judging from how the little punk was standing with that daddy-dick against his hips and his own dick resting atop, daddy must be fucking MONSTROUS. The dog's tail begain to wag, slowly at first before picking up speed faster and faster at the thought of meeting such a stud. 

The boy smirks and gives the dog's ass another firm pat. "Thats what I thought. Now come on, pup, I'm sure daddy's gonna want a play-by-play! Oh, by the way, m' name's Devon."

"Ryan," the dog says, tugging at his knot. It had already begun to deflate but it was still stuck, at least for a little bit longer. 

"Think I like pup, better, but ah well." The boy dons his clothes once more, slipping back into his too-baggy shorts and band-shirt. Ryan couldn't help but notice that the boy was wearing flip-flops, and with every move he got a flash of white from the boy's soles. His eyes roamed up and down the kid, taking him in as much as he could. He seemed to be about thirteen or fourteen, decent height for that age, and with the typical lankiness as well, as if he'd been stretched at both ends without filling out in the middle. His body was sleek and shiny, unmarred by scars like his father, but beneath the black and white skin, Ryan knew the kid's muscles would be strong. The boy, Devon, opens up the stall door and shifts over to the next. 

"Fucking hell, you made a mess!" He whistles again, though the dog couldn't see beyond the wall. "And damn, still fuckin' huge. Might have to give you a go at me too, bet that knot is even thicker than Daddy!" The thought made the dog shudder, his dick flexing and making the boy laugh. "Bet ya like that thought dontcha pup!" He feels the boy's hands on his cock once more, gently squeezing, massaging over his knot. It made the poor dog whine and squirm as the hyper-sensitive bulb is teased and squeezed until, with a pop, it slips through the hole. The relief was instant and immense, the dog relaxes his grip on the wall and steps back until he's leaning against the opposite, groaning as his arms resist gravity. 

The boy reappears, grinning toothily as always. "Come on, pup!" He steps into the stall once more, intent on helping the dog recover... only to yelp as that dog wraps his arms around the boy, growling. 

The boy struggles in the dog's grip for a moment as the big mutt squeezes, but relaxes immediately as he feels the velvety tongue of the big mutt running over his neck. "Fuckin' scared me, ass!" He grumbles, but he didn't seem keen on escaping the embrace. 

"Serves you right, ya little brat," the dog growls playfully. The boy's scent was strong on his skin, and the taste made the dog's tastebuds tingle and burn pleasantly. He was loathe to release the aquatic, but he was as eager as the boy for more fun. He gives the boy another firm squeeze before releasing him and standing up. He was substnatially taller than the boy now that he was at full height, his eyes over the top of the stall, but for all his size, the boy was totally unafraid, and more, the dog did not mind the thought of this boy-stud being his... owner? Master? He shrugs and begins to don his clothes. Fuck-bud's seems appropriate. The dog grins widely, his tail wagging in anticipation as he slips back into his clothes.

Devon waits for him by the door, grinning as the dog steps out of the stall and pads over to meet him, tail still wagging. "Come on, then, pup, dad should be home soon, and he always drops trou as soon as he steps in the door, perfect way to meet a good puppy like you!" The boy gives the big dog a teasing belly rub, earning a playful growl from the dog, even though a footpaw had already started kicking. 

The two step out into the hot, muggy afternoon sun, the door slamming shut behind as the boy leads the way to the dog's new home-away-from-home.

