
Jack’s lion tail flicked to and fro excitedly as the young cub stalked down the weathered sidewalk. The sun was starting its daily sink in the sky, it was about 4:30 in the late Spring afternoon. Jack was on his way to Miss Melanie’s house, having already done all his homework on this Friday night. He’d slipped away from his parents with some quick story about meeting some friends at the local playground. Really, though, he was on his way to something way more fun.

It had been about two weeks since Spring Break, and he and Melanie had been “seeing each other” most of that time. Jack licked his lips happily at the memory. On this Wednesday night, however, Melanie had said she’d be gone on Thursday, but if the young lion boy was patient, she’d have some “fun surprises” in store for him on Friday.

Of course, Jack couldn’t wait. The little cub had been literally bouncing off walls with anticipation. He couldn’t help but wiggle around in place as he knocked on Melanie’s door.

The door swung open and Jack was greeted by a pair of huge breasts, bundled into a thin white blouse with two too many buttons left undone. Jack felt his crotch heating up as he noticed Miss Melanie’s black bra through the almost transparent blouse. “Hey, Jackie, c’mon in!” the sexy tigress said innocently. The lion boy was in the house before he could say ‘boobies’.


Jack looked around, taking in that the only lights on in the house were the lamps situated around the family room. The door closed behind him and suddenly the cub was spun around, his lips meeting Melanie’s in a ferocious kiss. He kissed back, flitting his tongue around hers sloppily. Meanwhile, his hands started fishing their way under the older woman’s shirt.

“uh uh uh,” Melanie reprimanded, breaking the kiss as she skillfully removed the cub’s hands from her chest. “You’re gunna have to work for it tonight, stud.”


“What?” Jack asked incredulously.


The tigress winked. “I’ve got something fun planned. It’s all set up over here.” She dragged Jack over to the floor in her living room. They both sat cross-legged on the soft carpeting around a spin dial with alternating red and black spaces with “all strip” squares on it at 12-, 3-, 6-, and 9 o’clock. Next to the dial was a stack of cards with “Wheel of Pleasure” printed on their backs in curvy writing and a cheap, yet good sized plastic hourglass Next to all this was Melanie’s trusty bottle of lube.

“What’s all this?” Jack asked curiously.

“It’s a board game, an ‘adult’ board game.” Melanie said with a predator’s grin. She picked up a piece of paper labeled ‘rules’ and read them to her guest. “The object of Wheel of Pleasure is to strip your opponent and get them to climax before you. The game progresses until everyone has orgasmed, and the winner is the one to do so last. Players bet on which color the arrow will land on.  If they guess wrong, they need to remove a piece of clothing. If the arrow lands on one of the squares labeled ‘all strip’, all players, regardless of their bet, must remove an item of clothing.  If a player bets wrong and is already naked, they must draw an action card and perform its instructions on the winners of their sexual preference until the hourglass is spent or until otherwise noted by the card. If the arrow lands on ‘all strip’ and multiple people are already nude, they must each draw and complete an action card.”
Jack felt his pants heating even more as he listened to the odd game’s rules. Curious, he lifted up the top action card. The card read, ‘Oral Sex - Receiver’. The cub felt his member hardening even more: he was going to like this game.
Melanie’s soft tail whipped around and flicked over Jack’s bulging pants lightly. “Well, Jack, are you ready to play? Looks like this guy is,” she purred. Jack just gulped and nodded. “Well I’ll spin then. What do you bet on?”


“Um,” Jack studied the dial, but the odds were even, leaving the bet up to total chance, “black.”


“Alright, I’ll bet on red.” Melanie gave the arrow a good spin with a flick of her wrist.

Jack watched intently as the arrow spun round and round, finally resting over a black square. “Yes! You have to strip, Miss Melanie!” He yelled out excitedly, a grin spreading over his face.


“Oh no! Whatever shall I do?” Melanie replied, feigning worry. “I guess you’re gunna get a show early, Jackie.” The tigress grinned mischievously and removed . . . her left sock. Jack’s smile disappeared, leaving behind a dumbfounded look. He never thought of her socks. The loin boy had walked over barefoot, himself. ‘She was right, this is going to be hard work,’ he thought to himself.

“Now you spin. I’ll bet on red again,” Melanie said, holding back giggles as she watched Jack’s reaction.


Jack grumbled something about fairness, then said, “I’ll go with black again,” as he reached down and spun the arrow.


Again, the arrow stopped on black, and Melanie removed her right sock, much to Jack’s frustration. For the next round, Jack chose red instead, while Melanie switched to black. Unfortunately, the arrow spun around, but landed on ‘all strip’.


“Ha!” Melanie said with a toothy smile, “No perfect record for you. Take your clothes off!”


“Dang!” Jack “reluctantly” removed his t-shirt and cast it aside. “You have to do it too, though.”


“Oh, right,” Melanie said. She stood up and undid the button on her tight jeans, sliding them down over her curvaceous body slowly. She shimmied her hips a little as she went, grinning at Jack as the cub watched, totally mesmerized. The lion boy got a quick glimpse of lacey black panties before the jeans flew to the side and the pant-less tigress sat down again, draping the end of her blouse over her crotch teasingly.


“O-okay, next round,” Jack said, suddenly very, very eager to get on with the game. Jack stuck with red again, and Melanie kept with black. This time, the arrow landed on black yet again. The cub growled in defeat and shrugged off his shorts. Now he was dressed only in his grey boxers. He was getting nervous: he didn’t want to be the one to be at the mercy of the action cards first.

The next round passed, and Jack was safe, but Melanie was forced to remove her thin blouse. The lion boy watched, almost drooling, as the tigress unbuttoned the garment, on button at a time. Once the shirt was unbuttoned, she stretched her arms back and pulled at the sleeves with the opposite hands. She shimmied as she pulled the blouse off, mostly so Jack could moon over her big melons as they bounced from side to side in her lacey black bra, which matched her panties. Said panties were now on proud display with the blouse gone. Jack drank up the view of the narrow hip-huggers. They were lacey around their edges, but not in the crotch area, leaving Jack to fantasize about what treasures lay beneath. 

Jack thought if his throbbing member went without attention for too much longer he’d go insane. Melanie licked her lips as she gazed at the cub’s raging hard-on straining against his boxers. “Look’s like you’re about to blow,” she said with a chuckle. Jack managed a blush through his fine fur as he looked down at himself.


It all came down to this next round. No matter what, someone was going to get at least somewhat naked. Jack watched the arrow as if it was his life on the line, he himself betting on red again. He watched in suspense as the arrow approached the top of the dial, crawling from a black square to its neighboring red square . . . and then, impossibly, sliding even further. Jack almost whimpered as the arrow came to rest on yet another ‘all strip’ square.

“Ha!” Melanie exclaimed. She quickly unclipped her bra and let it slip off her plushy tits, then pointed at Jack’s tented crotch and said, “Now let’s see your big friend!”


Jack slid off his boxers reluctantly, causing his long horse cock to whip back and slap his navel as the elastic finally slipped off his head. Melanie found it was harder than she’d thought to keep from engulfing the long, hard thing right on the spot. She felt her pussy slick up pleasantly at the thought of that piece of meat deep inside her.

And the arrow spun round once again. Jack’s luck just seemed to get worse, as the arrow came to rest on Melanie’s color of choice and not his. “Now you draw a card,” the tigress said as she leaned in close, eager to see what action the card would entail.


Jack gulped and grabbed a card, his hand shaking a bit as he did. Slowly, he lifted it up. It read “Sit in a winner’s lap and grind until after the next round”.

“Well, what’s it say?” Melanie asked impatiently. Jack showed her the card and her face lit up in a comedic smile. “Hehe! Well come here then,” she said with a grin, holding out a hand for the lion boy.


“O-Okay,” Jack took her hand and eased into the tigress’s lap, inadvertently giving her an arousing look at his cute behind. It could have been worse, he thought.


Just as the little cub began to get settled in, there was a loud slap, and suddenly his left butt-cheek tingled numbly. He gasped; Melanie had just slapped his ass! “C’mon, it says grind, stud!” She giggled again. Once more her hand came down on Jack’s rump to make sure her words sank in, but it was more of a rough grab, because her hand lingered on his cheek to give it a playful squeeze.


Shocked into action, the lion boy started moving, pushing his hips back into his opponent for a bit before switching to swiveling them in a slow circle over her panties. “Can we move on now?” he asked, eager for this one-way stuff to be over.

“Mmmm, fine. I bet red.” Jack’s grinding, humping motions were really turning her on, and she really wanted to get naked herself now. She peeked over the cub’s shoulder to gaze at his big cock, still hard, and resisted the urge to grab it again.


Jack bet on black, and finally he won! Fortunately for him as well, he could stop humping his adversary. As he took his spot across the dial from the sexy cat again, she shrugged and stood. Jack’s shaft twitched as he saw the large wet spot on the front of her panties: she was really enjoying this. His eyes were glued to the tigress as her hands seductively looped through the sides of her black panties and tugged them up a little, making the V of fabric between her legs get even narrower and revealing even more sexy flesh. To his delight, Melanie winked and turned away from Jack, bending over to look at him around her huge tits and through her legs as she slid the piece of fabric slowly down her toned thighs and calves.

Melanie giggled as Jack’s eyes burned into her tight asshole, peeking out from between her curvaceous ass cheeks, and sopping wet pussy lips as her panties slid down her toned thighs. Her tail flicked to and fro excitedly.


She sat down again, cross-legged so the lion boy could get a good look at her cunny, and twirled her panties around a finger casually. “Ready for the next round?”


“Um,” Jack shook his head quickly to refocus. “Yea! I bet red.” Melanie, in the spirit of opposition, bet against the cub once again. The arrow spun around  and around, and then landed on an ‘All Strip’ square.


“Oooh!” Melanie cooed as the arrow came to a stop. “This should be interesting.” The tigress grabbed an action card hurriedly and read it off to Jack. “Oral Sex – Receiver. What’s your’s say?”


Jack licked his lips and looked down at Melanie’s delicious-looking pussy and smiled. He drew his own card and read, “You are blindfolded for this action phase and the next.” Blindfolded? The little cub didn’t know how he felt about that. On the one hand it could be fun to be unable to see Melanie pleasuring him and to just feel it, but on the other hand, he wouldn’t know what was happening at all. It seemed suspenseful.

“Wow, good card, Jackie! I think I know what we can use for your blindfold,” the older fur got up and prowled over to Jack with her damp panties in her hand. She quickly stretched them over his eyes with the crotch part in front and tied the sides together in back.


Jack started to protest as his world went dark, but the smell of Melanie’s arousal coming from the garment over his eyes was heavenly. “There, hehe. You look great.” Melanie sat back on her haunches and admired her work, giggling at the way the frilly blindfold ruffled up his fur. “Now my card needs to be followed. Come here, stud.”

The tigress grabbed onto Jack’s shoulders as she lay down on her back and spread her legs wide for him, pulling him down to the target area. Jack dropped to all fours blindly and felt around until his hand brushed against Melanie’s warm thigh. He smiled and bent down, kissing her inner thigh sloppily in his blindness but making his way closer to her honey pot. Melanie moaned softly as each smooch tingled more and more. 
Finally, with a jolt of pleasure, the lion boy’s lips came into contact with her pussy lips. “Right there,” she purred warmly. Jack couldn’t see, but when he tasted that sweet nectar his instincts kicked in. He scooted closer, wrapped his arms around the woman’s thighs, and dove in.
Melanie propped herself up on her elbows and shuddered in delight as she watched the blinded cub eat her out. First he would swirl his tongue up, down, and around her slit messily, and then plunge it in. Waves of pleasure flowed through the tigress as he wiggled his playful tongue as deep as possible into her, and then back out.


Finally, the boy’s talented tongue found her clit. He licked over it lick an ice-cream cone a few times to tease back its hood – as if it needed any coercion! – and then sucked the little nub into his mouth. “Ohh, yes. Right THERE!” The tigress yelled out as Jack playfully nibbled on her clit, just hard enough to make her go nuts. She lay down again and grabbed Jack’s blindfolded head, pushing him as far as possible into her muff as she bucked her hips back into him.

“Ungh, Menangie? As thg tima un ow et?” Jack’s muffled voice drifted up from his buried head. The tigress quickly released her grip and allowed the cub to speak.


“What was that?” she asked, panting.


“Has the timer run out yet?” Jack asked. There was wetness plastered all over his mouth and chin, but he didn’t seem to mind, in fact he licked some of it up happily after he spoke.


“Uh,” Melanie looked over to the little hourglass that she had forgotten to turn over. Whoops. “Um, yep. Yes it just finished.” A full two minutes might not have passed, but the tigress’s competitive side was acting out and she had been way to close to cumming. A little while longer and she would have lost the game for sure.


“Okay, I can look now, right?” Jack lifted the panties above his eyes without waiting for a response and looked into Melanie’s amber eyes smugly. “I bet on red again.”


“All right, I bet black,” Melanie said, eager to get the upper hand once again. Melanie smiled wolfishly as the arrow came to rest on a black square.


Jack gulped and picked up the next card. It read: ‘Winner applies whipped cream to your privates and eats it off. If no whipped cream, just receive oral sex.’ The lion boy read the card to his opponent.


“Mmm, yummy,” Melanie said lustily. “I think I have some whipped cream in the fridge. You just sit up on the couch and pull your blindfold back on.”

Jack did as he was told and listened as Melanie rummaged through the fridge. After a few moments he heard the fridge door close and she came padding back over. “Did you find the whipped cream?” he asked nervously. The tigress didn’t answer. “Melanie?” Suddenly, the cub gasped and froze in place as the tell-tale sound of a Redi-Whip can spraying came from in front of him and a sudden line of cold ran from the base of his shaft to his cockhead. That must be a yes. Jack sat still as Melanie coated his throbbing member in the fluffy cream. He whimpered a bit as soon he felt his whole length – all but his dick’s underside and balls – become almost numbingly cool.


Pleasure shook through him as he felt a pair of wet lips close around his head. He moaned as he felt Melanie’s tongue swirl over his tip to get all the cream off. She repeated the process, opening her mouth just wide enough to engulf the layer of cream as she took in more of his length. She did this a few times, and all the while her coarse tongue was flitting everywhere over his horse cock, sending flickers of pleasure through the cub. Finally, Jack felt the tigress’s mouth retreat from his stick with a loud ‘pop’. He sighed in relief, but yelped as he felt her licking up and down over his member frantically, probably picking up any cream she had missed.


Melanie looked to the hourglass slowly swirling down on the floor. There was still some extra time left; now she could try and get him to burst. She skated her tongue down his shaft to his balls and licked at the orbs hungrily while one hand came up to start jerking up and down his shaft. As the final few seconds ran out, she sucked each ball into her mouth and jerked harder, but the little cub was just too good. He had improved infinitely since their first time. 

Jack growled slightly as he rode out the last few seconds of the turn. He almost lost it when Melanie started fondling and sucking his balls but he held on, barely. Finally, he felt the tigress’s lips leave with another ‘pop’ and he took off his blindfold, reluctantly throwing the sexy garment aside. “Th-that was amazing,” he said simply. “You have a little cream right there,” he pointed out the arch of whipped cream above the woman’s lip and smiled. Melanie immediately licked the cream off sensually. Jack looked down at his member to find not one drop of cream on it. She had licked it totally clean.

“Next round,” the tigress said briskly, her body aching to continue. Jack sat down next to the dial again and bet on black. Melanie, of course, bet on red. As the arrow spun around, Melanie found herself actually leaning towards it in anticipation. She almost squealed in joy as it landed on red; she had won again.


Jack groaned in mock despair and picked up his card. ‘Sex – reverse cowgirl position. Spin the dial to decide which hole: red = vaginal, black = anal, and all strip = winner’s choice,’ it read. Beneath the cards writing it showed a diagram with a boy flat on his back and a girl squatting over his crotch facing his feet.

“Well? What’s it say?” Melanie lunged across the dial and snatched the card. Jack watched as the tigress read it and her eyes lit up lustily. “Spin it; I wanna see how you’re going to do me.”


Jack smiled devilishly and gave the arrow a twist. He watched intently as it slowed down and finally stopped on black. “Looks like its your butt!” he said excitedly.


“Mmm, good. My ass has been tingling with neglect. Let’s do it,” the tigress said as she prowled over to Jack on all fours, grabbing her bottle of lube as she did. She pressed the cub’s shoulders to the carpet and straddled him backwards, shaking her luscious ass at him playfully. Her fluffy tail brushed against his chest sensually. She handed him the lube bottle and said sweetly, “Would you do the honors?”

The lion boy smiled and replied, “Sure.” He took aim as Melanie spread her ass cheeks wide for him and squirted the slippery liquid over her puckered hole. Her tail started swishing side to side excitedly and she shivered.

“Oooh, cold. Rub it in, Jackie,” The tigress purred and shook her ass at him again. Jack followed orders and reached a hand up to rub the lube in firmly around her opening. Making sure she was good and slippery on the surface, he slowly pressed a finger in her constrictingly tight ass and swirled it around to stretch her out. Then a second finger joined the first.


Melanie moaned as the cub worked her asshole, each movement sending tingles up her spine. “Now fuck me!” she said needily.


“Okay,” Jack said simply. His hands reached up and gripped Melanie’s hips and guided her to his throbbing cock. He could feel the sexy tigress’s hand grip his shaft and bring him to her lubed up entrance. He moaned loudly as he felt his dick press against her entrance and then sink into her tight passage. As Melanie growled and sank down inch by inch on that hot cock, Jack just barely remembered to flip the hourglass.

Finally, Melanie came to rest fully on Jack’s hips and the cub looked up to see her ass pinching tightly on the base of his rod, as far in as he could go. Suddenly, the lion boy remembered the turn when he had to grind into the tigress and grinned mischievously. The older fur yelped in surprise when his hand smacked into her plump ass cheek and gave it a rub. “How do you like it?” he asked smugly.

“Actually, that felt good. Do it again,” Melanie said as she started moving up and down slowly on his shaft, trying to get used to the amazing full feeling in her ass.


“Really?” Jack asked through gritted teeth, battling the pleasure of the tigress’s movements. He mentally shrugged and slapped her ass again.


“Oh, yeah. Slap my ass as you fuck me, stud,” Melanie moaned. She began to hump into Jack harder, her ass slapping into his hips with each drop. Jack slapped her again and then slapped the other cheek with his other hand. He giggled as he rubbed her cheeks with his hands, the action helping him to keep control.


Soon, Melanie was all out bouncing on the lion boy’s cock and fondling her tits, all but drowning in pleasure as thunderbolts of it raced through her with each bounce. Beneath her, Jack was also having trouble holding on as the tigress’s ass squeezed along his length. Worried he might blow, he looked at the hourglass. The sand had run out. Relieved, he said, “Time’s up!”


“Aww,” Melanie groaned sadly, her ears drooping. She sat with the cub’s cock buried deep in her for a moment before giving it one more bounce. Then she lifted off of him and helped him up.


After so many close calls the tigress was positively quivering because she wanted completion so badly. “We should skip the betting phase and just do the card,” she said lustily. She looked at jack with pleading eyes.


“Um, okay,” Jack said. He wanted to skip to the sexy stuff too. He drew the next card hurriedly and read it out loud. “Tittifuck – male sitting, female kneeli-” Before the cub could finish his sentence, Melanie had picked him up and almost threw him onto the couch. As soon as he was sitting up, she spread is legs and squirted lube all over her chest. She hastily rubbed the liquid in, giving her nipples a quick pinch, and then leaned over Jack’s throbbing member. The cub moaned as the tigress’s tits embraced around his dick and created a lovely slippery sensation.

Melanie rapidly started sliding her chest up and down over Jack’s shaft. Jack threw his head back as even more pleasure washed over his cock. As the tigress kept going, Jack could feel the pressure building up in his balls.

When Melanie unexpectedly dropped and started sucking vigorously on his head and fondled his balls he lost it. After so much teasing and close calls, Jack’s cock exploded. With a groan, the cub thrust his hips off the couch and started spurting. Melanie immediatly popped off his head and grabbed her breasts, pushing them together as string after string of hot, white cum fountained over her. Sticky ropes landed on her face, in her open mouth, and all over her big tits as Jack rode the most intense orgasm of his life.


Finally, after about a minute, Jack’s big cock twitched one final time and shot its last string straight into Melanie’s waiting mouth. The lion boy sighed and flopped back onto the couch, suddenly extremely tired. The older fur looked like an abstract painting that had been painted with cum. She licked up her every last strand of spooge from her breasts and wiped the cum from her face onto her fingers to be sucked off. When she was clean, she gently popped Jack’s still-hard dick in her mouth and coaxed any leftovers from it.

Jack, who had passed out as soon as he hit the couch, came to when he felt the tigress slurping on his member. As he watched her sucking on him, Melanie looked up at him with her amber eyes, popped him out of her mouth and smiled sweetly. “Looks like you lost, Jackie,” she said with a wink.


“Nu-uh, you cheated,” Jack replied defensively.


“Cheated?”


“Yep, you started sucking on me when you were supposed to be just using your breasts, so I win,” Jack said triumphantly.

“I don’t know, you still came first. I think we’ll just have to call it a draw and try again soon. Real soon,” Melanie said with that predatory smile.


“Fine,” Jack agreed with pretend anger.


“Oh, and Jackie?” Melanie said.


“Yeah?” Jack asked curiously.


“I still haven’t cum, and this game made me really horny,” the tigress said, rubbing her aching snatch in evidence. “Think you can help me out?”

Jack squeezed his cock experimentally and nodded. “I think so,” he said, smiling.


“Well then, let’s see what the next card is,” Melanie said, a gleam in her eye.


“Huh?” Jack looked at the stack of cards nervously. ‘Oh, boy. Here we go again,’ he thought to himself. He leaned in to try and read the next card all the same.
