Caleo Costa was always getting herself in situations like this.  Ever since she’d started in a mixed two/four legged Middle School, she’d followed her guts from one crush to another, jumping in the deep end into whatever her chosen guy found most interesting, whether she’d heard of it or not.  That’s why she’d joined the mixed Tackle-ball team, running to catch the inflated ball to impress Michael Shermer.  She hadn’t.

That’s why she joined the anime club, watching every episode of Outrageous Laughter Ninja Mortal Itsuko and memorizing every moment so that she could follow up breathlessly with any word from Christian Addler on his favorite characters.  She’d pushed him away.

That’s why she’d convinced her parents to buy her a computer, so that she could compete in Code of Honor 4.  Even with her special challenges, she’d learned to be a passable sniper and became fluent in 1337-speak, trying to put up numbers sufficient to make Davey Dulan notice her.  She never did.

Caleo couldn’t help but suspect there was one, insurmountable obstacle in common with her three attempts to land a boyfriend.  Either it was [i]her[/i], and she just wasn’t likable, or…it was because she was a chubby, little four-legged Australian Shepherd.  Some of the other girls at school had trouble getting boys because their boobs hadn’t grown in yet - [i]hers[/i] never would.  Even though interpedal marriage had been a thing since the ‘50s, it was still surprisingly rare, and more common when the four-legger was male.

But she’d never given up hope.  Boys with hands were just, plain [i]hotter[/i], and they could do all sorts of things the dogs she’d grown up with could only dream of.  And so, she found herself with her fourth boy hobby: Dungeons and Dragons.  She’d read up online and even played a one-shot or two digitally to prepare herself so that the next time Marcus McGillicutty posted a LFP on MuzzleBook, she would be ready to answer it.

Marcus was two years older - a Junior - but love doesn’t know age, and besides, she’d been an adult, at least physically, since she was three.  She’d already looked roughly like she’d look at 50, so he’d know what he was getting.  He was an American Foxhound, mostly white with tan and black highlights and short fur that revealed a lot of his body (at least in swim class).  For a Dungeon Master, he was pretty ripped!  He was a bit shorter than the girls liked, and a lot nerdier, so he didn’t have a girlfriend.  She might have her best shot at a two-legged boyfriend on her paws.  She’d had to hold in a bark of excitement when he sent her a DM saying her character had been accepted.

She was playing a four-legger named Vespi, an Australian Shepherd priestess of Dmizi, the savage Goddess of fertility.  Coleo figured she could do a little flirting [i]in-character[/i], as well as out, and see if Marcus caught on.  Get him picturing a sexy, seductress four-legger…of course, having no hands made her take hits to strength and acrobatics, but she got bonuses in athletics and stability.  Marcus asked, “Are you sure you want 16 Charisma?  Usually clerics put their 16 into Wisdom.”

“She’s trying to embody Dmizi, to live in her image,” Coleo explained, wagging her tail.

“Al…right,” Marcus agreed.  He pulled out a chair for his only four-legged player, and the two of them took their seats.  It was a smaller game - just two other players, Marcus’s best friend Carter Thicke (another junior, and a lanky Weimaraner), and a sophomore American Eskimo Dog named Jerry Hoffman.  The DM said, “We’ll start off a little slow, since Jerry and Coleo are new to the table.  Let’s say you all, you know, meet in the town pub.  Describe yourselves - who wants to start?”

Coleo raised her paw first.  “You see a girl who had been sitting by herself, now surrounded by guys at the bar offering her drinks and asking her name.  An emblazoned symbol of Dmizi around her neck, she is wearing the standard outfit for four-legged battle priests of her Goddess - nothing except for a shiny metal breastplate that covers shoulders and her left front paw, leaving her right paw more mobile for casting spells.  She tries to shoo away her many admirers, but they seem drawn to her.”

Jerry coughed.  “S-she’s, uh…naked?”

“Except for her breastplate.”

Carter had a really smug expression on his face as he asked, “And…what does she look like?  What breed?”

Coleo looked away.  “She’s an Australian Shepherd.”

Carter laughed.  “Let me guess, she’s got a mostly white face, tan cheeks, black ears, and one brown and one blue eye,” he said, describing Coleo herself.

Coleo flattened her ears, and nodded, feeling foolish.

Marcus defended her though, saying, “It’s her first character, Carter, lay off.”  Coleo gazed up at her crush, smiling softly.

“Fine,” Carter grumbled, before launching into his own description.  “Danger’s a big fucking Doberman warrior in big, black spiky armor with a Greatsword on my back.  Seeing the dogs bothering the Priestess, he shoos them away and the four-leggers go yelping off.”

Coleo shook her head.  “They weren’t bothering me.  And some of the guys were two-leggers…”

Carter blinked.  “I don’t think so.”

“Why not?” she demanded.

“This is like…the medieval ages.  Four-leggers were all serfs.  Even, like, the lowest class two-leggers wouldn’t admit interest in a [i]dog[/i].  It’s not realistic.”  The way he maligned the word “dog” left a terrible taste in Coleo’s mouth.

“You think you know how ancient two-leggers would react to a magical priestess of Dmizi?”

“DM?” Carter demanded, looking to his best friend to back him up.

“Well,” the foxhound considered.  “He’s right about the time period.”

Coleo swatted the table with a paw, her ears flat.  “This is a [i]fantasy[/i] game.  It’s up to you, Marcus.”

Carter agreed.  “It [i]is[/i] up to him, and he said I was right.”

Wincing, Marcus glanced back at the fourteen-year-old girl he’d just met, then back at his best friend.  Sheepishly, he turned back to Coleo and said, “I think it’ll make Vespi more interesting to have to deal with, you know, discrimination and stuff.”

This might have been fine, if Carter didn’t take that decision to heart, taking every opportunity in character to disparage Coleo’s priestess, even though none of the other characters, even the NPCs seemed to back him up.  In fact, Marcus’s quest giver, Sir Wesh Vone was leading the group, and he even stood up for Vespi.  Coleo couldn’t help but notice that Sir Vone was an American Foxhound paladin, so she decided now was as good a time as any to flirt.

“I rub my head against Wesh affectionately before hopping up into the wagon,” she said softly.

Danger, a dozen feet away with Jerry’s Akita samurai Mishi, saw this and said, “Looks like it’s [i]that time of the month[/i].”

Mishi—and Jerry—gasped.  “Huh?”  Jerry seemed legitimately confused.

Carter explained, in character, his voice booming.  “No wonder she’s been acting like a bitch - she wants to [i]be[/i] one.  What can you expect from a four-legged [i]savage[/i].”

“Mishi draws his sword halfway out of his sheath and says, ‘Take that back.’  He means it, Carter,” Jerry growled.

“Okay, jeeze,” the Weimaraner replied.  “Danger says, ‘It’s not [i]my fault[/i] she’s in heat, but I’ll back off if you’re gonna white knight her.’  That better?”

“She’s not [i]in heat[/i],” Coleo protests.  “She just nuzzled him once!”

Carter rolled his eyes.  “How do [i]you[/i] know?  You saying she doesn’t have heats?”

“No, but -”

“Then shouldn’t we roll for it?” Carter interrupted.

Marcus put his foot down.  “Now, come on.”

“Look, if she wants to play a naked bitch of a sex goddess, she should have to roll for her period.  It only makes sense.”

It went back and forth three or four times before an exasperated DM agreed to roll a d6, and on a one she’d be in heat.  Marcus looked to Coleo.

“This is stupid,” she said, but relying on the unlikelihood of a one, she gripped a cube in her maw and tossed it.

A one.

“Ha, see!” Carter gloated.  “Better give the little princess the whole wagon to herself tonight.”

Marcus looked helplessly over at Coleo and Jerry, and had Wesh say, “We’ll all take watch, m’lady.”  Out of character, he said, “Sorry, it’s only one night.”

Carter noisily disagreed.  “She said she wasn’t in heat, and now she rolled she is, so it must have just started.  Should last the next [i]two weeks[/i] of in-game time.”

“Whatever.  Look folks, I think we’ll stop there for tonight, and pick up again next week.”

The next week though, it was just a return to form, with Danger constantly talking down to Vespi, mentioning her heat and making jokes ‘just out of earshot of the samurai’.  Carter was ruining all her chances to flirt with Wesh Vone, and by extension Marcus!  Eventually in that second session, she realized she just had to ignore Danger, and proceed with her plan regardless.

And actually, since Vespi was in canon, in heat, it was a lot easier to flirt.  “Vespi walks a short way in front of the group, wagging her tail.”

Carter joked, “Showing off her goods.”

“Only if you’re [i]looking[/i],” she replied with a smile directed at Marcus.

The foxhound blushed.

Later, after destroying a wave of angry goblins, Coleo said, “Vespi goes over to Wesh and asks, ‘Are you hurt?’”

Jerry pointed out his samurai was down 8 hit points, but Coleo ignored him.  Marcus said, “Sir Vone says, ‘It’s nothing, just a scratch, m’lady.”

“Want me to kiss it and make it better?” Coleo had Vespi reply.

“Uh…” said Marcus.

“It’s Healing Touch, it just says I have to touch you.”

“Wesh says ‘I’m still grimy from the rush of combat, but I would not turn away your healing magic.’  He holds out his paw, where the tall goblin had cut him.”

“Vespi says, ‘I don’t mind the taste,’ and she licks your hand.”

Marcus interrupted, “N-no she doesn’t, he pulls it back.”

Coleo figured she was coming on a little too strong, so she agreed.  “Just kidding.  Vespi puts her paw in yours and casts Healing Touch for…” she rolled the d6.  “4 + 1 is 5.”

Marcus says, “Well, he only took two damage, so now he’s full up,” smiling weakly at Jerry.

Before the DM can move things along, Coleo added, “Vespi looks up into your eyes and says, ‘Your eyes are really pretty, Sir Vone.  Such kindness for a man whose duty leads him to violence.”

Marcus gulps.  “Yeah, uh.  Wesh says, ‘Thanks.  But we’d better be on our guard for another group of goblins.”

It went like this for another hour as they finished their first major quest, clearing out a goblin encampment, and the party members were in dire need of a long rest.  While Danger and Mishi left to get the wagon, hidden in the deep woods, Coleo said, “I ask Wesh to stay back and talk to me.”

After they were alone, Wesh asked, “What is it, m’lady?”

Coleo said, softly, “Vespi says, ‘I just wanted to thank you for standing up for me, with that Doberman.’  She gets up on a rock so she’s eye to eye with Wesh.”

Marcus scratched the back of his head nervously.  He gulped and said, “Wesh gulps, and says, ‘Think nothing of it, ma’am.  You’ve more than earned it through your healing magics.’”

Taking a deep breath, Coleo decided to take a big risk.  “Vespi says, ‘He’s right about one thing, though.  Priestesses of Dmizi aren’t as laid back…[i]romantically[/i].  And I consider you a [i]really good friend[/i].’  She looks the foxhound up and down.”

Carter groaned, Jerry looked really uncomfortable, and Marcus was sweating.  Had she gone too far?  She had to backpedal, [i]fast[/i].  Marcus asked the freshman, “A-are you coming on to me?”

“What?  [i]No[/i],” Coleo objects.  “It’s just…it’s what Vespi would do.  She gets romantic feelings for her friends, especially, um…during this time of the month.”  Technically four-leggers didn’t have monthly cycles, but she couldn’t say it the other way.

Some relief washed over the DM, but he still picked his response carefully.  “Wesh tells Col - I mean Vespi - ‘I’m flattered, but we just met last week - I mean yesterday.  You’ll have to, um, wait.”

Carter groaned.  “I told you she was only playing because she wanted to meet older boys.”

“That’s a lie,” Coleo lied.  “You’re the one that made me roll for heat in the first place!  I’m just trying to roleplay my character.  Are in-game relationships off-limits or something?”

Marcus shook his head.  “No, not if they make sense in-game, I guess.”

Carter growled.  “Yeah, and it’s just a coincidence that your sex priestess Australian Shepherd has a thing for two-legged foxhounds?  This is so inappropriate.”

He wasn’t wrong.  Even Jerry seemed to agree.  But Coleo put her foot down.  “If it makes sense in-game, then it’s okay.  Marcus said it himself.”

Carter stewed.  “Fine, then.  I tell Mishi ‘Guard the wagon while I go check on what’s taking them so long.’”

Jerry nods.  “Mishi agrees, keeping watch for any strangers.”

“I head back,” the Weimaraner said.  “What’s going on with you and the bitch?”

Marcus glanced at Coleo and said, “Sir Vone turns her down gently, and leaves the goblin cave.”

“And Vespi?” Carter asked.

Coleo grimaced.  She was starting to really dislike Carter.  Not wanting to give him a chance to taunt her failures in front of Wesh, she said, “I’ll just stay in the head goblin’s tent for the night and go to sleep.”

Carter says, “When I cross paths with Wesh, I tell him the samurai’s got the wagon covered, and we should get some sleep in the goblin’s tents for better rest.”

Marcus says, “You’re sure you want to split the party?”

“This way at least three of us are in the caves, and we can’t leave the wagon totally unguarded,” Carter explained.  “So we find some goblin beds?”

Marcus nodded.  “Sir Vone takes up a tent a few down from the chieftain’s.”

“Okay, in the morning, I want -” Coleo started to explain.

“Wait,” Carter interrupted.  “Once Wesh is asleep, I want to take off all my armor and pick my way over to the chieftain’s tent.”

“What?” Coleo asked, feeling a pit in her stomach.  He was going to kill her, or something!  “He can’t do that.”

Marcus looked at a loss for what his friend was planning, but he said, “I usually allow PvP.  If I was allowing Mishi to threaten Danger…”

“I’ll hear him coming!” Coleo exclaimed.

With a 17 on his stealth check, that wasn’t about to happen.  Marcus, nervously, said, “You enter the chieftain’s tent, where Vespi is sleeping soundly.”

Carter grinned.  “Great.  I cast [i]Charm Person[/i] on her.”

Coleo blinked.  “Danger is a [i]fighter[/i].”

“A fighter who took Magic Initiate as his level 1 feat,” Marcus declared.  “I was wondering if he’d ever remember to use it.  Well, with Coleo fast asleep, she can’t resist the effect.  For one hour, unless he harms you, you have to treat him like he’s a ‘friendly acquaintance’.”

“But I hate Danger,” she said, though she really meant Carter.

“Not right now you don’t,” Carter grinned.  “Okay, now that she’s under my spell, I fuck her.”

The whole table froze for a full ten seconds.  Marcus eventually stammered, “You…what?”

“She’s the one offering herself to whoever’s passing by.  I fuck her.”

Coleo stamped her paw on the table.  “She wouldn’t let you.  She was flirting with Wesh because she has a crush on him.”

“[i]Tsk[/i].  I thought you said your people felt romantic feelings for friends.  True or false?” Carter gloated.

Cocking her head, Coleo admitted, “True.”

“Well, the spell said ‘friendly acquaintance’.  You’re in heat.  You can’t say ‘no’.”

“This is ridiculous!” she protested.

Meanwhile, Jerry was sweating uncomfortably.  “I’m going to go check on the others…” he tried weakly.

Carter shook his head.  “You promised to guard the wagon.  Would Mishi leave it unattended?”

Jerry shook his head.

Marcus once again looked from player to player, and said, “I mean, he’s not wrong.  You’ve only known Wesh for two days and were ready to spend the night with him.  I don’t think you’d say no when you think of Danger as a close friend…”

“But, you can’t let him…”

“It’s what my character would do,” Carter said.  “And now, it’s what yours would, too.  So, yeah, I fuck her.  For an [i]hour[/i].  And then I tie her up for the rest of the night and go sleep back in my tent.”

“Marcus!” she pleaded.

But the DM was at a loss for what to do.  He shrugged and said, “Sorry, Coleo, but you kind of put yourself in this position.  I can’t really stop him.”

Tears were forming in the Australian Shepherd’s eyes.  Vespi was basically [i]her[/i], and she already cared a lot about the priestess.  That Carter was trying to ruin her fun like this, she couldn’t even start to fathom it all.  “But -”

Carter says, “In the morning, I’ll tell Sir Vone to go check on -”

“[i]WAIT,”[/i] Coleo growled.  “I’m not going to just lie down and [i]take this[/i].  There’s gotta be an opportunity for me to resist, right Marcus?  We have to play it out,” she said, gritting her teeth.

Jerry said, “Guys, I don’t think -”

Together, both Carter and Coleo barked at Jerry to shut up.  Marcus gulped loudly.  “So, what do you do first,” Coleo said, narrowing her eyes at the Weimaraner.

Clearly not having thought this far ahead, the junior was taken aback, but he wouldn’t back down from some headstrong [i]freshman[/i].  He said, “Danger grabs Vespi by the tail and yanks her up, so that her feet fall beneath her.”

“Ha!  He already hurt me.  That means it breaks, right?”

Carter shook his head.  “It’s not actual damage.  She didn’t lose any hit points.”

They both looked to Marcus, in an impossible position.  Stuttering, the DM said, “How about a Wisdom save?”

“Fine.”

“[i]Fine.”[/i]

Coleo tossed a die - a 10.  But despite being a cleric, she’d put only 12 points in Wisdom.  It failed.  “Damn it!” she whined.

Carter said, “What’s it look like down there?”

Marcus said, “Come on, guys…let’s just leave it here,” but neither player looked ready to give in.  Wrinkling his brow, the foxhound said, “She’s, uh…in heat, obviously…”

“Danger says, ‘I think it’s time this needy little bitch gets what she needs.’”

Coleo jumped in.  “Vespi cries for help.  Wesh can hear her, right?”

“No, she doesn’t,” Carter disagreed.

Marcus shook his head.  “You can’t call for help - he’s your friend.”

“Give up, yet?” Carter asked.

“Not on your life!  Vespi says, loudly, ‘Danger, what are you doing!?’  She can still be surprised.”

Marcus rolled a few dice but shook his head.  “Wesh doesn’t hear you, yet, but he’s now sleeping less soundly.”

Carter grimaced at the freshman taking heart in a possible way out of this situation, and decided to shut that down once and for all.  If Coleo didn’t know what was good for her…  “Danger grabs her by the pussy with his right paw, cupping her fat spade and rubbing it.  ‘There’s no wolves in these woods, so I figured [i]someone[/i] ought to [i]take[/i] [i]care[/i] of your heat.”

“Dude!” Marcus protested.

“What?  She’s the one making us play this out!”

Coleo said, “Does his paw hurt?  Can I roll another Wisdom save?”

Marcus was licking his lips, Jerry was paralyzed in his seat, the weirdest PvP he’d ever seen playing out in front of his eyes.  He rolled a die.  “That was a 50/50.  It feels [i]good[/i], Coleo.”

She cursed under her breath.  “Vespi squirms, which tugs on her tail, painfully.”

Carter said, “That’s her hurting [i]herself[/i].”

Marcus agreed.  “Sorry, Coleo, but she’s feeling into it right now.  Can we call it here?”

She shook her head, tears in her eyes.  “She can’t be [i]into it[/i].  He’s [i]raping [/i]her!”

Carter said, “She doesn’t know that - at least not yet.”

Taking a deep breath, the fourteen-year-old said, “Then…Vespi squirms and [i]whines[/i], super high pitch.  Very loud, because of how good it feels.”  She shot an angry look at Carter.

While Marcus rolled more Perception checks for Sir Vone, Carter said, “I push two fingers into her, [i]gently[/i], getting her nice and wet, crawling up behind her and lowering my loincloth.”

“He’s a huge Doberman, right?  I look back at him, but he’s so big it’s scary, right?  Wisdom save!” she tried desperately.

Marcus nodded and all eyes went to the dice.  A [i]seventeen[/i].  No way a level 2 fighter could have that high a difficulty class.  Coleo yipped in excitement, before Marcus said, “Wait - roll again.”  He was biting his lip now.  “Disadvantage because you’re in heat and he’s making you feel good.”

“But -” she said, before Marcus stared her down.  Reluctantly she rolled again.  A four.

The DM narrated, “He looks really big, but he’s your friend and you want him.”

“Did Wesh hear me, at least?” Coleo asked, urgently.

He rolled again, double checking the dice before saying, almost reluctantly, “Yeah, those whines woke him up.  He gets up and makes his way toward the chieftain’s tent.”

Carter looked a little nervous, but he perked his ears and said, “Danger lines up his veiny tip with your gushing pussy, tickling her spade.  He leans over Col - Vespi, and whispers, “[i]Beg for it.  Now!”[/i]

“She won’t.”

Marcus said, “Why not?”

But the girl was at a loss.  Her Australian Shepherd was a priestess of the fertility goddess.  She wasn’t going to say ‘no’, not if Danger was her friend.  She just clamped her lips closed, refusing to admit it.

Marcus said, “She does what you ask, loudly whining, ‘Give it to me, Danger!  Give it to me!”  The DM was panting now, his face scrunching up in weird ways.

Carter laughed.  “So what does Wesh do?”

Taking a deep breath, Marcus thought for a moment and said, “He goes back to bed.  It’s not his business what they decide to do with each other.”

Carter, triumphant, said, “I push into her tight little cunny, rock hard for the slutty little bitch.  I grab her around the middle and push her head down into the pillows, humping her hard.  ‘Finally gonna learn your place, [i]dog?’[/i]”

Coleo was furious now, having never felt so violated.  And Marcus was letting this all just…just happen!  Growling, she said, “That’s a racial slur.  That’s gotta be another save!”

Marcus nodded, but said, “With disadvantage.”

Her natural twenty was undercut by a seven, and she had to take the lower roll.  “This isn’t fair!” she exclaimed.  In real life, she’d never even gone on a date, but now a fictional version of herself was getting raped vividly in her mind, with Carter’s real-life smirk setting her off.

“Do you, uh…” Marcus asked slowly, to Carter.

He nodded.  “Danger sticks it all the way in, tying with her.  She’s like…deep in her heat, right?”

Coleo paled.  She knew what he was getting at.  The thought that he might actually knock Vespi up hadn’t even occurred to her until now.  “You can’t be serious…” she whimpered in real life.  She glanced at the two juniors, only now realizing that both boys were certainly getting turned on by this rape of her character.  Carter was biting his lip, one of his paws hidden beneath the table, and Marcus was panting rhythmically, a gentle squeak from his chair every second or two.

“That’s a…a fifty-fifty, heads for pregnant,” Marcus panted, tossing a coin.

It was tails.  Coleo sighed in relief.  “So that’s it?  He’s done?”

Carter shook his head.  “Oh, [i]now[/i] you want to gloss over it.  Maybe she lucks out this time, but I grab her ruff in my teeth and growl as I pump that bitch belly full of my baby batter, and she [i]loves every second of it[/i].”

Marcus nodded in agreement.  “That’s what she wanted, and so does her Goddess.”

Carter continues, “I dump my nuts in her, but I’m going to use Prestidigitation to chill my boner so that I shrink way faster.  It’s probably only been like…10 minutes.”

Marcus rolled a die.  “Yeah, there’s still 50 minutes left.”

“Great.  Danger flips Vespi onto her back and covers her, grabbing her face and kissing her.”

“She’s into it, staring up at the muscular Doberman,” Marcus agreed.  Coleo was basically not even involved anymore, begging for Wisdom saves only for each and every save to fail from disadvantage.  Why hadn’t she put more points into Wisdom!?

“I’m on top of her, pushing her hind legs apart, my Doberman cock back in her fat pussy.”

“Another failed save.  Okay, you can feel her cunt, still slick from your first attempt, squeezing hard around you, bucking her hips as she moans your name.  She licks your face needily and moans ‘[i]Harder[/i], Danger!’  Her wagging tail caresses your big balls.”

“Oh, fuck,” Carter groaned, panting.  “I pump harder, knotting her again to get another shot at her womb.  I drool on her face and groan as my huge dick fills the little shepherd to her limits.”

Marcus rolled a die, and Coleo and Carter glanced up at the DM, unsure why.  Biting his lip, Marcus announced, “She [i]cums, hard[/i].  She can barely contain your huge knot, squirming around beneath you and whining ‘[i]Breed me!  Please![/i]’.”

Coleo stood up on her chair, both paws on the table now, barking in frustration.  “I’m not!  I wouldn’t.  He’s [i]raping [/i]me!” she repeated.

But Carter just laughed.  “Didn’t you hear Marcus?  She [i]wants[/i] it.  Stop being a ridiculous [i]girl[/i].”

Marcus sighed, but said, “I mean, you are charmed, so it’s basically consensual.”

“I cum, too, busting it up against her little dog womb.  I’m trying to keep it nice and deep so I don’t shoot anything off target.”

Marcus nodded, “Flip a coin - with advantage.  One heads, and she’s pregnant.”

The first coin was tails.

The second was heads, and that was it.  A d4 indicated four puppies, Doberman/Aussie mix.  Coleo felt numb inside.  She stared ahead, not looking at Marcus, her feelings for the American Foxhound quite gone.  She was in a blur, hardly noticing Jerry protest when Carter continued.

“Danger pulls her off his dick and picks her up by the scruff of her neck, staring at her eye to eye as she dangles in the air.  ‘Pretty good fuck, for a pet dog.  Hope your goddess doesn’t mind mutts.’  Marcus, how’s my Stamina?  Can I go again?”  Of course Danger succeeding on his Endurance check, so he continued, “I pull her into my lap and sit her down on my dick again, licking her mouth and face.”

“She kisses you back, whining and begging for more, still 30 minutes on the charm.  She can [i]feel[/i] that she’s been knocked up, and thanks to the spell, she’s in bliss.”

“I lick her neck, then grab her throat in my teeth, holding her in place as I start to fuck her up and down.”

Soft, quavering voice came out of the girl’s mouth.  “Wisdom save?”

Marcus said, “Double disadvantage - with his knot up in you and your womb glowing, you’re really starting to like it.”

The boys kept going at her, until she finally just admitted, “That’s it, whatever.  You win.  Do whatever you want with her…just get it over with.”

Jerry gazed around the table at the upperclassmen, then back at the abused freshmen.  Sure, it was all in their heads, but she looked every bit as bad as Vespi probably did.  Gulping, the Eskimo Dog said, “It’s, uh…late.  We should probably call it tonight.”

Carter groaned.  “Aww, but it was just getting good.  I was hoping to get a second roll to squeeze some more puppies into her.”

Marcus, as if shaken from a stupor, said, “Y-yeah.  You’re right, Jerry.  You want a ride home, guys?”  Marcus had been driving the two freshmen to and from his house.

Carter said, “Okay, but let’s pick it back up here next session.  I still have 30 minutes, and another spell slot…”

Coleo stared back with dead eyes, ignoring Carter.  Jerry said, “It’s not that far for either of us.  We’ll just walk.”  Packing up their stuff, the little husky walked alongside Coleo all the way to her home.

“I…that wasn’t cool,” Jerry said.

The Australian Shepherd looked dimly up at the fluffy, white husky boy.  “I don’t want to talk about it.”

Jerry said, “I’m not going back to that table.  Right?”

She blinked, as if realizing that was an option for the first time.  “Yeah.  They don’t deserve us!”

Relieved, the sophomore replied, “Good, yeah.  They really, um…railroaded you and that’s bullshit.  Totally, [i]totally[/i] inappropriate.”

Coleo paused in front of her house.  How long had they been walking?  She looked up at Jerry.  Why had she ever liked Marcus in the first place?  “Thanks, Jerry.  I, uh…really appreciate it.”

“Don’t mention it,” he said, before starting off toward his own house, his curled tail wagging.

Coleo watched him go.  What good were foxhounds anyway?  

She fell asleep that night dreaming of American Eskimo Dogs.

* * * * *
