The Favorite
By: The Horned Writer
Jumping off the slide, I land in the sand. Giggling, I take off running around the yard, holding my arms out in front of me, in my mind I see clouds below me as I fly around. Busting through another cloud, I swoop down. My curled tail wags behind me in excitement at the ground getting closer.

A sliding glass door opens to my right. The image of the sky falls away as my mother steps out into the backyard. The large husky grins as she looks down at me. She’s wearing one of her nice blue suits that she got from daddy.

“Leon, come here for a second.”

Running over, I look up at mom, grinning. My tail wags fast behind me in excitement. The older husky chuckles and ruffles my hair.

“That’s my little boy. Now, daddy and I are going out to dinner. We’ve called Brian to come watch you.”

My tail wags faster behind me. Brian’s the best! He gives me candy and we watch cool stuff and I get to stay up late!

“Okay Mommy, when’s he get here?”

The older husky grins but sighs. She glances over toward the door before returning a smile to me. She kneels down and takes my hands.

“Well according to his dad, he should be here soon, but I don’t know when.”

Off in the house, I can hear Dad makes a scoffing sound. Nodding, I grin up at mom.

“Okay! I hope he’s here soon. He’s my favorite!”

Mom chuckles and grins down at me, ruffling my head fur as she stands up.

“I know, now, stay here, dad and I have to finish getting ready.”

Hugging mom, I squeeze her, before letting go. Leaping away, I’m back in the air, flying high above the city. Swooping around, diving close to the street and civilians, I’m Captain Husky, the curly savior. Giggling, I run around, arms out, pretending to look for crime.

I beat up some thugs robbing a bank, help an old woman cross the street, and even saved the city from the bad guy. As I go to jump into the air, the sliding glass door opens again.

“There he is!”

Crashing back into reality, I look up and see the teen’s mane. He’s standing there in red shorts and a yellow workout shirt. He has his hands on his hips as he sees me.

“Brian!”

A grin spreads across my face as I run across the yard and latch onto him in a large hug. Squeezing hard, I hug my favorite babysitter. The teen chuckles as he wraps his arms around me, hugging me back.

“How’s my favorite kiddo?”

Giggling, I blush and grin up at him. My tail stops as I look down and kick at the ground shyly.

“I’m your favorite?”

Letting go of the hug, Brian gets down on his knees and looks around. It must be a big secret, leaning in he whispers.

“Yeah… No other cub I watch is like you, I really like you... So we sometimes do special things. You’re my favorite.”

He gently punches my shoulder, a smile on his face. I’m Brian’s favorite! I lean forward and give the lion another hug.

“You’re my favorite too! You’re the best babysitter.” 

The lions arms warp around me, pulling me closer. I feel warm and secure in his arm. Behind my head, Brian sniffs, is he crying?

“No… don’t cry, you are, you are the best.”

The lion leans back and chuckles. He gently pokes my nose as he sits there, hands on his knees.

“I’m not crying, just proud. Anyway, your parents already left, wanna come inside and get some dinner?”

Nodding, I take the teen’s hand, following the lion into the house. While Brian closes the sliding glass door behind us, my nose picks up on the scent of food. I start hopping next to him as I wait for him. The lion glances over and chuckles.

“Did you make lasagna and garlic bread?”

The teen breaks out into a laugh and nods his head. Gasping, I giggle and jump up and down, tail whipping back and forth. Walking into the living room, I find two plates with lasagna and bread on them. Gasping, I look up at him.

“How long have you been here?”

The teen rubs the back of his neck. He seems nervous and bites his bottom lip.

“Your parents left over an hour ago, I figured you were having so much fun beating up those bank robbers. I’d just make dinner then get you.”

Latching onto the teen’s side, I hug him tightly. Lasagna is my favorite! Chuckling, the teen pats my hair before pushing me toward the plate.

“Go, eat up, we can play afterwards.”

Nodding, I grin and race over to the plate on the table. I dig in without much thought, dinner passes by with Brian telling me about his dad’s car, his plans for after high school and so much more. He’s so cool. I’m so glad I’m his favorite, he tells me everything! After I finish he asks me what I want to do now.

“So, do I go and get a controller, or do you wanna play with some Lego?”

My eyes grow large, nobody ever wants to build with me. I love building things

“Lego!”

My curl wags hard behind me in excitement. The lion chuckles and grins across from me.

“Lego it is.”

Rushing out of the room, I grab my giant tub of Lego and haul it back into the living room. Tipping the tub out, I sit down on the floor and start building with the spilled Lego. The teen chuckles and takes a seat next to me.

I start building out a large tower, going to make a skyscraper. Brian takes some green ones and starts clicking them together, building up a small block. I pass him any greens I find as I build. The teen chuckles at this.

“So, how old are you again Leon, I missed your birthday last month.”

Oh he did… but mom said he was on a trip with his family so that’s okay. Grinning over at the lion I point at myself.

“I’m six now!”

The lion smiles but gets this weird look in his eye. I go back to building my skyscraper, using see through pieces to make windows. Out of the corner of my eye, I see the lion touch his pants. That’s weird, maybe he needs to pee.

“We had a fun party! Most of the neighborhood came out and we went swimming at the pool down the street and Tommy pulled down my shorts in front of everyone, we laughed but the poor guy got yelled at by his mom for it. Something about not being appropriate. I didn’t know rottweilers could yell so loud, I swear she sounds like an opera singer.”

Brian chuckles and shakes his head.

“Aww, so you got pants in front of everyone, and I missed it? Sounds like a great time for everyone.”

Adding a few blue blocks to the tower, I shake my head.

“It was so embarrassing, but it was a lot of fun. Tommy apologized later, and kissed my cheek. It was weird but maybe that’s a rottweiler thing.”

Brain snorts and grins, his little green block was looking more like a pickle by now. He seems to be thinking, laughing to himself. Finally he looks up at me again, biting his lip as I add a flag to the top of my tower.

“So, I was thinking, seeing as your my favorite… Wanna play a big boy game with me?”

Looking up from my tower, I look over at Leon. The lion grins at me as he leans on his side. His mane is a bit of a mess but overall he seems nervous. Tilting my head, I put my tower down.

“What do you wanna play?”

Brian blushes from where he lays, looking me over. The teen growls as he pushes him self up. As he sits there, I watch the teen bite at his bottom lip. 

“Well before I tell you, you must know, as my favorite, you can’t tell anyone, or else they’ll wanna play too and I only want to play with you.”

My eyes get large, a game, with just me? I start bouncing. This sounds so cool.

“Sure! What is it?”

Brian bites his bottom lip. He seems to do that a lot, mom usually yells at me when I do it.

“It’s like wrestling, but you need to get naked first.”

Frowning, I tilt my head. Wrestling is fun, we did a bit of that a few weeks ago but mom told me not to get naked with a stranger but… this is Brian. He’s the best babysitter, I know Brian, he’s not a stranger.

“I guess, is it harder naked?”

The lion chuckles and grins a bit.

“A tiny bit, no clothing to grab onto so a lot more fur touching.”

My eyes get large, he’s not wrong, it must be so much harder with smooth fur. Grinning, I stand up nodding my head. Reaching down, I pull my shirt over my head. 

Brian chuckles and watches in surprise, I see his eyes look down at my white belly fur. Blushing, I turn around, trying to hide my face. Reaching down, I unbutton my pants. Do I really want to do this? I mean he didn’t say we were wrestling… but what else could it be?

Taking a shaky breath, I push them down, leaving me in my robot undies. Brian growls quietly behind me. Something in the back of my mind tells me to run. A shiver chases down my spine as I stand there. Slowly spinning around, I come face to face with the lion. I stare at him with large eyes, did I upset him? The teen is now standing, gently rubbing his pants below his belt. He seems to be grinning at me, but it doesn’t look the same like he normally does. Is he mad?

“Did I do something wrong?”

The teen’s face changes to that of a gentle smile, shaking his head. He crouches down in front of me.

“Oh no, in fact you’re doing really good at this game. Just go ahead and remove those little undies and we can get started.”

My tail wags slowly as I grin, I’m not in trouble. This is a weird game but I’m glad I’m playing it right. I gently dig my claws into the top of my blue undies with little robots on it. Looking up, I see that Brian seems to be holding his breath, watching me. Yanking them down, a cold breeze rushes against my fur and sheath. Across from me, the teen’s eyes are large as he seems to stare on.

“You’re perfect Leon, the best.”

My cheeks heat up and I kick at my undies. They don’t move much but it sorta made me feel less shy in front of Brian. I like it when he says stuff like that.

“Okay… now for the game, you just face toward the couch and get on your knees. While you’re not looking, no peeking, I’ll get ready.”

Giggling, I nod and get on my knees. My tail swings behind me in excitement as I crawl over toward the couch on my paws. I bark like the feral dogs on TV and wag my butt more to mimic the dogs I’d seen playing.

Behind me, Brian chuckles before the sound of a zip, then ruffling of clothes. So weird but he laughed so I keep wagging my butt, my tail whipping back and forth. What do we do next? What is he doing? Trying to slowly turn my head, I feel a paw stop my head.

“I said no peeking.”

Whining, I blush and turn back toward the couch. I got all naked and he can see all of me, so why can’t I see him? What does he need to do to play? What do we do next? What is this game? So far it isn’t like wrestling at all. My stomach suddenly doesn’t feel so good.

“Are… Are you sure this is how we play?”

There’s some light shuffling behind me before a hand lands on my hip, gently pushing and guiding me to move. Brian doesn’t say a thing but I feel him get closer, his legs brushing against mine. A weird curved thing pokes at my butt. I try and giggle because, that’s weird, silly but… Brian’s silence and just being weird now.

I don’t really like this. Why can’t I see him? Am I doing this right? I wanna be the best pup I can. My tails is gently touches and move, no longer wagging. That feels… weird. I don’t want him touching my tail suddenly. 

My eyes fly open as a pressure starts to be applied. I try and move away, but teen holds me in place. It feels rough like a thick finger digging into my butt. Nothings supposed to go that way. What is Brian doing?

“Brian… this feels weird, what should I be doing.”

The lion grunts but doesn’t remove what ever was poking me.

“Shh, be a big boy, you can take it, right?”

Take what? I mean… yeah, he trusts me so… I guess I can take… A sharp pain racks my brain.

“Owww!”

A load moan comes from the lion behind me. Attempting to crawl forward, I realize Brian’s holding me in place. The lion’s hands are on my hips, gripping tightly. Pain shoots through my butt. It’s in me, the poking thing is in me. Going up my butt. Why is he holding me? I don’t wanna play anymore.

“Fuck!”

It feels like thin claws are scratching at the insides of my butt. What ever it is, it keeps feeling bigger, and hurts more the deeper it gets. I suddenly realize I’m crying, I’m screaming, thrashing. Brian keeps hold of me. When did this happen? Why am I doing this? Why is Brian holding me so tight? What are we doing?

“Be my big boy, you can take it.”

I want to shake my head no, but I want to impress him. Nodding, I sniffle a bit, it hurts so much…What did he put inside me? Why cant I move... Why’s he moving? Clawing at the ground, I feel it, slowly pull back, like a painful poop, the sides scratching me again on it’s way back to where it entered. 

“Stop!”

Brian moans and the scratching goes back inside, deeper again, my voice goes unheard, it hurts so much. Tears cloud my eyes, I can’t see anything, he holds me tight so attempt to wiggle away are stopped.

“Stop! Please Stop!”

The lion keeps moving, the scratching thing in me keeps going deep then pulling back, it hurts so much. Is he not hearing me? Trying to look back at him, causes more pain and the thingy in me hurts worse than a bee sting as it rushes in faster now. 

This pain is worse than the largest poop I’ve ever taken. I sob uncontrollably, hitting my paws against the ground. Brian huffs as he moves behind me. Whimpering, I try my best not to move as the lion moves me himself. 

“So… tight…”

Is… is… Does that mean he’s hurting too? What’s tight, why won’t he stop. This game hurts so much, why is he hurting me? Am I miss behaving? I thought I was his favorite. I wanna go back to Lego.

“Stooop…”

The teen doesn’t seem to hear me, continuing to push, and pull. The rough texture inside me is moving and scratching at parts in me I didn’t know those could hurt. Everything hurts so much, my butt is so scratchy inside. Gritting my teeth, I squirm under his paws. Be a big boy, be a big boy. I have to be a big boy. Brian’s trusting me… Ow! Why does it hurt so much?

Hot air brushes against my neck. A moan comes from right behind me. Squirming, I whine as I try and move away. I just want to move, get it over with, it hurts, I don’t like it. I wanna go back to my Lego. As I go to reach out, the teen presses me down to the carpet, pinning me me down. This new position hurts and feels weird. 

I nearly jump as I feel the lion’s claws take hold tightly on my side, yanking me back. I close my eyes tightly, holding onto the tears, pain, and sadness. Roaring, I shiver in fear at the teen behind me. Deep inside, the painful rod starts releasing something. As more spurts into me the teen holds me still. The teen groans above me. My butt feels very wet as it keeps spurting inside me. 

Tiredly, I try and look back, my head rests on the carpet. The shapes and colors blur in front of my eyes. I’m so tired, my cheeks feel soaked. That was nothing like wrestling.

Suddenly, I’m in the air, it feels like I’m flying. Vaguely I realize that Brian is carrying me. I’m too tired to fight, too tired to even cry anymore. The teen places me in my bed, I’m so tired. Yawning, I curl up as the teen pulls the covers over me, laying heavy on my stomach.

Yawning, I don’t even open my eyes, so tired. A kiss brushes my forehead.

“Good night, you were such a good big boy.”

Brian’s words are the last thing I hear as sleep takes me within seconds, my exhausted body ready for a break. Dreams are weird, one second I’m falling through clouds, the next I’m climbing through a sludgy marsh. Bright sunlight breaks through the clouds illuminating my dreamscape.

Waking up, I feel sore, my butt hurts, and I can’t shake how weird that dream was. What happened last night? Sitting up, I wince in pain. Everything hurts so much. Looking down, I realize I’m naked.  On my bed I see my pants and a shirt but my blue robot undies are gone. Instead a pair of red fire hydrant undies sit next to my clothes. Pouting, I get dressed slowly to not hurt myself.

Walking downstairs I see mom and dad eating breakfast. Mom looks up and sees me come into the kitchen.

“Oh hey honey, I was just about to come get you, Brian said you guys had a small wrestling match last night and you might be sore.”

Blinking, I try and think back, is that what happened? I was so tired last night I fell asleep fast, and I remember hurting. Did we wrestle? Shrugging, I smile at mom.

“I guess so, I’m so tired mommy, everything hurts.”

Mom chuckles and waves.

“Understandable, my brothers used to do the same. Well, hope up here and let’s get you breakfast before school.”

Hoping into a chair I dig into the plate of breakfast before me. Time seems to fly after that, I’m out the door and we’re on our way to school, I go into class and see all my friend, lunch, recess, everything flies by. In the back of my head, a thought echos. Was It really wrestling? The pain fades as the day goes on. Then I’m home, doing homework with daddy, being tucked into bed. Breakfast, school, recess, homework with mommy, bed, breakfast, school, recess homework with dad again. Things just seem to slip away.

Another morning another… I’ve gotta pee, gotta pee now. Standing up out of bed, I race down the hall to the bathroom. Rushing over to the toilet, I yank down my pants, pulling my wee wee out of my underwear. As I hold it there, I realize, it’s dripping. 

Blinking, I move closer to the toilet. I don’t want to miss, then daddy will be upset. A thin liquid seems to… leak from my wee wee. This has never happened before, am I broken? Does this mean I’m peeing all the time? Shaking my head, I aim down at the bowl, I really need to pee. Letting loose the stream aims straight into the bowel.

As the golden liquid exits through the tip of my wee wee, I feel a pain shoot up from the tip, driving straight into me like a needle in my eye. My eyes get wide, my knees buckle as I struggle to stand. Aiming down, I try and not miss. My wee wee, may hurt, but missing means daddy would be upset with me.

Time drags on, it hurts so much, it feels like eternity waiting for the stream to stop. As the last dribbles of pee leak out, the pain slowly starts fading away, becoming just an odd discomfort and weird drip.

Should I tell mom about this? Am I sick? Did our wrestling break me? I don’t wanna go to the doctor… I… I’ll just wait. Maybe it’ll go away. Maybe it’s like the cold. Biting my lip, I pull my underwear and pants back up. The drip doesn’t stop but my undies absorb it. Going back to my room, I decide to keep this a secret. Just a few days. It may be nothing. Breakfast, school, homework with mom, breakfast, cartoons, video games, Lego... So much is happening, yet nothing at the same time. 

I giggle as realize its been two weeks since Brian last babysat me. Shaking my wee wee, I watch the liquid string drips down and waves as I move my hips in the bathroom. In the shower, I touch my little wee wee. It feels so good, opposite of all the pain. I move my fingers up and down, playing with the stuff leaking out of it. It hurts but also it feels really good.

After that, I keep doing it, when I can I reach into my pants and play with the string and my wee wee. It feels so good, a nice opposite of the pain when I pee. Homework, play with my wee wee, sleep, play with my wee wee under the covers, in the car, giggle and play as mom and dad drive me to school.

“… We hired Brian again. We’ll be gone for the entire night so we made sure with his mom he could sleep over too. Isn’t that exciting?”

Looking up from where I was playing with my wee wee, I quickly hide myself back in my pants. Brian? Sleep over?

“Yay! Brian’s my favorite!”

Mom sighs and looks back at me in the rear view mirror. She’s smiling.

“Good, so after school tonight, we’ll drop you off and then he’ll come by. Be on your best behavior, okay?”

Smiling. I nod at the female husky. She nods her head before turning her attention back to the road. Time resumes it’s speedy passing, school and recess are done before I know it and then mom and dad are driving me home. Mom walks me in, makes sure I know where the snacks are and payment for Brian and then she’s gone.

Giggling, I run to my bedroom and jump on my bed. Laying on my back, I reach down pull my pants off. Brian is supposed to be coming by, but for now, I’m alone. Shivering, I run my finger over my tip. So gooey, but it feels so good. 

Blushing, I run my fingers in circles around the tip, playing with the yellowish goo leaking out. Why does this feel so wrong? Wiping my hands on my pants. Since those first days the liquid has been getting thicker and smellier but that only makes me like it more. Sure it hurts when I pee but I like the smells liquid. My fingers go back to playing with the tip or my wee wee. The brief brush make me wanna do it more. It’s like a fun shock right through me, I just want it more.

Wrapping my small hand around myself, I trying rubbing it all at once. Another shiver takes hold, gasping. A dull feeling between my legs starts to grow, it feel like I need to itch inside my butt. Reaching down, I push a finger inside and try to scratch it. Brian put something in me! 

Wiggling my finger again, I try and push my or my hand in, it’s really hard to reach the itchy spot. Rough, scratchy, it hurt, I cried. Pulling out my hand, I huff. Brian’s my favorite babysitter, why did I cry again?

Trying to ignore the itch inside, I bring my fingers to my nose and sniff.

“Ewww”

Giggling, I start to stoke my little wee wee again. At least I can reach there. My finger smells worth than the goop on my finger but, I don’t wanna get up and clean it… Well, since it’s already smelly, might as well. Scooping up the liquid, I start using it to help me stroke more. The good, good feelings take hold as my hand moves. 

Off to the side there’s a knock on my door. My eyes grow large and look over to see the teen lion slowly enter and lean against the door.

“Hey buddy your door’s…”

The lion stops where he is, leaning against the door frame. I look up in shock, hand covered in weird liquid and stroking my wee wee. The teen glances down at my hand. His eyes remain there as he watches a liquid drip from it. The lion blushes and coughs, looking away.

“I… See you got it too. I… have some medicine to make it stop if you want…”

Blinking, I tilt my head. I mean, I guess I can but… but… it’s so much fun.

“But why?”

Brian raises an eyebrow at me.

“Does it not hurt?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I grin up at the teen.

“Sorta, but I kinda like it now, plus… look!”

Shaking my hips, the liquid dripping from me swings around. The teen snorts before eyeing me up and down. Finally, he grins and steps into the room.

“Well if you like it, I can help you keep it. Was getting tired of the medicine anyway, hating taking pills.”

Kneeling beside me, Brian reaches down and grips my leaking wee wee, stroking and playing with the tip. He stares down at me with pride in his eyes, I squirm at his touch. It feels sooo good when he does it. Lighting flashes before my eyes with each brush.

“You really are my favorite Leon.”

Pulling back the teen goes to stand up. I grab his arm and hold on. Brian chuckles and grins.

“Come on now Leon, let’s make this fair.”

Standing up straight, the lion winks at me. He undoes his belt and the pants drop straight to the floor. Suddenly, I’m able to see everything. A memory of him removing his pants, the zip, the pain, the full feeling. The lion moves closer, eyes on me. He grins as he gets closer

“From the jumping your penis is doing, I think you like what you see.”

I stay on my bed, sitting in shock as the teen gets closer, moving up so his wee wee is next to my face. Seeing Brian up close, the rest of my memories come flooding back, and I realize why it hurt so much the first time, so many little pin pricks are along his… penis, he called it a penis. As I go to touch it, I see small yellowish spurt, just like mine, leak from his tip. Giggling, I reach forward and scoop it up, rubbing it around his… penis.

It smells weird too, my own little nub tingles and twitches between my legs, my tail is wagging in excitement.

“Just, rub on it.”

Looking up at the teen, I cautiously move my hand around his penis. The lion throws back his head and moans as I rub my hand over his tip and play with the sides.

“R… Rub up and down… Stroke it some.”

Blinking, I look up at Brian, then back down at my hand. Moving it, I encircle him, feeling those pin pricks with my hand. They feel so soft actually, like small bumps under my hand as I grip onto him.

“Like this?”

Slowly, I move my hand up his penis. The lion gasps and attempts to move under my hand. My eyes grow large.

“Does it hurt?”

Brian chuckles, a hand sways as he brings it down on my head. Ruffling my fur, he shakes his head.

“No, remember how it felt when I touched you?”

Electricity, my body excited, so many feelings. I nod my head and blush.

“That’s what you’re doing to me, giving me all those feelings, I gave you.”

Oh… like in the shower. But, then what happens if I move fast? Grinning, I close both hands over his… penis. Jerking them both up and down over him, I move faster, stroking him fast. Brian gasps, lurching forward and hunching over as I move. The lion shakes under my hand, eyes wide. Giggling, I poke at his tip while doing this. Brian gasps and suddenly stills, a guttural sound takes over as his balls draw up tight, suddenly a lot of that yellow liquid is spurting out the tip.

It leaks and flows from his penis tip, sputtering in globs, covering my hand in the stuff. Blinking, I look down and stare at my hand, it’s not as thick as the stuff that comes from the tip. Leaning forward, I sniff at the liquid. Brian chuckles, gasping in short breaths.

“That’s cum… and I hope to help you make some, someday…”

The teen clears his throat as he comes down from his excessive happiness and stands up, liquid still leaking out of his penis tip. What a funny word, penis. Giggling, I look up at my babysitter as he tries to stand up straight.

“You did good Leon… wanna go get some popcorn and watch a movie?”

Grinning, I jump up from my bed, nodding.

“Yeah! That sounds awesome!”

Brian comes over and gives me a side hug.

“Well come on big boy, let’s go watch a movie while we recharge.”

The lion stands up, cum… that’s what he called it, cum, is still leaking down from his… penis, onto the floor. Brian reaches out his hand to me. Grinning, I take hold and giggle. We’re still mostly naked.  Mom and dad would be shocked if they could see us. Giggling, I follow Brian’s lead to the living room. The teen plops himself down on the couch first. Before I can sit down too, he lifts me up, placing me on his lap.

Giggling, I squirm, leaning back into his mane. The fur tickles the top of my head as I relax. It’s only really starting to grow but Brian’s really proud of it. The teen wraps his arms around me, hugging my. It feels so weird with our bits being out, my sheath filling with the sticky liquid as we sit there.

Brian puts on one of those funny action movies. I laugh a bit but it’s kinda boring. To entertain myself, I start bouncing on the teen’s lap. Below my tail, I feel my hole rub against his soft penis. As I rub against it, I think back to the itch. Right! Before he got here there was an itch inside me.

Frowning, I push back harder on the teen. The pressure seems to ease the itch some. Biting my bottom lip, I keep pressing back and down into the teen’s member. Said teen says nothing and keeps hugging me. His silence pushes me to keep going. 

So I keep bouncing, on the TV a rhino sneaks by a tiger looking over a ledge. The itch is getting irritating, I wanna scratch it but nothing seems to work beyond pressing against the lion’s penis. Pushing back, adding pressure to my hole, surprisingly eases the pain of the itch. Brian must be enjoying himself as I realize his wee w… penis is starting to stick up, pressing more into my butt.

Glancing down, I see Brian’s penis as I bounce, pushing itself against my cheeks. Bumping against it again, the teen lets out a moan, arms suddenly grabbing my side. He allows me to keep bouncing, my breath gets faster. It moves out of happiness right? So is he enjoying this?

I feel his tip poke against my hole. Memories of my first time haunt me, I flinch but don’t move away. The teen starts pulling me down against him. Fear spikes in me but honestly, it feels really good pushing against him. The pressure feels so good against my hole. Maybe… maybe it won’t hurt as much this time?

“Relax Leon, deep breaths. I’ll go slow.”

Before I could listen to the lion, I feel the lion’s tip gently slide into my butt hole. The pain from before is replaced with a weird… full feeling. The sides which caused me pain for weeks, now feels like gentle scratches, teasing my insides. My eyes roll back as he pushes in faster, it’s so intense.

Slowly, and gently, Brian’s canine member pushes deeper into my butt. The sides of his member that I remember as painful and scratchy, seem to please the weird itch inside me. The lion kisses the back of my neck as he gently pushes into me. It’s so big, and I feel so very full. It’s a weird change from the pain and scratching and crying of the first time.

Bright lights seem to explode in front of my eyes, I gasp out in shock. The teen chuckles as he holds me there.

“That is your prostate, it makes everything feel so good.”

The lion pulls back and nudges it again, stars blind me again. Where was this the first time? I feel the lion move and nuzzle the back of my neck.

Slowly picking me up, the teen then gently lets me fall back down. Shivering, my brain stutters and sputters. A blur of slow ups and downs as Brian keeps me riding a wave of pleasure and pain

The lion slowly turns my head, I can see the lion panting. He leans down, and kisses my muzzle. I… this is not like mom’s kisses, this is on the lips, how do I react? Is this normal? Do all the big kids do this? Suddenly, I feel a push against my mouth. My eyes widen as Brian’s tongue enter my mouth. What do I do?

The teen’s tongue briefly touches mine as he moves, exploring. Hesitantly, I poke back with my tongue. The lion’s eyes grow wide before he smirks, growling into my mouth. Shivering, I do it again. The lion’s tongue pushes back hard. We battle back and forth like a wrestling match in our mouths, I want to giggle but my mouth is so full. It’s so weird to touch tongues, but it makes me think of a thumb battle, in our muzzles!

The older boy leans back, I try to chase after, is he giving up? I was winning! His tongue leaves fully, I whine in disapproval. A thrust up causes me to bounce as Brian chuckles.

“Like that puppy?”

Blushing, I realize I had gotten so lost in the kiss I missed that he hadn’t stopped. The lion was continuing to thrust up and into my hole.

Moaning, I bite my lip and lean back. The teen wraps me in another hug, sighing as he keeps pounding me. My thoughts start getting harder to complete as he takes over more and more of my feelings. I buzz with emotions. Lighting and pleasure ark through my mind as I take Brian’s rough treatment.

Suddenly, The teen is lifting me up, my butt taking Brian’s entire length, pain wracks my body for the first time tonight. Brian whimpers and holds me tight as my butt fills with… cum as he called it. We sit there for a few minutes, catching our breath.

Lifting me up gently, I feel the entire world move. My eyes get large as Brian’s penis slowly pulls back, a feeling of fullness is lost and emptiness takes over. Cum leaks down from everywhere, the tip of his penis, the gap that is my butt hole, even from my own penis a stream of liquid leaks from it. 

Yawning, I find Brian lifting me up to no surprise. My babysitter carries me back to my bedroom. Closing and locking the bedroom door, the lion lays me down in my bed, before getting in beside me. Smiling, I cuddle into Brian’s side. The teen chuckles at this. 

“My favorite boy…”

Brian hugs me back me, kissing my forehead. My eyes close. Maybe I just need short nap.

“My favorite, buggy, slut.”

The lion holds me close as I fall asleep, the last statement fills me with pride. I don’t know what a buggy slut is, but if Brian thinks I am, then maybe I can give it a shot. I’m Brian’s buggy, big, boy. His favorite. Giggling, I yawn and let sleep take me. Maybe when I wake we can play some more.

