“Urgh! Who builds forests like this to begin with?!” Cyan growled to himself as he wandered down yet another path to nowhere. “I swear it’s looping in on itself. Stupid cheating forest.”
In spite of the forest’s decidedly unsportsmanlike behavior, however, Cyan pushed on. He was determined to fulfill his mission and save the princess no matter what got in his way. From the mud staining the feet of his beautiful mech, to the vines dulling his sword, all of he’d fight through bravely for his destined reward.

“Oh, Cyan…”
“Princess Terria…” The knight shut his eyes and grinned as he pondered the princess embracing him. He knew exactly what he would do the moment he rescued her from her kidnappers. There would be a passionate embrace, an even more passionate kiss, and then he would…
“Aaaaahhhh!!!”

There was a loud clatter and a scream as Cyan stumbled into something while lost in his stupor.  He was thrown to the forest floor as his mech toppled. He slid through the dirt a good ways before being stopped by a convenient tree. He stumbled to his feet and rubbed the new lump as it formed on his head. Before he could properly give the tree a piece of his mind though, he was interrupted by a hefty wooden box landing on his head. 
“I have you now, villainous cat!” A cry from behind rang out like a thunder, and before he could think to either turn around or even remove the crate from his head, Cyan was thrown to the ground by a powerful leaping kick; his head rattling against the box as he fell. 
Cyan heard his attacker’s triumphant laughter echo through the cracks in the crate as he passed out.
-----
“Cyan…”
Dazed, Cyan blinked sleep from his eyes to see the beautiful visage of Princess Terria lying beside him on the grass. “Princess…” For a moment the canine guard thought about questioning why he was on the ground, but that concern was dashed in a moment once he’d fully processed who he was with. He reached out and grasped her shoulder the second he’d gotten his bearings. “Princess Terria! At last I’ve found you!”

The princess pulled in close and rested her head against Cyan’s chest. Rather abruptly the guard realized he wasn’t wearing any clothes. This discovery didn’t fluster him for a moment though. He wrapped his arms around the princess without hesitation, and the pair was enveloped in a wonderful pink glow. 
Everything was quiet as he felt his beloved ruler run a paw down his chest. It moved with a gentle truly ladylike grace until it just barely stroked his rigid-

-----
“Huh. Now that doesn’t seem right.” From atop the chest of the now bound and still well boxed Cyan’s stomach, a small police dog noticed a rather distinct shape forming in his captive’s pants. “Maybe it just looks weird ‘cause of the pants… or maybe cats aren’t actually that different…”
The little dog wasn’t allowed to ponder too long before his attention was drawn back to the other end if his captive by a few noisy moans. Just as he turned to make sure the fiend wasn’t waking up, Cyan had made it to a particularly spectacular point in his dream. “P-Princess Terria!” he shouted
A kick to his gut snapped the guard back to the waking world. A second later he was nearly knocked out again by a loud crack as the crate around his head exploded off of him. Once he shook the soot from his eyes Cyan was at last able to see his attacker. The little guy was standing tall above Cyan’s stomach with his legs spread wide and his feet planted at his sides. One hand was firmly planted on a hip, while the other was showing off a proud salute. 
“You are at the mercy of Officer Panta now, foul feline!” Panta punctuated his statement with a harsh point right at Cyan’s face. “Now! Reveal where your compatriots have hidden the princess!”
The mention of her title alone brought the dream back straight to the front of Cyan’s mind. In spite of all the pain he was in, he became most intensely aware of a particularly recognizable pain in his groin. “H-how humiliating,” he mumbled. 

Panta’s stance immediately softened and he lowered his paw to give Cyan a gently dismissive wave. “No need to feel embarrassed. There’s nothing to be ashamed of for falling for a clever ambush.” His bravado gone in an instant, Panta’s legs dropped out from under him and he plopped himself down on Cyan’s stomach. The larger canine grunted at the sudden return of the weight. 

“It’s not that you imbecile!” Cyan squirmed underneath his captor for a moment, inadvertently moving a flailing dog a few inches closer to his waist. He paused rather abruptly when it suddenly dawned on him the situation he was in. “Though come to think of it… Hey! I’m not a cat you moron!”
“Wh-whoa!” Panta shouted dramatically as he righted himself. He stabilized himself by setting his paws on his captive’s chest. “Wait if you’re not a cat, then what are you doing in the forest?” He smiled ear to ear and gave Cyan another salute. “This forest is currently under police investigation. Civilians should stay out and stay safe!” 
Cyan’s cheeks grew flush as he felt a fit of anger threaten to overwhelm him at the mention of the police. He started to thrash more violently against his bonds. This time his efforts yielded some success, and his captor was thrown handily aside. “I’m no civilian you fool! I’ll have you know you’re speaking to a royal guard!” The thrashing continued for a minute before Cyan eventually tired himself out. 
Once the guard was still and panting, Panta popped back up from right between his legs still wearing that confident, bright-eyed grin. “Now now, Mr. Guard, you don’t have to worry yourself so much. We officers have everything under control!” He stood up proudly, spreading both his own legs along with Cyan’s, and planted his hands on his hips again. For just a moment Cyan could have sworn he saw a light swell from behind the little dog. “Trust me we’re a lot tougher than we look.”
The swelling light faded in an instant though when Cyan spotted a distinct bulge in Panta’s trousers. He paused for a long time staring at that bulge. It was long enough for Panta to start sweating, and eventually for him to drop his heroic pose altogether. 
“What’s wrong, citizen?” Panta laughed and set a paw behind his head nervously, but his smile only wavered for a moment. “You look as though you’ve seen something odd.”
“What kind of sadistic police officer are you?” 
Instantly Panta took a step back, and his face turned beat red. “Hey, don’t blame me.” He shook his head and pointed a paw downward. “You were getting excited before I was…” The little dog laughed and shut his eyes.  “We police officers have needs too you know!”
Cyan growled. He strongly considered flailing again, or kicking the little dog across the forest floor. However, he couldn’t find the strength to at the moment, as he was still sweating from the previous attempt at escape. For now he settled for simply glaring at the pervert while trying to ignore the embarrassing incident that had triggered this awkward situation. 
Seemingly ignorant of the growling, Panta continued on. “You’re into it right?!” His eyes shot open and the confident sparkle showed through once more as the little dog leaned forward. In an instant his paw had lunged forward and set itself on one of Cyan’s thighs. The guard stopped growling abruptly and gasped in horror. His leg jerked away in response to being groped, but all movement halted when Panta made a second grab; this time roughly squeezing his groin. Cyan couldn’t help but whimper in fear of what might happen if he jerked away from that. When he looked up with that fear rather terribly hidden behind a nervous grin, Panta winked at him with that confident smile still plastering his face. “A ‘villain’ like you enjoys getting abused, right?”
“I-I will not be molested by some p-p-“ Cyan intended to boldly finish by insulting the puny little dog, but he was cut off by a whimper when Panta squeezed down on his balls.
“No need to be shy! I checked you out before!” Panta’s voice was almost innocent as he leaned in closer and stepped over Cyan’s leg. It became distinctly less so as he then started to mash his crotch against Cyan’s thigh. “There’s nothing embarrassing about enjoying being tied up by a stunning police officer.” 

While he tried his best to ignore both the paw on his crotch and the hard cock pressing against his leg Cyan started to feel a rather clear cut physical reaction to all this attention. “No real dog would ever react to being bound in such a humiliating fashion!”

“Alright then, you dirty cat!” With another wink, Panta jerked his paw away from Cyan’s groin and to his captive’s waistline. With a flash and a flourish, the bound dog’s pants were thrown to the wind and his legs were thrown to the air. With a whump and a scream Cyan’s legs hit the ground and he was left stunned and exposed in a pair of tight red briefs that did absolutely nothing to hide an embarrassingly throbbing erection. “Wow! You came prepared didn’t you? Were you hoping to meet a strapping young officer today, you filthy villain?”
Cyan started to shout in protest again, but ended up merely howling when Panta set a foot rather roughly on his groin. The little dog let loose a deep laugh as he started to grind his foot against Cyan’s hefty knot, and Cyan found himself squirming under the boot in a daze; his eyes shut tight as he tried to think of anything but the officer’s boot. 
Trying not to think of it did no good though. In his attempts to think of anything apart from this officer, he ended up just pulling up images of an officer he carried far more disdain for. He had to bite his lip to avoid groaning his hated rival’s name while he was so aroused. In the end, he even had to open his eyes and watch the little cop just to avoid thinking of Waffle grinding his heel on him instead.
Panta had struck his heroic pose atop Cyan once again, though with a slight variation in that only one hand was on his hip this time. The other paw was currently working on his groin, and had already done the job of undoing his belt by the time Cyan’s eyes had opened. “Are you ready to submit to justice, criminal?”
Cyan whimpered again as he felt a splash of precum wet his briefs. “I-I’ll never submit you perverted cop!” he managed to growl back.
For a moment the sparkle in Panta’s eyes disappeared. He removed his boot from his captive and relaxed his pose again; his pans falling right off his hips once he did, revealing the little cop had neglected to wear underwear today. “Come on, man, please!” He stepped out of his pants and spread his legs again. This time though, instead if posing heroically he shot Cyan a thumbs up and another wink. “I like playing bad cop as much as the next dog, but I really could use some attention myself.” 

The sparkle returned to Panta’s eyes, and Cyan stared up at him in stunned silence. His eyes dated over the entirety of the cop, from his confident gin to his wagging tail and even to his groin. Cyan hated how he thought for a moment of how taking the somewhat small member between Panta’s legs might not be so terrible. He shook the thought off and shouted again. “I will not be violated by a lowly cop!”
Panta was fazed for only a moment; pausing to think for a split second before closing his eyes and smiling again. “Oh, I get it!” He shouted right back before leaping joyously to a seat right on top of Cyan’s crotch. The guard gasped when the landing hit him, and he rather quickly found himself enjoying the smaller dog’s wagging tail. “If that’s all, then I’m fine being violated this time.” The confident glimmer returned when Panta opened his eyes and deepened his voice, “You filthy criminal.”
In an instant Cyan’s face was beet red. His cock throbbed again as he watched that same stunning glow seem to appear from behind Panta. Although he couldn’t quite admit to himself how enthused he was by the idea, this option was distinctly more palatable. Shakily, Cyan nodded while convincing himself that he couldn’t rightly refuse at this point.
Without a moment’s hesitation Panta leapt to his feet once he had the go ahead. “Very well then, fiendish cat! If you won’t submit peacefully than I will have you by force! Hya!” There was another flash and another flourish, and Cyan’s briefs were thrown to the winds to join his pants. This time when his legs hit the ground though, Panta was right on top of them. 
Cyan feigned struggle with a cry of, “No. Please don’t officer.” and a pathetic attempt to lift his legs. At the same time he turned his head to avoid looking at the violator atop him. Any effort to act as though he wished to escape at this point though was hampered by his crotch eagerly thrusting underneath the little cop. 

A laugh bellowed from Panta as he rode on the guard. He kept it up for a few good seconds, just letting Cyan’s knot rest underneath him as he did. Then, with a flash he set a paw on Cyan’s chest with a thunderous clap and leaned forward. Cyan’s attention was immediately brought back to the cop as Panta lifted his rear and reach a paw underneath him. “Prepare to face justice, villain!” In that instant Cyan’s eyes were locked to his. A moment later that tremendous heroic glow returned as Panta lifted the larger dog’s cock and eased it inside of himself.
In that second Cyan lost control again, and his thrashing returned quickly with the vigor he’d had before. This time he had more focus than a wild effort to escape, but the overwhelming sensation of warmth squeezing on his cock as he tried to ram it in with all the might he could muster kept him from thinking particularly clearly on the matter. Panta was left grasping desperately at Cyan’s chest in an effort to make sure he stay on as the larger dog thrust wildly in whichever direction his hips would allow at a given moment. 
The thrashing wore down as quickly as it had come, but not before leaving the smaller dog shivering atop Cyan’s hefty knot. Cyan had to stop completely for just a moment as he felt himself ready to burst, but the cop was let bouncing for a moment after even once Cyan had stopped completely. It didn’t take more than a moment for the guard to start thrusting again in time with those bounces, and by then Panta had assumed the responsibility of keeping them going quite willingly. 

“I’ll work that f-fight out of you y-yet, villain!” Panta shouted as he shut his eyes, still grinning ear to ear. He started to quicken his pace bit by bit, until he was practically leaping from base to tip and back again in time with Cyan’s now weakening thrusts. 
In spite of himself, Cyan always kept one eye on the little dog as he took everything. He watched with both anticipation and a touch of worry as the cop’s own member swung up and down with each new lift. And he bit his lip as the wonderful glow behind Panta grew brighter by the second, threatening to completely overwhelm his senses.

Before it could though, the glow vanished. Panta let loose a shout and his smile was completely overtaken by a scream of pleasure as he landed on final time, sinking deep onto Cyan’s knot. He threw himself back and grabbed for his own knot, giving it a harsh squeeze as he came with a blast that managed to strike the guard in his closed eye. Cyan began to scream himself as he felt the small dog squeezing in spasms around his cock.


A few moments later Panta had finished his last release and opened his eyes with a delirious smile on his face. Cyan would have sworn then that he saw an actual explosion behind the smaller dog, and he came himself, releasing a powerful series of spurts deep inside of the officer in tandem with a barrage of shouting.

The guard barely noticed when he felt his rump hit the ground at the end of his orgasm. He did, however, notice Panta collapse onto his chest the second after. “Ahhh! I needed that,” the little dog shouted gleefully as he pushed a cheek against Cyan’s breastplate.


“Y-yes, well…” Cyan turned his head and tried to mask his panting by holding his breath. Once he was sure he had it under control he continued,” I suppose I did as well… circumstances notwithstanding…”

Panta just laughed in response. This time there was no bombast behind it. The laugh was almost childish in its honesty. 

For some time the pair was joined there, and the both knew it, so they chose to relax in the afterglow with the calm forest around them. Cyan found himself actually at rest enough in the coming minutes that he failed to notice the sounds of a large machine entering the clearing.


Panta had no such trouble though, recovering just enough to greet the visitor. “Oh! Officer Waffle! You can use the radio over there to contact headquarters if you need!” 
