Wanda waved her flashlight at the roof of the tent.
 
“Wwoov... wwoov... wwoov.”  She uttered and chuckled at herself.  Having gotten the obligatory laser sword moment out of her system, she put a paw in front of the beam, casting a large paw shadow above her.  She raised and lowered her paw to make it shrink and grow and wiggled her fingers.  
 
There’s a huge spider above the tent!  She thought with amusement.  That gave her an idea and spent a few minutes making shadow puppets, tucking the flashlight between her thighs so she could use both paws.  She could make the spider, a butterfly, and two dogs conversing with each other but couldn’t figure out how to do anything more complicated.  She faced the two shadows toward each other, adjusting distance from the light so one was larger than the other.
 
“Hey, girl!”  She quietly spoke for the larger shadow, using as deep a voice as she could muster.  “What’s your name?”
 
“My name is Wanda.”  She said using her own voice for the other.  
 
“That’s a pretty name.”  The deep voiced shadow spoke.  “You’re a pretty girl.  Wanna make out?”  
 
“Sure!”
 
She then had the two shadows smooch, making kissy and moaning noises.  The young spaniel would be mortified to have been caught acting so ridiculous, but she had already tested the tent in the backyard and the material was thick enough when combined with the rain fly that light was mostly filtered.  The shadows shouldn’t be visible so she knew she wasn’t unintentionally putting on a show for anyone outside like she saw in an old, silly movie once.
 
Wanda looked down at the flashlight sticking up between her legs and thought it looked a bit like she had a penis, albeit a rather large one.  She propped herself up on her elbows and admired her illuminating “cock”.  What was it like for boys, she wondered, having an extra part that stuck out?  Not to mention the other parts hanging down that they lived in fear of having kicked?  She had learned in sex-ed that their cocks would slide out of their groin and get really stiff.  An “erection” is what the teacher called it.  Recently she started to notice boys at school trying to hide the bulging erections in various ways.  Untucking at the front of their shirt so it hangs down, jamming their paws in their pockets, carrying their school books strangely low, or tying their jacket around their waist.  Occasionally one would just let it stand out and strain their pants, either pretending nobody could see, or just not caring if anyone did.  Once she recognized all the tell-tale signs it became impossible not to notice.  She made a game of noting which boys popped one the most and it was rather surprising how often it happened.  They must think about sex almost as much as she did.  Wanda imagined that must be so embarrassing and was grateful not to have a conspicuous flag in her crotch giving away her thoughts.  Having a tail that wagged around stupidly was already bad enough.
 
Still… she was fascinated by the organ that the boys had.  What does it feel like?  How hard does it get?  Is it like a rock?  It’s skin, so it must be softer than that, right?  Is it like a blown up rubber ball with some give or is it more like a finger with a really hard inside?  Does it hurt them when it gets hard?  Is it sticky or slimy?  Is it really hot?  Does it smell bad?  That stuff that comes out of it, what the sex ed teacher called “semen”, how does that work?  Is it like peeing?  It comes out the same hole so it must work the same way, but how do they choose to shoot semen instead of urine?  Do they sometimes mix the two up and pee inside the female?  Penises of different species of people wildly varied in shape and function and it was all so confusing.  There was a special discussion on “knotting” for the canine students that included photos and drawn images that puzzled her.  The teacher would often ask if there were any questions, but Wanda never had the courage to raise her paw to blurt out her naivety in front of the class. 
 
The idea of knotting, or more technically ‘tying’, fascinated her.  That had to hurt the boys to bulge out so massively, and it really had to hurt the girls to have something swell up to the point that it couldn't be removed.  There's no way it didn't hurt to be helplessly bound with an engorged knot locked inside your pelvis.  On the other paw… There was something deeply romantic about being inseparable during the act.  No matter what happens, you’re both committed until your bodies decide it's over.  Even when you are done you are still tied, sometimes for as long as an hour.  So much time to just be with each other intimately.  
 
She wiggled her thighs and made the flashlight wave back and forth.  After a few seconds it worked itself loose, slipped from between her legs and tumbled off her lap.  The sensation of the firm object sliding out against her sparked something.  There was a touch of pleasantness about it.  She stuffed the flashlight back between her legs, slowly pushing it and feeling the edge scrape against her through the thin pajama bottoms and even thinner panties beneath.  She squeezed her thighs together, increasing the pressure.  
 

