5. Panties & Lingerie / Glory Hole / Foodplay

(CW: Cub/Underage, Age difference)

The chubby crocodile boy shuffled into the movie theater’s bathroom, a light blush on his cheeks as he peered around the sizeable room. He wore baggy jeans and a loose hoodie, the hem of which he kept tugging down over his front with anxious, brown-scaled paws.

Shawn, the tubby crocodile teen, strode in and made his way to the stall at the end, tugging open the door and peering in. And, right there in the side wall that went to the next stall over, was a sizeable hole with duct tape around the edges.

A gloryhole.

The 14-year-old shut the door behind him, locking it securely and moving to the closed toilet. Then, he hesitantly peeled off his hoodie, exposing what he wore beneath it. Instead of a shirt, he had on a lacy, purple bra, partially see-through in the cup so that his darker nipples were visible. He huffed lightly, giving one of his ‘breasts’ a light fondle, biting his lip as he did.

Then, after hanging his hoodie up on the hook on the back of the door… he undid his pants. Likewise, he didn’t have on what one might expect. Instead of boxers or briefs, a pair of lacy purple panties hugged to his plump ass, the pouch in the front struggling to contain his scaly testicles and erect cock. In fact, the tip of his dick had slipped up and was poking up from the hem of the panties, and he blushed when he noticed it leaking precum onto the little lacy bow at the front of the women’s underwear. 

The back of it barely covered his rump, too low-cut to get more then two thirds the way up his ass, and too narrow to cover more then the exact middle of his cheeks. It was a far worse fit then the bra, which hugged to and slightly lifted his chubby breasts. His tail didn’t help; thick, like all gators, but his was also very long, usually dragging on the floor as he walked.

He got his jeans off and hung them up, shuffling in place a moment and watching his pudgy body, adorned with lingerie, jiggle a bit. Once again, Shawn blushed anxiously, wondering if this was a good idea.

Then, the bathroom door opened.

“Yo, Shawn?”

He nearly answered, but bit his tongue, sitting down on the toilet seat and setting his hand up on the hole, fingers hooked over the edge. He could hear the door to the bathroom swing shut with a thump, and a slight peak under the door confirmed that a young tiger’s striped feet were padding along the bathroom floor. It had to be his friend, Lee; the tiger had been one of the ones that Shawn had gone to the movies with, internally debating all the while if he wanted to sneak away to use this gloryhole he’d heard of.

“Hello…?” the tiger’s voice chimed, nudging open a few of the doors. A knock came at the one he was in, and Shawn flinched. But then, the door to the stall next to him opened, and a soft gasp sounded. “Whoa…”

Oh fuck, he was really doing this. Shawn gulped, the pudgy croc squirming on the toilet seat.

Lee audibly shuffled into the stall, and the door shut and locked. Shawn blushed hotly, keeping his clawed digits curled over the edge of the hole. He slipped his hand back a moment later, huffing a low, hot breath.

“Um… are you, uh…” the tiger’s stammering voice called softly, anxiously. “Are you, like… ‘open’?”

The crocodile almost answered again, but thought better of it, and knocked twice. He hoped that came across as a ‘yes’.

“Oh… cool,” Lee chimed. Then, the sound of a belt and zipper. “Um, do I have to, like… money, or anything?”

A single knock. ‘No.’

“Nice.” Shawn peered through the hole; it was big enough that he could see his slender friend’s middle, could watch him undo his fly and tuck his boxers down, exposing plump, furry balls and an uncut, humanoid dick, flaccid and plump. He shuffled closer, and stuck himself through, balls settling down against the bottom edge of the gloryhole, shaft bobbing in the air. “Um… J- Just, whatever you wanna do…”

His heart hammered in his chest. He’d seen his friend’s dick, of course, whenever they went swimming and had to change clothes in a locker room or something. And, true to his burgeoning interest in men, the crocodile had always kind of wanted to try stroking it, or licking it. Or even just seeing it hard.

Shawn wasn’t sure where to start. His cock throbbed, pinned up against his plump pubic area by the lacy panties.

He started simple. He leaned his scaly muzzle towards the still-soft tiger dick, slurping his tongue against the side of it; he lapped from the base of his friend’s balls, up to his little tuft of pubic fur. The tiger shuddered, and his cock twitched. Shawn licked again, moaning softly as he lapped up his best friend’s ball sweat, his plump, overly-long tail slapping lightly at the floor of his bathroom stall.

While one of his hands sat with fingers curled on the hole’s edge, the other went to his own groin, pressing the lacy fabric into his balls and the lower parts of his shaft, rubbing at his leaking tip. He was surely making a mess on the women’s undies, but he didn’t care too much at the moment. Not when he was tenderly slurping at his friend’s furry nuts, lips lovingly playing with each little testicle, leaning back now and then to see how hard the tiger was getting. Grunts and weak little whimpers left the boy on the other side; Shawn wondered if this was the first time he’d ever had his balls licked, or anything down to his junk.

That thrilled him to no end. He gave one last lick, curling from his friend’s little furry ball sac, up the side, wicking salty teen sweat against his slick appendage. Then, he came to the other boy’s dick, almost fully erect. 

It wasn’t as big as Shawn’s, he realized. Not in girth, at least; the croc’s prick was fairly plump. He’d have to press his dick to his friend’s to measure length for sure, though it looked a bit like he might have the tiger beat there too.

Still, he licked every inch of the tiger’s twitching prick, enjoying the soft, whimpering moans that came from the other stall. And, as his lips curled around Lee’s cock, engulfing the whole thing in his long snout without even having to take it down his throat any, the gator idly wondered who his friend thought was on the other side. Did he know it was Shawn? Think it was some girl who’d snuck in? Did he even think it was someone nearer his age, or did he believe it was an adult giving him a blowjob?

He had no intention to ask. He began bobbing his head, slurping and suckling on his friend’s dick, tasting the sweat on the other boy’s shaft, loving the way it twitched desperately inside his maw, oozing sweet precum onto his big, slick tongue, gulping down every drop happily. He hoped this would never end-

“Fuck!”

The cry caught him by surprise. Just as the sudden flood of tiger jizz in his maw. He pulled back sharply, gagging as the slimy teen cum suddenly went down his throat. He leaned back, head hanging forward and letting out a sharp gag as those first few spurts of seed that had gotten in his mouth oozed down his tongue; he loved the taste, he had to admit, but being caught off guard by it wasn’t very fun.

As he let the other boy’s cum pour from his mouth into a messy puddle on the tile floor, he looked up at his friend’s dick through the hole. It twitched and flexed, balls contracted, still spurting out a few more jets of teen seed. Some early on had apparently had enough pressure behind it to get on Shawn’s face, even as he pulled back, but now it was just oozing into a second puddle of tiger jizz.

“Aah… Holy fuck… Mmf…” the tiger panted, and Shawn could see Lee’s body trembling with pleasure. Then, as his orgasm trailed off and his prick deflated, the other boy shakily pulled himself out of the hole. Through it, Shawn watched his friend tuck himself back into his underwear and zip up his pants. “Uh… Th- Thanks, um… Fuck, that was awesome.”

Shawn could feel himself swell with pride slightly. His friend thought he gave good blowjobs! That counted for something, right? He reached up and knocked three times; hoped that came across as ‘no problem!’

He could hear Lee finish up, watching through the hole as the other boy fixed his shirt, and then, opened the door.

“Oh! Uh, sorry, sir,” the tiger’s voice chimed, and Shawn went wide-eyed. Was… was someone else…?

“No problem, kid,” a deep voice rumbled. To the young gator’s embarrassment, it made his cock throb.

He could just hear Lee shuffling around the newcomer male, letting him into the stall that the tiger had just occupied. The stall where the gloryhole was. And god did he want to see the cock of a man whose voice sounded like that.

Shawn settled both hands on the edge of the hole, fingers curled over the bottom of it. He heard the door shut, but the other male made no noises. Then… a zipper.

“Hey, cutie,” that deep, luxurious voice purred, making Shawn shudder excitedly. “Down to suck a wolf cock?”

Once again, Shawn knocked twice. That wonderful voice rumbled with laughter, and then the sound of the other male stepping in close, sticking his cock through.

The gator leaned back, drinking it all in. He’d never seen a sheathe before, not in person, and it was amazing. Borderline giant testicles sagged low, thick with fur and pouring a strong, musky scent into the teen’s stall. Right above that, he could see the thick mound of the actual furry sheathe, plump with a slightly pink rim; already, he could see clear fluids leaking from the tip. The guy was horny. Thick, curly pubic fur clustered all around, poofing out through the hole like a cloud of jet-black smoke against the rest of the gray and near-white fur.

Shawn nearly whimpered with excitement. He peered down at the floor, where, besides the two puddles of off-white tiger jizz, he could see the wolf’s big footpaws crossing the boundary between the stalls, clawed toes curling and uncurling.

His hands almost reflexively went to his own body. One curled under his nuts, squeezing through the cloth of the panties that Shawn wore, a soft whimper leaving his throat. The other reached up to his chest and, blushing hotly, cupped around one of his bra-raised tits, squeezing lightly as he fondled his junk. Precum oozed from his tip; the lacy cloth of his panties was turning dark and shiny with how much of the croc’s fluids were getting on them.

“Get to it, boy,” the wolf’s enticing voice growled. It was half-threatening, half-urging, as if he needed this blowjob so bad that he’d hurt someone for it.

But, the young croc didn’t need to be hurt or forced. He dove in, both hands curling under those fat, furry balls, kneading them lightly as his lips and tongue began to work at the sheathe, sucking and licking at the warm, musky flesh. The smell of the older man flooded his lungs in seconds, the dense sweat in those curly, dark pubes wafting into his nose as he suckled at the man’s sheathe-tip.

“Mm… Good boy…” that lovely voiced rumbled, making Shawn’s cock twitch and his tail curl eagerly. God, he wanted more of that voice, to hear it call him a good boy and praise him for this desperately-needed blowjob. “Ah, that’s it, little guy… Mmm…”

The crocodile teen settled happily into sucking on the man’s sheathe, gulping down dick-sweat and precum equally, tongue swirling and lapping at the wolf’s flesh. But, just as he was about to plunge that pink tongue into the man’s sheathe-hole, something came pressing out at him. The wolf’s cock! Shawn’s heart leapt with joy, his paws still lovingly fondling and playing with the man’s nuts as canine dick swelled in his muzzle.

He quickly had to pull back, panting hotly on the teen-slobber covered dick, eyes alight with need. Right under that mound of dark pubes, he could see the man’s cock growing. A low, needy growl left the wolf on the other side, but Shawn needed a second to drink it in.

Already, six, near seven, inches of tapered wolf dick had slipped free from his sheathe. It was red-fleshed, and while the whole thing was thick, it was a bit more swollen near the middle, before tapering into the almost pointed tip. Shawn whimpered, taking one hand off those fat, sweaty nuts to curl around the man’s shaft, slowly stroking it and trying to urge him to full length.

“Fuck… Mm, your first time with a wolf dick?” the man’s voice purred questioningly. Shawn’s knees rubbed together anxiously, before he shakily reached a ball-sweat-covered hand up to knock on the stall wall twice. “Mm, fuck, well, you’re doing good, boy…

“Don’t suppose… you’d wanna get this thing in your ass?”

Shawn’s heart either stopped, or leapt with joy yet again. His cock throbbed, and a desperate heat twisted in his tubby belly.

… He knocked twice.

The wolf rumbled with another pleased laugh, urging, “Mm, good boy! God, you’re good at this… Mm, keep sucking, get that knot out of my sheathe, boy…”

Shawn nodded, despite knowing the older man couldn’t see him. His eyes flickered up, just in case, only to see four thick, clawed digits curled on either side; the man had his paws up on the top edge of the wall, almost clinging to it to keep himself nice and close to the hole. The croc had worried that the man might be tall enough to see over it, or was filming him.

Assured that that wasn’t the case, the lingerie-wearing teenaged croc leaned back in, curling his lips around the adult’s cock. He began clumsily sucking on it, head bobbing along the first few inches of it. Unlike his friend’s barely-pubescent cock, he couldn’t fit the wolf man’s prick all the way without it going down his throat. And, as eager as the boy was to feel THAT, he didn’t want to gag or, worse, throw up in the middle of such an experience.

And so, both paws settling on either side of the man’s plump balls, he began sucking the wolf off. Lips pursed tight, then grew more gentle, letting throbbing wolf cock slide easily in and out of his long snout. His tongue slurped and curled at its frighteningly hot flesh, throat near-constantly gulping to swallow down all the watery canine precum flowing onto the slick appendage. Shawn was in heaven. The man’s cock tasted even better than his balls, the taste of hot flesh, crotch sweat, and seminal fluids mixing together into a lusty cocktail that made the poor boy blush, eyes half-lidded as he happily and laziling slurped up and down the man’s dick.

He almost didn’t notice when the knot popped free. The croc’s eyes went wide as the swollen knob of flesh expanded from the tip of the wolf’s sheathe, a desperate, rumbling whine leaving the man on the other side of the stall as it did.

‘Holy fuck!’ the boy thought, eyes wide as he suckled on the tip of the wolf’s immense prick. His own cock throbbed, every little squirm making the sensitive, hooded tip smear and grind into his chubby, overhanging belly. The knot was huge. If he had to guess, it was one and a half times the size of each of the man’s nuts, and it wasn’t even fully swollen. And not even just the knot; the man’s cock had to be at least 10 inches in length, and achingly thick.

“Goddamn… Mm, fuck, you’re a good boy…” the man’s voice rumbled, the cock thrusting towards him briefly as the wolf on the other side bucked his hips into the gloryhole. “Fuck… Mm, wanna get this thing in your ass now? Ah…”

The croc didn’t hesitate to reach a hand up and give two firm taps on the wall, earning a deep chuckle.

“Atta boy… Get to it then…”

Shawn’s heart was hammering in his chest, his cock throbbing against his belly as he shakily got up from the closed toilet. He’d be able to use the seat as a perch for pressing back on the man’s cock, but first he had to get it inside him.

Turning to face away from the gloryhole, panting lightly and biting his lip to keep from making too much noise, the teen shuffled in beside the toilet, grinding his lacy-wrapped ass against the man’s throbbing shaft. He could hear that deep, pleased rumble, the wolf on the other end clearly enjoying the feeling of fat, scaly teen ass cheeks on his flesh.

He set his hand on the toilet, leaning forward and shuffling to get his hips low enough to line up with the man’s throbbing dick. His other hand reached back, adjusting the fat, canine dick and nudging it at his cheeks, using it to work the panties down the few inches he needed to prod at his hole. Glancing down and between his legs, Shawn blushed when he realized that the man’s big, furry paws were on either side of his blocky, scaly feet, his tail upraised and flopped against the stall wall to keep it out of the way.

He shuddered. Just feeling the man’s cock in his hand, throbbing against his palm and pointed tip nudging at his tailhole, made him anxious. He’d only ever used a pilfered toy from his parents, and while it was about the wolf’s size, he’d never done so in a position like this, or with a real person.

“Mm, getting nervous, cutie?”

Shawn gulped. He was tempted to knock on the wall once for no, but instead shakily lifted his foot and tapped his heel on the stall wall. Two for yes.

The rumble on the other side was sympathetic, but urging. “You can do it, boy. Mm, trust me, all this teasing, I won’t last much longer. Just get a few inches in ya so I can fill your ass with hot, thick wolf seed. Sound good?”

The croc bit his lip, but nodded. Tapped again, twice.

He wouldn’t last long either. His cock was twitching, and all the grinding against his own belly and the lacy, textured panties was driving him crazy. Just get a few inches in… he could do that.

The croc leaned forward, setting his arm on the toilet seat for purchase and pressing the leaking, slobbery wolf cock against his tailhole. He winced, and whimpered… and then… “Mmf!” he couldn’t help but yelp aloud, eyes going wide as hot, throbbing dick pushed inside him. He shuddered, his back arching, paw squeezing on the man’s pulsing cock.

“Oof, fuck! Mm, just like that boy,” the deep, assuring voice murred. He could almost picture the man’s tongue lolling like he’d seen some canines do in porn, could picture his eyes half-lidded and happy. “Just… Mm… just get it a little deeper. I’ll… try to hold off…”

Shawn gulped, and, red faced and shuddering, pressed his rump backwards onto the cock. He knew there was no way he’d take all ten inches, not with that knot, and not with how little anal prep he’d done. But he could get a little more inside him; he had maybe an inch in his ass now.

The croc kept rocking his hips back slightly, huffing and whimpering as it spread him open. God, this man was thick… He could feel more and more watery precum spilling into him, could feel it oozing down between his cheeks, trailing down his sweaty taint before soaking into his panties.

There was no way he was ever washing these again.

The boy pressed back further, and further, panting and shuddering, his legs shaking as he struggled to get more. Finally, a sudden stab of pain made him stop, a yelp leaving him again as he held there. He thought he was about at the swell in the middle of the man’s cock; that was barely 3 or 4 inches inside him.

“Fuck… Boy, that enough for you?”

He shakily reached his hand back; now that a few inches were in him, he didn’t need to hold the man’s cock to keep it inside. He tapped twice, shuddering.

“Good boy… Mm, I wanna feel you cum with me in you… Then I’ll finish,” the alluringly deep-voiced wolf instructed.

Shawn didn’t reply. He was too horny to, opting instead to slightly tilt himself, raising one leg and getting a hand down between his chubby thighs and plump belly. He set his foot back against the stall wall to keep in place, tail flopping to the other side as he wrapped his hand around his dick, shoving the panties down so they only covered his balls, and beginning to stroke.

“G- Good… Mm…” the wolf rumbled, before trailing off to canine growls of pleasure.

The teen kept stroking himself fervently, panting and whimpering, rocking slightly on the man’s cock; only enough to work about an inch in and out of him. But that was enough, enough stretching and heat as his plump boy-tits swayed in his lacy bra, balls contracting in the panties.

His hand didn’t have far to move to stroke from balls to tip, slapping into his smooth pubic mound and shuddering his entire body. It was an awkward position, but Shawn didn’t mind at that moment.

“Fuck!”

He and the wolf yelped at the same time. The croc had orgasmed, clenching hard around the man’s dick as his own flexed in his paw, spurting hot, gooey teen reptile jizz onto the side of the toilet. He groaned, legs shaking as his upper body sagged, anus clenching rhythmically on the man’s cock. With a cry, the wolf came too, and Shawn let out a pleased whine; powerful throbbing rocked his anal ring, and he could feel the veritable flood of wolf jizz being spurted in dense, hot ropes inside him. He could feel it pushing deep, deeper, and then, when it could get no deeper, spilling out around the man’s pulsing dick, oozing all over the seat of his panties and down his taint yet again.

“Oooh… Mmm… God, boy…” the wolf’s rumbling voice droned, panting and grunting as he came, swollen knot visibly throbbing in the air. Shawn gulped when he glanced back at it. It was intimidatingly huge… and part of him wished it was inside him.

The two soon settled. The wolf pulled back slowly, until Shawn had to clench his stretched anus to keep all the wolf cum from spilling out onto the floor. As he heard the wolf shuffling about in his stall, picking his jeans up off the floor and tucking his sensitive prick into his pants again, the teen tugged his panties back up over his rump, tucking his softening, cummy cock into them.

Just as he was moving to grab his pants to get dressed and leave (after letting the wolf leave, of course), he heard a faint knock on the wall. Glancing to the whole… Shawn froze. And blushed.

“Uh, so…” the wolf’s deep voice rumbled, a twinge of embarrassment adding an oddly endearing tone to the lovely voice. His hand was slightly through the gloryhole, and clutched between two fingers… was a piece of paper. 

With a phone number on it. 

“This was fuckin’ fun. Uh… Give me a call some time, kid, if you wanna do this again without a wall between us. And don’t worry; I already know you’re underage, heh. Saw you go in and not come out before me and the tiger kid. 

“You suck a mean cock for a tyke,” the wolf added teasingly. And, despite the fact that Shawn should be mortified that a grown man knew he, a 14-year-old, and just sucked his cock and let him cum in his ass, he felt his heart skip a beat.

Shawn took the scrap of paper. Glanced at the number written on it, as well as the name ‘Yvain’ scribbled just above it. So that had been the wolf’s name, then?

He heard the lovely-voiced man finish cleaning up, and leave, chiming a rumbling farewell to the boy. Shawn barely found his voice to say ‘bye’ back. He cleaned up, and, still with wolf jizz in his ass and the very same man’s phone number in his pocket, Shawn returned to find his friends. They’d barely noticed his absence during the movie.

And so, his lingerie-clad gloryhole adventure went largely unnoticed.

