Here I am, a twenty-year-old male grey wolf still in his prime, hanging upside down, hugging my body on a dizzyingly high tree branch, trying to keep away from the beast I foolishly sought out; all I wanted was to mount its large head on my wall so that I could get revenge for my father’s untimely demise. My blood feels like ice in my veins as I feel the warmth of its stale breath flow through my fur; I steal a glimpse downward into the slimy pink abyss of pulsating flesh that is framed by large pointy fangs and a slimy tongue curling out the front of its massive jaws ready to catch me, and unceremoniously capture me in the fleshy tomb of its stomach. I shiver, fearing what will happen when my muscles tire out and I drop; at least the fall would be only a few feet. I hear the beast rumble out in an annoyed growl at my reluctance to give up; things go from bad to worse when I adjust my grip, and I hear and feel the snap of the branch I am holding onto start to betray me. My heart is pounding hard in my chest. I look down again as the large feral dragon grins at me and speaks.
“Dinner time…”
*The day before*

I sighed as I sat in bed. Today would have been my father’s birthday if it hadn’t been for that dreaded dragon. The memory still brings tears to my eyes. Nine months ago, a dragon attacked my father while he was walking in the woods; the beast had cruelly swallowed him whole and alive to make him suffer. I witnessed the violent attack while swimming in a lake with my friend Leo. 
Standing, I stretched my body and got ready for the day. I walked into the kitchen to find my mother silently washing dishes in the sink while cooking breakfast.
“Good morning, Mom,” I called out from behind her, making her yelp in surprise.

“Good morning… son,” she said flatly as she glared at me, her white fur almost glowing in the morning sunlight. I smiled at her and patted her head, making her ears flatten to her head. I sat at the dining table and looked at my mother; before my father died, she was happy and outgoing, laughing and making jokes. Once he died, that piece of her went with him, and that is why I have been secretly searching for the dragon; maybe if I brought the beast's head back to her, she would be happy again. She sat at the table and handed me a plate of bacon and eggs.
“Thanks, Mom. What are your plans for today?” I asked as she looked up at me.

“I have to go to work; I have a few meetings in the morning and a mountain of paperwork in the afternoon. What are your plans?” she asked as she started eating.

“Not much; I am meeting up with Leo for lunch,” I replied, not wanting to reveal that I was going out to set traps for the dragon.

“You hang around him a lot. Do you think he has feelings for you?” she asked.

“MOM, he is only a friend, nothing more,” I replied as she chuckled.

“I know, but I mean the way he looks at you when he is here…” she said with a smile. I growled and looked down at the plate of food; now that she mentioned it, Leo does stare at me quite often… I shook my head; I was getting sidetracked. I will deal with Leo once the dragon is gone. I finished my breakfast and put the dishes in the dishwasher. I headed for the door and stopped. I looked back at her as she sipped at her coffee.
“See you later,” I called out.

“Have fun; I put a few condoms in your pocket just in case.” She replied, making my cheeks feel hot. I quickly closed the door behind me as I headed to Leo’s place. I arrived at his house and saw him sitting on his couch watching TV in his living room; I hoisted myself through an open window and quietly crept up on him from behind. I slowly got on my knees behind his couch and waited quietly; after a few minutes, I heard him groan as I caught a whiff of a musky scent that smelled of the horny tiger. The scent made my cock twitch in my sheath as I glanced over the couch, looking down I got a good look at his cock in his hand, the pink veiny spire of tiger meat throbbing in his grasp, his fingers playing over his pointed tip as his barbs combed through the fur on his hands. I watched as a bead of pre spilled from his tip and gathered on his hand. In a feat of feline flexibility, I watched as he slid his back down so that his shoulders rested on the seat. Next, he pulled his legs over his head, giving me a good view of his dark pink, sweaty tail hole. I heard a distinct suckling noise as he pleasured himself with his maw.
‘Why am I watching my best friend suck himself off? Why am I drooling a little? Why is my dick so hard?’ many questions danced through my head as he let out a low growl that shook me from my thoughts as he tensed up; I watched as his balls pulled closer to his body and his anus started pulsing in time with his orgasm, I heard him moan and quickly swallow. I continued kneeling there, stunned as I processed what had happened, what I had watched happen; I looked at my tented pants, glad I wore dark colors as there was a significant wet spot from my cock leaking; I quickly tucked my cock in my waistband. He uncurled himself with a groan and lay across the couch, breathing hard with his eyes closed. 
After a few minutes, I carefully stood above his head, grabbed his shoulders, and yelled.

“BOO!” Instantly, he let out a high-pitched scream that hurt my ears as his body flailed around. I quickly let him go as he stood up and growled at me; looking at him, I saw his body was now poofy like a feather duster, making me double over laughing hysterically.
“You are so dead. Kyle.” He said, fixing his shorts while still catching his breath.

“Yeah, I know,” I replied as I sat on the couch, still moping; he sat beside me. Only then did I realize he was watching gay porn on his TV, as I was greeted with the sight of male wolves in the middle of passionate sex. A particularly loud moan brought Leo’s attention back to the TV; as he scrambled for the remote I was sitting on, he ended up pushing me off the couch, eliciting a surprised yelp from me. As I sat up, he turned the TV off. I sat next to him, and we sat in silence. I could hear him take a deep breath a few times as if he wanted to say something, only to let it out in a defeated sigh.
“We should head out before it gets too late,” I said, trying to steer the conversation in a less embarrassing direction.
“Do you have the traps?” I asked, seeing the relief on his face.

“Yes, right here,” he said, hoisting a bag up.

“Nice. We should be able to get this done and return home before supper,” I said as we headed to the door. As we walked towards the forest in awkward silence, I started to notice Leo glancing at me from time to time; we had been best friends since we were kids, and thinking that he had a crush on me was a thought that felt weird to me, before my mother had mentioned anything I was oblivious to his subtle advances.
“Here we are,” I said quietly as we entered the forest. Over the last few months, we searched the area and narrowed the dragon’s location down to a smaller area, which is why we are setting traps. I tripped over a dip in the dirt and looked down to see a large footprint; we started setting up huge bear traps with leaves covering them. The whole time we worked, I felt like we were being watched; I heard a rustling noise in the bush near me. I looked over and drew out a hunting knife, my heart beating hard in my chest as I readied myself for the attack. Suddenly, out popped a deer as it took off into the distance; I calmed down and slipped the knife back into its sheath. I looked over at Leo, and he was frozen in fear.
“Dude, it was only a deer,” I said, noticing his eyes were wide and he was not moving a muscle. I looked at what he feared and almost voided my bowels; the dragon stood about thirty feet away from us. It didn’t seem to have noticed us yet, so I crouched down behind a bush; from my position, I could see that it had dark blue fur covering its back and a pure white underbelly, its wings folded along its sides as it stood at the edge of the lake drinking water. As I was hoping, it was the same one that so cruelly ended my father’s life. After a few minutes, it lifted its head from the water, and as residual droplets fell from its massive jaws, it took a moment to look around and walked towards a hole in a hill. I looked at Leo, and he looked back at me; we quietly got up and headed home without saying anything. Once we returned to Leo’s house, we stepped inside, sighing in relief.
“That was way too close,” I said, looking at Leo.

“I agree; I thought we were caught for sure,” he replied.

“At least the traps are in place. Now we wait and hope we catch it,” I said.

“Unless it flies over them,” Leo said, seemingly deep in thought.

“Maybe we will be lucky,” I said sheepishly, knowing he was probably right. I sat on his couch, and he sat next to me; I suddenly remembered the incident from earlier.
“So, about the gay porn…” I said bluntly, making his ears go flat against his head.

“I-I am not sure how it got there; it must have been a commercial.” He replied as his face started going red.

“So, what you are saying is that an ad about gay wolf porn is just randomly playing on your TV?” I asked. He was silent for a few minutes as I was looking at him. He is a handsome, muscular tiger; his fur is a brilliant shade of burnt orange that makes his stripes stand out, and his white fur starts on his chin and goes down his front. He looked over at me with his ears splayed to the sides, a worried look in his golden eyes.
“I should have said something sooner; I hate hiding this from you… I am gay… and I know you probably don’t have any feelings for me, but I must admit that for a very long time, I have had a massive crush on you,” he said and released an anxious breath as I stared back at him.

“You have a crush on me?” I asked, feeling stunned by his abrupt confession.

“Yeah, I thought it was just a random feeling that would disappear, but the feelings rooted deeper and strengthened instead of fading. I was always too scared about what you would say,” he said as he looked down.
‘I hate seeing him so worked up like this, but I have always liked women more than men. But every time I look at him now, I feel… butterflies in my stomach. If it were any other guy, I would have shot him down already… so why am I hesitating to do it to him?’ I thought as I looked over at him. Seeing him so torn apart hurt me deeply. 

I decided; without further thought, I gently placed my hand on the side of his neck, feeling his heartbeat pounding away. I leaned in; his eyes shot open as my lips contacted his soft, warm lips. His ears perked up, and he hugged me tight. I rubbed his back and felt a wet drop hit my shoulder, then another. We sat on the couch, wrapped in a warm embrace, as he silently cried. We separated after what seemed like an hour, and he smiled at me.
“Thank you.” He said quietly, as if it were a dream he didn’t want to wake from.
“I never thought I would be attracted to a man, but you… are worth it,” I said as I kissed him again. This time, I felt his tongue poke my lips.

‘Am I about to do this? I probably won’t like it. I suppose I will get it over with.’ I thought as I opened my mouth and let him gain entry; his large, slimy, hot tongue pushed inside my mouth. The rough texture of his tongue tickled my mouth as it explored. ‘I was wrong; this feels amazing; his tongue is surprisingly sweet, and I love the rough texture of his tongue.’ We separated again, breathing heavily. Looking down, I noticed a tent in his shorts; the thought of what was hidden inside the tent made my heart race and my face feel hot.

“Looks like you enjoyed the kiss,” I said, looking back into his golden eyes.

“Looks like I am not the only one,” he replied, rubbing a finger over my stiff member lightly from the outside of my pants, making me blush.

“I need to go home; it is getting late,” I said, looking away.

“You don’t need to be ashamed; I understand these feelings are new. Just know that I will never force you to do anything you don’t want to do. I will be here for you when you want to take the leap of faith. Once you are ready, I will love you the way you deserve.” Leo said as he opened the door for me.
“You… are willing to wait?” I asked in disbelief.

“I waited years for this and was prepared to never let my feelings for you come out; I don’t mind taking things at your pace,” Leo said with a warm smile.
“Thank you,” I said as I left his house and wandered home.

I arrived at my front door, stopping briefly to collect my thoughts. I opened the door and saw that my mother was watching TV. With a huff, I slumped beside her, and she yawned wide.
“So, how was your day?” she asked with a knowing smile.

“Yeah… you were right… he likes me,” I confessed.

“Oh? How did that go? Did you rip it off like a band-aid and break his heart?” she asked as she rested her head on my shoulder.

“Well… not exactly,” I said, feeling my face heat up slightly at the recent memory.

“What happened?” she spoke as she rubbed my back.

“He confessed to his attraction to me… and well, I might have kissed him,” I revealed, resulting in an eye roll from her.

“I figured you two had a thing for each other; the way you two act while together is so cute,” she said, making me glare at her.
“I am so proud of you.” She spoke, pulling me into a hug.
“Thank you,” I replied as she let me go. I headed to bed, knowing I would be getting up early.

I woke to my alarm just as the sun started to rise, the rays slightly blinding me. I got dressed and crept outside. Armed with my knife, I headed to the forest, hoping the traps worked. After what felt like forever, I came across the meadow where we had seen the dragon yesterday. After looking at the empty traps, I felt defeated. 
After fighting my nerves, I walked towards the cave on the hill; as I approached the entrance, I heard snoring, feeling like I had the upper hand. I snuck inside, the light from the outside illuminating enough of the cave for the dragon to be visible from the entrance. Slipping the knife out, I slowly made my way to the sleeping beast as it was lying on its back; I watched as its chest rose and fell as it was sleeping. I looked at its face, seeing that it was still unaware of my presence; without much thought, I stabbed at its chest. The dragon's eyes shot open as the knife sank into flesh and gave me an annoyed glare. I felt numb as the dragon's blood poured over my hand, making the knife slippery. As I pulled the knife out, it slipped from my grip. I quickly went for the cave entrance before a growl rang out.
“Are you always this stupid, or did you make a special effort today?” the feminine voice spat. I ran hard towards the clearing as she stood up and stretched; she strolled behind me as if mocking my lack of speed. Suddenly, I heard a loud snap and a cry of pain. I looked back to see that she had found a trap with her forearm. She growled and said something I am sure is quite vulgar in her draconic language. She glared at me and smelled the trap.
‘I caught her? She looks furious.’ I thought.

“Really, a trap; you are impossible to underestimate,” she said, her words pure venom. I thought I won the fight until she flexed her arm and broke the trap. She limped after me as blood poured down her leg; with a yelp, I continued my fleeing. I looked around and realized I had been running in a different direction. Now, I was lost, and the dragon was gaining on me. I quickly climbed a thick tree as her jaws snapped at me, the pain in her arm making her lose balance enough that she missed completely. I climbed the tree as fast as I could until I reached a decent-sized branch; I sat on the branch as she sat under the tree, staring up at me.
“Come down from there, you stupid dog.” She spat angrily.

“No, I think I will stay here. Also, I am a wolf, not a dog,” I replied.

“I don’t care what you are; to me, you are a meal and a future pile of crap.” She growled out as she shook the tree, making me lose my balance. I caught myself with my legs as I was upside down; she jumped up and snapped her jaws, her teeth so close that they raked my fur. I pulled myself up and hugged the branch; she sat underneath me and waited.
I looked down at her wide-open maw as the branch cracked and bent slightly. I realized that time was up, and there was only one way out; I had to jump and hope she didn’t decide to rip me to pieces. With much reluctance, I let my legs go so that I was at least the right way up; without giving her time to jump up again, I let go of the branch. As I started to fall, everything seemed to go in slow motion. As I predicted, the fall was short-lived as I felt my feet slip across her hot, slimy tongue as they both disappeared into her waiting throat, the slimy warmth sliding up my legs as my hips got caught in the back of her mouth, as I sat there on the edge of her tongue, I looked up to see her mouth closing, her sharp teeth coming together trapping me in my prison. Instantly, I was surrounded by dark, hot, and slimy flesh, her tongue tasting around me as it rubbed over my fur, coating me in her thick saliva, her foul-smelling breath invading my nose and making me gag. Her tongue pushed my upper body against her hard pallet, almost crushing me; I heard a gulp as I slipped up to my chest inside her tight throat; my face was pressed against her soft pallet as her drool pooled around me. She opened her maw again, blinding me as I saw the sky for the last time; she closed her maw again and gulped. This time, I fully entered her throat, the hot pulsating flesh massaging around me as I slipped deeper. I heard a loud, rhythmic thumping noise as I passed her heart; my feet pressed into a ring of muscles below me. Suddenly, it opened wide, and with a wet squelch, I slipped into the much roomier sack of her stomach. The acrid smell made me gag as her stomach worked me into a fetal position with the walls massaging around me; her stomach felt like a sauna that constantly maneuvered my body into different positions. 
“So, lunch, why did you stab me in the chest?” she asked passively.

“My name is Kyle, not Lunch,” I replied, sulking as the realization set in that I was going to die.

“Okay… Kyle, answer my question.” She asked as she started rubbing her belly.

“I was hoping that it would kill you,” I answered plainly.

“You thought your tiny knife would kill me?” she asked with a hearty chuckle that made me scowl.
“Well… it is all I had,” I replied. She laughed for a while longer, making me growl.
“That has to be the funniest thing I heard; why would you go through all that effort of killing me?”

“You killed my father almost a year ago,” I growled.
“Wait… was your father a wolf like you?”

“Yes, he was,” I said flatly.

“I didn’t want to kill him; he was my… friend. When he learned he was dying, I offered him to become part of me and eventually return as my son, an anthro dragon. He instantly agreed and let me eat him. He is not technically dead; after digestion, he ended up in an egg. He is just waiting to be born again,” she replied.
“So, you are his friend?” I asked.

“I would say we are more than friends. He found me when I was only an egg and raised me from then on. When he came to me with his sad news, I decided to help him however I could,” she replied.

“I see,” I said as her stomach rubbed around me. She rolled onto her back, making me press my face into another sphincter. I rolled over again and spit out the sour slime that had invaded my mouth in the movement. The air inside her stomach was stale, and my eyelids felt heavy. I heard her say something, but I couldn’t make out what she had said; my brain felt like a cloud had formed around it. I heard more mumbling from her as I passed out.
I woke up as cold air surrounded me; I gasped for air as I coughed out her stomach slime. I lay on the ground panting as she sat in front of me, looking me over as if she was studying all my details. After catching my breath, I sat up and looked at her; she lay on her stomach with her front legs crossed and her head resting on top of them.

“You spit me out?” I asked incredulously.
“You really are his son; how is it that I only see it now? You look like a younger version of him,” she said mostly to herself as she ignored my question.

“Are you going to kill me?” I asked, finally getting her attention.
“No, I think you learned your lesson, but if you ever try that again, I will,” she replied as her glare softened.

“Before you start thinking that you are free to go, you will find and get rid of all your traps. After that is done, you will start your apology,” she added. I spent the next hour finding and destroying the traps while she lay on the ground watching me work.

“Done, all traps are gone,” I said out of breath.

“Good, now for your apology,” she said with a smirk.

“Sorry I tried to kill you; I was trying to get revenge for you killing my father,” I said, hoping she was happy with my apology.

“Words are nice, but actions speak louder than words,” she said with a sultry look as she rolled to her side and spread her legs, revealing the puffy lips of her vagina and the diamond-shaped flesh of her puckered anus.
“W-what do you mean?” I asked, stammering as she chuckled.

“Well, you are the right size to fit in my vagina; you can worm your way inside and bring me to orgasm,” she said, making me gulp.

“And that would be the apology?” I asked, staring at her lower lips as a clear slime dripped out onto her fur.

“Yeah, I think it would be sufficient,” she said as I approached her.

‘This is so weird; it looks so slimy.’ I thought as I got close to her nether regions, her sharp, sweet scent wafting off her puffy opening. Looking over, I got a look at her oddly shaped anus; it smells more earthy but has the same sweet undertone. I gulped and placed a hand on either side of her labia, the fur surrounding the lips being soft and shorter. My thumbs hooked inside the lips feeling the scorchingly hot flesh twitch; I carefully separated her lips, revealing her soft pink flesh as it glistened in the sunlight; looking at her vagina, I could see a large hole that constantly leaked clear slimy fluid, I could also see a smaller hole that I guessed was where she peed from, and at the top was a small bump of flesh.
‘I guess this is happening. It looks amazing. At least it smells nice, ' I thought before she cleared her throat.

“If you don’t want to go in that hole, you will be forcefully inserted in the much dirtier one.” She said teasingly, making me gulp. I sighed as I took a deep breath and pushed my maw inside the bigger clenched hole, drawing a groan from her. I pushed further as her hot, slippery flesh traveled up my maw and pressed into my face. I pushed harder, and with a wet squelch, my head popped inside. The sounds of the outside world cut off, leaving me with a symphony of wet squelches and the sound of her heartbeat; I could hear her intestines working on a previous meal as it gurgled in her intestines below me, the sound of my breathing loud in a small area. I pushed onward, getting my shoulders inside, making the flesh around me quiver and clench, her internal muscles helping pull me inside. The ribbed flesh rubbed around me as my legs made it inside her, my head pushed against a ring of flesh as my feet were pulled in. The flesh around me felt like a hot, wet sauna; I started to lick the flesh around me, finding a different texture that made her clench. I started wriggling around as her fluids soaked into my fur; I heard her moaning loudly as she enjoyed my ministrations. Suddenly, she clamped down and roared out her climax, the tunnel of flesh threatening to squish me as I was forced out of her.
I lay panting on her tail as she rested on her back. I pushed myself up, not noticing where my hand was. I sank shoulder-deep into her ass, making her groan.

“Well, there is a feeling I can get used to; I wasn’t expecting you to be so adventurous,” she said with a playful wink.

“Sorry, I slipped,” I replied as her slimy guts sucked on my arm.
“Well, you can ‘slip’ again whenever you want,” she replied with a purr. I pulled my arm out and groaned at the earthy sour smell, my arm covered in a thick brown sludge. I walked over to a river and jumped in, the water colder than I had thought. As I surfaced with a gasp, I quickly washed myself from all her bodily fluids. After getting cleaned off, I looked over to the shore to see the dragon watching me with an amused smirk; I got out of the water and let myself air dry as I sat on the grass and leaned against her side. The warmth of her body took the chill from me as I leaned against her; she sniffed at me and smirked.
“You still smell like my vagina,” she said with a chuckle.

“Well, that is probably because you forced me to be your sex toy,” I said, glaring at her.

“Hey, I didn’t force you,” she said defensively.

“You did. You wanted an apology, and that was what you said would work,” I said, earning a sly look from her.

“So that is what you would consider ‘forced’?” she said as she rolled onto her back and grabbed me in her front paw, and her claws safely surrounded me. She quickly shoved me into her throat and swallowed me whole again; as the initial shock wore off, I slipped into her stomach. Slime coated me as her hot, wet sack of a stomach worked me into a ball; suddenly, she made a choking noise as I was pushed back up her throat and dropped in her paw again. I glared at her as my body was now slimy and gross again; she then moved me down her body until I was staring directly at her wet folds again.
‘I guess she wants me to go back in there? Wait, why is she lowering me more?’ I thought as her wrinkly anus stared back at me.

“This is forced,” she said as she pressed my face against her sweaty pucker, making my maw slip into her rectum. A gust of fowl-smelling air made it into my nose, making me gag; on the outside, I was staring at her pink anal flesh that wrapped around my muzzle; it felt like a hot rubber band. She pushed inwards, and her slimy flesh slipped over my face as my head popped inside; she groaned as she tried again so that my shoulders entered her. Once my shoulders were inside, her body took over, pulling me the rest of the way in. Her slimy rectum massaged my body as I got used to the horrific smell; I rubbed my hand over the surprisingly clean flesh, feeling the wrinkles and folds with my fingers. I woke up feeling hot, wet, and confused. I looked around, and it was very dark; I heard a gurgling and squelching noise around me. I suddenly remembered where I was; I pushed my feet out of her body, feeling cold air welcome me.
After much effort, I pushed myself entirely out of her ass; she was snoring, so I got washed off and headed home. Walking inside my house, I noticed my mother was still in bed. I took a long, hot shower, finally riding my fur off the horrible smell. As I walked out of the bathroom, Mom walked in and gaged.

“What did you eat? The smell is haunting,” she complained. I got new clothes on as I heard her shower start-up; I heard a scream as she ran out, still naked and soaked, and she looked at me with disdain.

“You also used all the hot water?” she snarled. I stared at her as she stepped towards me, then ran for the door as she chased me.

I made it to Leo’s house and decided to hide out with him for a while. I knocked on the door and waited. After a few minutes, I heard heavy footsteps approaching the door. The door swung open to reveal the Tiger only wearing gym shorts. He looked at me with a smile and moved to let me inside.
“Hello, Kyle, you look good today,” he asked as he shut the door.

“Thank you,” I replied as I sat on his couch; I looked at him as he handed me a cup of coffee.

“I figured you need one,” he said with a smile as he sat beside me.

“Thank you,” I said, sipping the hot drink. He leaned back and put an arm around me. I set the drink on the table and rested my head on his broad chest. We watched TV for a while before a question popped into my head.
“So, what is it like… you know… giving a blowjob?” I asked, feeling embarrassed. He chuckled a little.

“Well, it is hard to describe if you want to know what it is like…” he said, reaching for his waistband.
“O-okay,” I said as he stood up and pulled his shorts down, exposing his plump, white, furry, sweaty sheath and balls to the relatively warm air. He sat down again, spread his legs, and looked at me.
“Okay, just get on your knees between my legs,” he said as the tip of his cock poked out of his sheath; I gulped and got into position; I could smell his earthy musk as I stared at his sheath from only a few inches away. I watched as his cock slowly emerged, throbbing as it got bigger.

“Now, I find it best to lick around the tip to…” he said, groaning as I licked his cock from base to tip; finding the taste sweet, I continued. I licked around the base of his cock as I brought up a hand to hold his shaft; once I had his cock in my hand, I took his tip in my mouth, feeling a spray of salty liquid as he moaned lightly.
‘I can’t believe I am giving him a blowjob; he does taste amazing, though.’ I thought as I licked around his tip. I felt Leo place a hand on my head as I decided to see how much of him I could fit in my mouth; he groaned as I pushed forward, feeling his tip slide along my tongue and enter my throat. I heard him hiss as I swallowed around him. I felt his sheath press into my lips, and I swallowed again.
“I-I’m getting c-close,” he said as I swallowed again, making him gasp; he groaned as his cock started throbbing against my tongue and in my throat. The first spray shot deep into my throat as I pulled back a little; the next few spurts coated my tongue with his salty cum. Finally, he was finished and looked at me with an exhausted smile.

“You are amazing at that; for the first time, I thought I would feel teeth.” He said, panting as I swallowed his cum.

“That was better than I thought it would be,” I replied, watching him bend over.

“Can you scratch an itch for me?” Leo asked.

“Sure, where does it itch?” I asked back.

“Inside my ass, I think you can only reach it with your dick, though,” he said with a wink. I looked at his anus; it was wrinkly and pink with a brown center.
“Funny,” I replied as I grabbed his hips.
“You can’t go in dry; it would hurt both of us,” he said quickly, making me pause.

“Oh, right,” I said nervously, lifting his tail and leaning in. I reluctantly licked across his pucker; it tasted a little sour and earthy at first, but as I licked him again, it tasted way better. I slipped my tongue up his ass making him clench around me, his insides feeling hot against my tongue as I continued to explore every inch of his rectum that I could reach. I finally let go and positioned myself behind him. I looked up at him, and his eyes were closed and he was drooling; he finally looked at me and silently moved his tail out of the way. I pressed the tip of my nine-inch cock against his hot twitching hole, and he lightly pushed back against me; my tip popped inside, and his anus clamped down. He moaned as he lifted his tail higher; I gently guided my cock deeper, gasping as his wrinkly flesh gripped around my intrusion. Once I felt my sheath press against his anus, I stopped and let him adjust to my size.
“You feel amazing Leo, you are so tight,” I said groaning in pleasure.

Leo was a purring, drooling mess as I felt him slowly unclench around me; I slowly withdrew until his anus clenched, and my tip was almost pushed out. I gently pushed back inside, now hearing a slick, wet noise as I bottomed out; I repeated slowly thrusting into him until he started matching my thrusts as he pushed back. He grunted as his claws dug into his couch cushion. I felt myself getting close, and I looked at him.
“Do you want me to put my knot in you?” I asked as I was panting.

“Yes… do it, please,” he groaned out, making me smile; I continued thrusting harder as my knot was pushing against his hole. In one sharp motion, I sank all the way inside until I felt my knot pop into him; I heard him let out a roar as he came hard. I couldn’t hold it anymore; with the violent spasming from his rectum, I climaxed, shooting my sperm deep into him. I lay on his back as my cock continued to shoot inside him; Leo was panting hard as he came down from his orgasm.
“So… how long until you can pull out?” he asked.

“Probably ten to fifteen minutes,” I answered. After my knot deflated enough, I pulled out with an audible pop, making him groan as my cum leaked from his ass. We got cleaned up and sat on the couch, Leo taking a fair while to sit down.

“I am probably going to walk funny for a while after you ruthlessly battered my poor ass,” he said, finally resting beside me.

“Hey, you practically begged me to knot you,” I chuckled.

“It feels like you shoved a baseball in there,” he whined.

“I am sure if we work at it more often, it won’t be as bad,” I said, patting him on the back.

“Sounds like fun to me, but can I be on top next time?” he asked.
“Of course you can,” I replied, kissing him.
