The bell rang out, signalling the sweet ending of school for spring break. Jake, a six-foot-tall, muscular anthro male tiger, stood up from his desk, stretching the aches in his back from being slumped over his desk for the last hour. Feeling the subtle cracking up his spine, he sighed in relief as he packed his bag with his books. Jake hissed as his anthro grey wolf friend grabbed his waist from behind with a laugh.
“Awe, Jake, did I startle you?” Liam said with a barely contained chuckle. As Jake smoothed his tail, he glared at his friend.

“Dick,” Jake replied with a growl.
“Only if you ask nicely,” He replied sarcastically, earning a glare.
“What are your plans for spring break?” Liam asked as he slung his backpack over his shoulder and watched Jake finish packing his bag. Once Jake was ready, Liam followed him through the door and into the crowded hallway. They navigated through the crowd of other college students, creating a traffic jam at the entrance as they all tried to fit through the doors simultaneously.

“I am staying home and helping my parents do some landscaping,” Jake replied.

“You know how to do that?” Liam asked as they finally escaped the school and sighed as they were finally free.
“No… but my mother knows enough… hopefully, how about you?” Jake asked, stopping abruptly as a car full of over-enthusiastic students sped through the parking lot. The two walked in silence as they closed the distance to their cars.

“My folks are going away for the week to deal with family, so I have the house to myself. Maybe you could visit, that is unless you are too busy.” Liam replied with a gentle squeeze of the base of Jake's tail, making him gasp. Liam had not yet come out as gay, but he was pretty sure that would happen in the near future. He wasn't great at hiding his crush on Jake. While Jake was flattered that his best friend showed interest in him, he wasn’t sure how to respond if Liam revealed his feelings.
“I will if I have some spare time,” Jake replied, leaning against his car and facing Liam. Liam shifted awkwardly as Jake noticed him staring into his eyes intently and subtly licking over his lips with the tip of his tongue.
“What’s wrong?” Jake asked, snapping Liam out of his daze.

“Oh… ahh… nothing, anyway, you are always welcome to come over. Just call first, please,” Liam replied, noticeably dodging the question. Jake raised an eyebrow but chose not to pursue the topic further. Liam's cell phone rang, interrupting the silence. He glanced at his phone, then looked back at Jake sheepishly before answering. Jake waved goodbye to his friend, got into his car, and drove off. He honked his horn as he left, causing Liam to jump and almost drop his phone. 
Jake drove through the quiet town he grew up in, passing all the spots he and Liam used to hang out. He rounded the corner and went up a street, feeling excited as he neared his house, which he lived in with his parents. Finally seeing the driveway, he sighed in relief; outside was the family dog, a male feral German Shepherd named Frank, playing in the yard.
Jake parked and got out with a stretch; Frank, seeing his master get home, took off like a furry missile and tackled the poor, unsuspecting tiger to the ground with a thud. Frank attacked Jake with a flurry of licks across the face, tail wagging hard and excitedly whining.

“Okay, Frank, let me up, plea… yuck, keep your gross tongue out of my mouth, you silly dog,” he said, gently pushing the dog off of him and standing up, dusting himself off. He grabbed his backpack from his car and walked inside the house, Frank following close behind, panting happily. He closed the door behind him and drew a deep breath, bringing in the familiar scents of home. He dropped his bag beside the door and kicked his shoes to the side. Frank ran off deeper into the house as Jake turned toward the living room; as he entered the room, he was greeted with the sight of his mother, a beautiful white tigress reading her book on the couch, leaning her side against the armrest and her legs tucked to the side, her tail lazily twitching. She was wearing only her nightgown, and he could see everything underneath from how she was sitting. A blush formed on his face as her puffy pink lips stood out against the soft white fur surrounding it, her anus still hidden behind her tail.
“Hi, Mom,” he said, and she gasped sharply. She quickly pulled earbuds out of her ears and fixed her gown so she was covered again.

“Sorry honey, I guess I didn’t hear you come home. How was school today?” she said as she replaced her bookmark and stood up. She stretched lightly and hugged him tightly, her sweet scent hitting his nose. He could feel her purring against him as he wrapped his arms around her, returning the gesture.
“It was great. The best part was when the bell rang, letting us go home,” he replied with a chuckle. However, he couldn’t shake the still-fresh image of his mother, which burned itself into his brain. He felt his sheath tighten a little before he caught himself.

“Well, at least you have a week to rest. I am making a snack if you are interested.” She replied, letting him go. She walked into the kitchen ahead of Jake; he followed behind, unable to keep his eyes off the curves of her ass that her swaying tail revealed. He shook his head and thought, what am I doing? She is my mother. He waited as his mother grabbed the snack she was making, a plate with two of her famous homemade sausage rolls placed between them on the counter. He popped one in his mouth, quickly regretting his impatience as the still-hot center of the well-seasoned sausage almost burned his tongue. 
“Careful, you don’t want to hurt yourself,” she scolded, with her hands on her hips. With a smirk, he poked her pink nose with a finger, and her soft nose squished slightly with the light pressure.

“Boop,” he said before quickly withdrawing his hand and moving away from her swinging arm and earning a growl from her.
“You think you can avoid my wrath? Think again.” She said as his father's thick, tan-furred, muscular arms wrapped around his arms and chest. She smirked before lifting the front of Jake’s shirt and lightly tracing her claws over his abs. He tried hard to hold it together; she knew he was very ticklish; he felt his muscles twitch under her touch as he tried not to react to her attack.
“Okay, I give up. You win, MOM, STOP.” He laughed before finally giving in to her playful attack. She stopped, and his father released him; Jake breathed heavily as he regained his composure. His father, a muscular lion, pulled his wife into a tight embrace and kissed her deeply, both purring softly. Feeling awkward, Jake walked away, grabbed his backpack and ascended the stairs to his room to nap. As he entered, the door creaked open to his room, revealing a freshly made twin-sized bed, a desk with a computer and chair, and a basket of clean clothes on the floor. She cleaned my room; I should do something nice for her, he thought. He dropped his bag next to his closet and fell backwards onto his bed with his arms outstretched to the side; he yawned and stared at the ceiling until the familiar claws clacking down the hall drew his attention to the door.
“Hey buddy, are you coming to nap with me?” Jake asked the panting dog at the doorway. The dog responded by wagging his tail, jumping onto the bed, and happily licking Jake's face. Jake settled back on his bed with Frank lying against his side, and they soon fell asleep.
Jake woke up, and Frank was gone; the room was darker as he had slept longer than he intended; he heard the TV going downstairs, playing Dad’s favourite show. He sat up with a stretch, slipped on a pair of gym shorts, and went to the bathroom, relieving his aching bladder; after cleaning his hands, he left and looked down the hall. His parents’ door was cracked open, and he heard his mother gasp and cry; he quietly made his way to the door and heard her cry out again. He opened the door and peered inside, assessing the situation. It appeared that his mother had attempted to get onto the bed but had gotten stuck. Frank had grabbed her by the hips while her upper body was on the bed and her knees were on the floor. He watched as Frank thrust his hips against her; his face heated up when he realized that she wasn’t stuck and that Frank was currently fucking her wildly. Jake felt his sheath tighten and his cock slip free in his shorts as the scene unfolded in front of him, the slapping sounds mixed with her pleasured grunts. Then he thought, this is hot, the way she is moaning, the sharp scent of arousal, maybe if I tried she would let me… no Jake, stop thinking with your cock, you will only get yourself in trouble.
“Mom, why is Frank having sex with you?” Jake blurted out; he heard a moan in response, and a flood of liquid gushed from between her legs as Frank stopped and turned around so that he was butt-to-butt with her. She lay panting and finally looked at him, still standing in the doorway, a very satisfied look painting her face.
“H-hey, son, we were just wrestling,” she panted out; Jake cocked an eyebrow, making her look down.
“Wrestling? That is what your go-to excuse is for letting Frank have his way with you?” he replied sarcastically before leaving and returning to his room; he looked at his cock as he removed his underwear and noticed he was still painfully erect, and his cock was slick with pre. With a purr, he wrapped his hand around his eight-inch barbed shaft; he started rubbing from base to tip, his barbs feeling very sensitive as he continued. Pre flowed from the tip and over his hand and through the pads on his hand; all he could picture was his mother bent over the bed as Frank was balls deep in her. Suddenly, there was a light knock on his door; he quickly covered himself with a blanket as his door opened, revealing a guilty-looking white tigress.
“Look, I won’t lie to you. Frank was having sex with me, and it would be a lie to say it was the first time.” She said quietly; he stared at her, not knowing what to think. One part of him wanted to tell her she was disgusting for doing it and should never let Frank do that again, but the other part wanted to watch her do it again. She sat next to him and sniffed the air.
“Sorry for interrupting your… private time,” she said, looking down at the floor.
“Does dad know?” he asked sharply, her ears flattening on her head.
“He does; sometimes he lets Frank top him as well,” she admitted plainly. He was stunned to hear her confession about what she did and how his Dad was involved with it. He felt a weight on his shoulder. Looking over, he saw her head leaning against him. He gently put an arm around her back, and they sat silently. Why do they like having sex with Frank? What else do they do with him? It is so wrong and gross. And why am I still hard? Jake thought to himself before letting out a deep sigh.
“I guess it isn’t that bad; I mean, he looked like he enjoyed himself. He said with a chuckle, lifting the mood. He heard her chuckle.
“Yeah, I guess he did enjoy himself; he drooled all over my back and made a hell of a mess of my poor vagina; I think if we were compatible, I would be having puppies.” She joked and hugged Jake tightly. 
“So, when did you start letting him… you know?” he asked, feeling her flinch at his words.
“Well, your father and I were in the middle of having sex, I was on top of him, and Frank jumped on me, knocking me off of your father’s cock, and as I tried to knock him off of me… well let's just say that for a dog that has no experience aiming his cock, he is practically a sniper with it, he instantly went balls deep. And once I felt that knot plug me tight, I knew I was hooked.” She admitted, painting a vivid picture in his head that made him lightly grab his aching member. She glanced down at his hand and blushed.
“Does the thought of me fucking Frank… turn you on?” she asked, her voice quivering lightly. He immediately snapped out of his thoughts, looked at what he was doing, and gulped. Thinking to himself, what the hell are you doing? She is right next to you. Why is she still looking at my crotch? Oh, right…her question.
“Sorry, mom. I couldn’t help it,” he replied, dread coursing through his body from being caught. Glancing over, he caught slight movement; she had her hand between her thighs, and he could see her uncovered vagina; she had two fingers buried deep inside as her slick juices coated her hand. She placed her other hand over his and moved it out of the way, and pulled the blanket away, uncovering his painfully hard erection; he heard a soft purr come from her as she stared at his bare cock. All he could think was, What is she doing? Why am I not stopping her?
“You know, I have wanted to feel you burry that cock inside of me ever since I caught you jerking off in the shower a few months ago,” she said before getting onto her knees in front of him and dipping her head down and slowly dragged the incredibly soft tip of her tongue up his shaft from base to tip making him shudder; he felt her hot, rough tongue wrap around his tip, tasting his essence.
“Mmm, you taste incredible, son,” She moaned out.
“Mom?” he asked before letting out a groan as her maw engulfed his cock down to his balls; he felt the soft ribbed texture of her throat squeeze around his shaft as her tongue dove into the tight confines of his sheath and wrapped around the base. He heard her moaning and looked down to see her still burying two fingers deep into her vagina. She released his twitching length and sat up, wiping his pre and her drool off her mouth with a lustful gaze.
“I hope you don’t mind being sloppy seconds to your dog?” she asked with a smirk that told him his answer didn’t matter. She lightly pushed him onto his back, followed his descent onto the bed as she straddled his lap, and positioned her hot, dripping entrance over his tip. From how he was leaning his upper back on the wall, he got the perfect view as she slowly pushed his tip into her swollen folds as she impaled herself onto his cock. He moaned as the velvety furnace that was her vagina slipped over his penis, submerging his length in the tight, ribbed tunnel that birthed him twenty-one years before. He watched as his mother finally sat down on his lap, his cock buried inside her fleshy tunnel. She was panting hard as she started bouncing her hips and moved her hand to his mouth and dipped the fluid-coated fingers past his lips; he sucked on her sweet fluid-coated fingers while his barbs tickled her insides, making more of her juices drip out onto his lap, making a plapping sound as her crotch collided with his lap once again. He groaned as he felt the entrance to her womb kiss his tip, his climax building quickly.
“Mom… I’m… about to… gah!” he exclaimed as she sat down hard, her quivering walls clamping around his intruding member; her orgasm hit hard as a gush of fluid soaked his crotch. Her vagina rhythmically pulsed and squeezed, bringing him over the edge; he cried out as the first spurt of cum painted her insides, and his cock continued twitching and pumping sperm inside her. Both were panting hard as they came down from their climax; he looked up at her as she slumped forward, placing a hand on either side of his head on the wall. She looked into his eyes and kissed him on the lips. His eyes widened as he felt her rough tongue slip past his lips and into his mouth; he returned the kiss, rubbed a finger down her back, and ended above her tail. Thoughts racing through his head, I can’t believe I just had sex with my mother, and it was terrific; why did I let her do it? Why do I have the urge to do it again? Why is she kissing me like this? She let him go and sat up, his cock now soft enough to slip out of her, followed by a stream of their mixed fluids.
“Are you going to get pregnant from this?” he asked as she rolled onto the bed beside him.
“No, I can’t get pregnant anymore.” She replied, cuddling up to his side and lying her head on his chest. He rubbed her back, trailing a finger down her spine and ending at the base of her tail.
“So, what is it like to have Frank fuck you?” Jake asked, seeing her ear perk up.
“Hmm, it is like nothing I have felt before; he is not very gentle about mounting; a few times, I wasn’t careful and ended up with claw marks on my ribs and down my sides. But once we both got the hang of it, it was terrific. He does all the work. I kneel there and let him have fun, and once his knot swells inside of you, then the real fun begins as his balls pump hot puppy batter into whichever hole he invaded. Right now, I am training him to use my mouth if I am on my back.” She said with a dream-like look in her eyes. Jake cleared his throat, breaking her from her trance. She sat up and yawned.
“It is getting late; we can talk tomorrow about everything.” She said before retreating from his room, leaving him alone. He sighed and got himself cleaned up, the now sticky mess starting to matte his pubic fur. On his way back to his room, he watched Frank walk into his room, his large sheath swaying side to side with each step he took. He gulped as he imagined what something that big would do to his poor anus before shaking his head at the thought. He closed his door and slumped onto his bed, a slight damp spot on his blanket serving as a reminder of what happened. Frank jumped onto the bed and sniffed the wet spot before yawning and lying against Jake.
In the morning, Jake felt Frank shift and stretch. A sour smell reached his nose, making his eyes shoot open. Frank’s musky dark tail hole stared back at him from a few inches away. Jake gagged and rolled over, facing away from the dog. He felt a cold nose poke him in the tail before the nose pushed his tail out of the way; he gasped as a tongue darted out and across the exposed flesh; he covered his ass with a hand to keep Frank away; he heard Frank whine as if he just took away his favourite treat. He got up and looked at the German Shepherd. He was panting, and his tail was wagging happily. Jake rubbed the dog’s head and left the room; he went to the bathroom and relieved himself. The scenes from yesterday flooded his head of his mother being bred by Frank; he felt the blood start to flow to his cock, and an idea hit his brain. Well, she seemed to enjoy it, and Dad likes it as well… maybe I would, too? He reached behind himself and felt along the base of his tail; he felt the heat radiating off his mostly ignored hole. He thought to himself, having something in my ass can’t feel that good… right? His breath hitched in his throat as he closed the distance and felt hot flesh on his fingertip; without pause, he pushed on the slimy hole, making his finger slip past the tight ring of flesh and sink into his untouched depths. Not feeling any discomfort, he felt around the slimy passage; his finger sank up to the knuckle; feeling better about his plan, He pulled his finger out and quickly cleaned his hands, grabbed a bottle of lube and headed back to his room.
As he entered, he noticed Frank was rubbing his back all over his bed; Jake’s eyes fixated on the plump sheath that haunted his thoughts, fuck, what am I doing? He is my dog; all I can think about is letting him mount me. He shuddered at the thought and locked his door; he was shaking nervously as he opened the bottle of lube, poured a generous amount of cold lube in his hand, and rubbed the glob onto and inside his anus. Feeling his now slicken hole, he hesitated momentarily before dropping down to his hands and knees, his heart fluttering as he mentally readied himself. Frank looked over at his owner as he was on the floor, quickly rising from the bed with a whine and a wag of his tail; he landed on the floor and shook himself. Jake watched as Frank sauntered over to him, almost as if teasing him; he closed his eyes and patted his back, accepting his fate. 
Frank didn’t need any more prompting and quickly jumped onto his owner’s back; he adjusted to the awkward position and positioned his hips behind Jake. He dug his claws into the carpet as he felt Frank grab him around the waist. Jake moved his tail out of the way, his body shaking as the one-hundred-pound dog lay on his back; he was starting to wonder if Frank would be able to do it until he felt the hot, slimy tip of the dog's penis nudge against his virgin pucker. He didn’t need to wait long; He felt Frank start to hump lightly as more of the canine’s penis slipped free and nudged into the underside of his tail; the slight curve of the tail from being held to the side meant that Frank’s cock had a guide to his waiting pucker. He felt his tip jab against his anus once, and on the next thrust, half of Frank’s shaft slipped inside; Jake groaned as his anus stretched over the intruding member. Frank continued to hump into him, gaining depth with every thrust; Jake gritted his teeth as the pain was unbearable. Suddenly, he felt Frank thrust against something that made him moan, his erection coming back with a vengeance as the pain was quickly replaced with untapped pleasure. He found himself pushing back against Frank with each thrust; he felt a bulb of flesh forming on Frank’s penis, threatening to enter. He felt his climax building quickly as hot drool dripped over his shoulders; Frank was grunting and groaning as his thrusts became wilder and more forceful. The bulb of flesh pushed against his pucker, slowly stretching it wider, and with a pop and a grunt, it sank inside. Frank slowed his humping as his knot grew in size, suddenly, he stopped humping, and his cock started pulsing inside Jake; he felt hot liquid spraying his insides forcefully, feeling his guts start filling up. Jake lay his head in his hands as he waited; he glanced between his legs and gasped at the mess of cum he unknowingly left on the floor. As he calmed down, he thought, I just came hands-free from my dog’s cock; he is still pumping me full; oh crap, here comes another one. He groaned and climaxed again as Frank moved and turned around, he felt his cock twist inside of him, and Frank was now ass to ass with him.
Jake woke up a while later, and Frank was snoring on his bed; he felt his anus and didn’t feel too much pain. Sitting up, he felt a rush of thick fluid slosh around; he went to the bathroom to empty his bowels, his legs shaky and unsteady as he walked. He sat on the toilet and felt what seemed like a gallon of cum empty into the bowl; he got cleaned up and left the bathroom. His mother stood in the hall and smirked before handing him a tub of cream.
“This will be your friend; it got me through my first time with him,” Mom said with a knowing smile.
“Thanks, Mom,” he replied weakly, limping to his room.
