
River blew a slight grunt out of his snout, sighing as he crossed his arms after noticing his vision went dark and a pressure surrounded his handsomely cute draconic head. Breaking into a subtle chuckle, he lifted his suddenly heavier shoulders. “Oh no. Who could it ever be?”
Eyesight returning, the heavy breasts that once sat over his skill lifted, revealing the scene. Reflected in the mirror River stood before, the sapphire dragon looked upon his nude self, scales glittering in the dressing room’s bright fluorescent lights. A shapely figure, masculine enough to make sure there was no confusion, but displaying a healthy amount of curves. The only thing that gleamed brighter than his scales was the metallic silver chastity cage sitting over a taut ballsack, the device made up of various interlocking pieces bearing intricate engravings matching the color of his body. His deep blue feather-ish mane that ran down his head to his tail tuft lay compressed around his horns, a cheeky smile lifting up to the sultry eyes of a stacked robin standing over him.
“River, baby, sweetie~ You have to tell me what routine you do to get such a nice ass.” The woman cooed into his ear, smiling. “Every time I pass by it, I just want to cram my beak up there~”
Chuckling a bit, River looked away from the mirror on his locker door, reaching inside to see what today’s outfit was, while giving a wink back. “Hard to say, Mira. Could just be born with it.”
A teasingly disappointed huff came from the avian stepping around him to open her neighboring locker. “Perhaps. Those sexy hips of yours only come naturally, after all.” The nude dragon only hummed in good spirits as he pulled the hanger out, indeterminate garments of wide-spaced fishnets hanging off it. Flicking a perpetually seductive gaze back over to River, the busty robin made her own inquisitive chirp. “You know, you’ve been almost… giddy lately. Good spirits, nothing like you were a few weeks ago. Something good happen, if you don’t mind me asking?”
When River paused, it was to smile dreamily into space. “I… met an old friend. He goes to my gym, and he… well, he has a dick that’s to die for. And it’s almost like we’re already back together.”
Eyes glimmering Mira gave a long understanding coo. “Ahh~ I see.” She reached slender fingers over to teasingly pinch his cheek. “Well, I love him already then, just for making it so I see your cute smile every day now.”
The dragon boy giggled after shooing her hand away. “Oh stop, I’m blushing.”
“You’re always blushing once you disrobe, darling~ That’s the nature of being an exhibitionist, no?”
“Oh hush, and let me focus on what limb goes through what hole.” River said, rolling eyes before doing a double take at the robin. She had already donned her outfit, nearly in a blink, and now stood proudly in nothing but fishnet stockings and gloves, a reverse bunny suit where even the ‘clothing’ was barely covering. She checked herself in the mirror, adjusting a pink bowtie on a stiff collar. “Woah, wait, there’s no torso piece today?” River uttered, raising his brows.
Mira shrugged. “Guess not. Not that I’m complaining about keeping my puppies free~” She added with a tender hoist to her tits, hands getting smothered by the overflowing mounds as she lifted them up at him.
River double checked his locker. “But we work a strip club, won’t be much need if everything’s on the table already.”
The robin turned to brush her tail feathers at him, giving him a teasing shake to her ass. “We’re more than just a strip club, River. This is a gentleman’s club, and you have the paycheck to warrant not getting them confused. We’re not whores, baby, we’re exotic dancers~ There is no official term that fits us perfectly. Other than being very good at our job, and very expensive per hour.”
The pretty dragon boy hopped around on a leg as he tugged up a stocking, “Yeah, because normal boy-whores don’t have to wear cock cages 24/7 or else lose their job.”
Mira giggled as she closed her locker with a clang, watching River stumble back to plop onto one of the changing room’s benches, the various other dancers and sex-workers in similar states of prep and their own conversations. “Aw, but you look so cute locked up~! And don’t pretend you don’t like the edging.” She reached over to his locker, grabbing the dragon’s undone bowtie. “Here sweetie, hold still. I’ll tie this up while you put the arm sleeves on.”
Straightening his back, the boy lifted his head to expose his neck, fidgeting as he worked a fishnet glove up to his bicep. When the robin stepped back she gave him an adoring look, the dragon now sporting the ‘full body’ of fishnets and a suave crimson bowtie. Tugging her own pink one with a smile, she reached an arm around his side as he rose. “Now come on, those drinks won’t serve themselves, and there’s customers to please.”
Already smiling, the sapphire boy’s breath deepened with every step towards the door leading to the club proper, face growing hot as the best part of the job approached. The second they crossed the threshold, River’s chastity cage came to life, the main length vibrating as a nubby gel pad began spinning over his glans, abusing every sensitive spot he had. Legs shivering suddenly, he took a gasp as the sultry robin pulled him close to keep him standing. After the initial shock passed, he was left with husky breaths as his mind melted to pleasure, only further sinking to perfect bliss as the eyes of patrons moved to lock onto him.
Giving a pitched little moan, he gave Mira’s ass a final squeeze, bringing a slight coo and a devilish smile to her beak, he then stood on his own power. Looking around the flashy and lewd space, he gave a solid exhale and set off to the bar. It was beautiful, the deep-level thrill of walking around mostly naked, the eyes tracking his motions, the stares from guests as he brought trays of drinks over. The looks of want and desire of him surrounding the dragon. To accompany the bowtie, River adopted a bit of a butler look, no longer flowing from table to table in a long series of twists and turns, an extended dance made up of his every move.
This time he went proper, classy, standing stiff and tall, presenting everything unashamedly with an arm behind his back and a tray held high in the other. Chin up, face prim beside the slight squiggle of exhibitionist delight in his features. Long measured steps, tail in the air and rear shown with a subtle strut that placed one taloned paw in front of the other. Copious and slow bending over to set beverages down, winks and kisses sent. Though he put on the formal act, it was very much still a show, tail flickering in pleasure, eyes darting around amid a blush and weak knees.
Of course, the various plugs and dildos also on his silver tray spent their time being shoved and thrusted into his experienced hole, cage dripping and leaking as it stimulated him and held him back at the same time. As the day went on, excitement built inside him, with every teasing grope and spank, every dirty remark and leer of invitation pushed his heated mind and body higher to their limit of ecstasy. A buzz both within his thoughts and on his cock, pleasure droning in through every sense.
These moments were nothing more than a high no drug could give, pure lust running through his veins as it all became a congealed time of carnal enjoyment. He worked on autopilot, and a damn good one, getting his job done with the prime spectacle expected with such an establishment. When the drinks were served and the dance routines showcased, it was time to head to the private rooms to serve the few people wealthy and fast enough to get on his booking list. Sometimes blindfolds and handcuffs, others wanted ropes and gropes, but most stuck to the classic mind-melting pounding that threatened to break the bed. All of it blended to heaven.
Which is why it was always so jarring for River to jump awake in bed, startled by the sudden activation of a random edging cycle by his chastity cage. Lurching up in a shock, surroundings had to be gathered, only to find himself in his bedroom, the clock reading roughly four am. As the once quiet room now sounded like an electric toothbrush was left on, the shapely sapphire dragon fell back to his mattress with a groan as he draped an arm over his eyes. Wincing with the aches and soreness, the drawbacks to having such a physically active job reared its head, despite how amazing it was in the moment, still able to feel the hands on his body despite getting home hours ago.
Crossing his slender legs under the sheets, he tried to dissipate some of the relentless vibrations on his locked cock to his thighs, or at least block the sound a bit. After realizing it was futile, the boy sat up with another tired grunt. Swinging his legs off, he padded through the ornately modern bedroom to the matching bathroom with a weak slouch, eyes near closed as his lips smacked idly. Grabbing a small tube of cream and a dildo from his collection, he made his way to the living room. Calling out to his home automation system, only the essential lights came on with a dim hue, tuned for the nighttime. Once out of his bedroom, the luxurious apartment’s outer walls of glass revealed the tall shapes and assorted lights of skyscrapers, a gorgeous view of the sky rise given by living in a building that was part of it.
Even he still had to stand there a bit, slouched and grumbling, but cracking an eye open wider to simply appreciate where he was and what he had. Then he turned away again, calling out for the glass to shift to their opaque setting as he made his way to his fuck machine in his little exercise corner. Slapping his chosen dildo onto the piston, dropping to his knees and smearing the salve that both soothed his worn hole and prepared it, he got into position. Knees apart, face on the floor, along with most of his chest, showcasing an expert level back arch as he raised his ass high in the air and flagged his tail. 
Flicking that dextrous appendage over to hit the power button, he finally relaxed for a moment as the familiar sensation of a cock spread his anus to push inside. The machine worked up slowly for the first few cycles, but soon it was hammering away as his behind, wet smacks sounding as his still loose rear was put back on stage. He hummed into the pillow he kept on the floor, eyes closing as his face drifted back to serenity from the anal stimulation and the cage rumbling away on his glans and shaft. This was more like it, and much more natural to him during an edging cycle.
It didn’t even stop him from falling asleep, fading away and only opening his eyes again after an unknown time passed. With the space still dim and dark he ordered the windows back to transparency before his eyes widened to see the late morning sun illuminating the mirrored spires around him. Instantly jolting up, he threw himself off the dildo-equipped piston still gently fucking his asshole, stumbling around as he ran to his room. Seeing the time as ten thirty, he gave and audible “fuck.” Today was the first day of his and Shawn’s rape license class.
Quickly cramming one of his XL buttplugs in to counter the gape of an hours-long fuck, he nabbed the first items of clothing in his closet, a pair of tight pants and a low cut shirt that gave a good view of his lithe midriff. Bouncing through the apartment on one foot while trying to slide into them, he slammed a pair of frozen waffles into the toaster and did his best to make a healthy smoothie with one hand. After getting clothed and pouring the contents of the blender in a tall novelty insulated cup from his favorite coffee shop, he ran out his apartment’s door with the waffles in his mouth. Taking the long elevator ride down into the vehicle bay, he hopped into one of his building’s driverless, luxury taxis, the car sped off to his destination. 
-
Shawn stepped out of his car, the large stallion slamming the door shut. It wasn’t new, nor old, average at best. But he didn’t need flashy, he got that enough in a patrol car. He thought about walking, his precinct was pretty close to the community center the class was being held at, but he decided it wasn’t a good idea to let someone track a cop all the way from the station to a rape class. It was all perfectly legal, anyone could apply and get the license, they just needed to pass the course. Well, and pay a decent chunk of cash. Still, not great PR. Even so, he proceeded to walk the extra distance, parking in the shopping center beside it for further anonymity.
Speaking of PR, as a few other people milled about or were making their way to the building, a top of the line town car pulled in, no driver at the wheel of the sleek machine. Then of course, out stepped that cute blue dragon Shawn knew from all the way back in highschool. Despite stepping out with a rush and an on-edge posture, he still somehow came off as some posh femboy.
The horse stood by his car, eyeing the slim dragon. Gotta be the hips. Ass too, but those curves are just something else. Just being lean doesn’t make him so fuckable, there was something that just screamed ‘bend me over’ to the stallion. As a man of culture, Shawn had no trouble pinning the bill on ‘fortunate bone structure’. He had to smirk to himself as he saw River notice him, visibly standing taller as his ears and feather-like fluff prickled a bit. Quickly jogging over as the car peeled out and sped off, it was pretty clear River had no idea how many people just saw a little fuckboi get chauffeured to a rape class.
Holding back hearty laughs, the stallion found the whole idea remarkably funny. As River ran up to the man who stood a head taller than him, he gave a warm hug before latching onto one of Shawn’s strong arms, sticking his tongue out at the big stud. “I see that look, what’s so funny?”
“Just amused at your twink ass climbing out of a limo for this. Far cry from when we were last in a class together.”
“I would have walked if I woke up on time.”
“Slept in, eh? Not like you. But I guess if a star student turned boy-whore, you might have just been good at faking it.”
The two began heading towards the community center where the class was hosted, most other ignoring them now, a spare few giving them curious looks as River walked while happily holding Shawn’s arm. “Faking? No. Real skill is putting on a show good enough that you’re not actually faking it. But: late nights and wild parties? Hell yeah. Still, kinda bummed I missed the chance at that walk, I wasn’t even able to do my morning stretches.”
“You make a habit of sleeping in?” Asked the stallion opening the door and holding it open for the sapphire dragon.
“Absolutely, my job is the definition of late-shift. But even I usually don’t wake up this late, it’s just I… uh, well, let’s just say there was a lot of other stretching happening during the night.”
With nothing but a rumbled “Ah,” from the bulky stallion, they entered the classroom. Filtering through the desks and rows, the two found a spot around the middle and sat together. Some waiting followed, people flowing in, finding seats and plopping down. A good assortment of people showed up, though the majority were males of middle tier species, uncommon but not rare. Wolves, other stallions, avians, things you normally wouldn’t see on the overpopulation culling quotas. Still, the two were surprised to see the few women in the class at all.
Until finally the instructors walked in, a large-antlered elk man and a female bat with an equally impressive rack. While the man wore a simple set of nice clothes, slacks and a button down, the woman wore a tank top that barely went below her tits, struggled to contain them, and gave a window of copious cleavage. All complimented by the incredibly tight and short denim shorts hugging her plump behind. In a strange note, she seemed even more bored than the elk, crossing her arms and cocking her hips as she looked around, making eye contact with those who ogled her without a flinch.
In this day and age, almost everyone knew their bodies were a defining, if not important asset as a person. Guys worked out, girls got implants, clothing shifted to have more immodest options, blending with the typical attire of a modern world. Though there was a marketable increase of shallowness, some jobs requiring breast or cock size minimums, there was also a freedom granted from this. You could wear entirely what you wanted, or nothing at all with the nudity permit system.
None in this class seemed to partake of that, nudity often seen from exceptionally slutty individuals or lower income people choosing a cheaper alternative to clothing. But the bat was clearly taking advantage of the ability to wear minimal clothes in the middle of a hot season. “Alright!” She called, ending the idle conversation and the small comments about her body.
“Welcome to ‘rape 101’, people, I am Amanda Warner. Myself and Dominic here will be your instructors and evaluators. This class will run you through the methods, behaviors, regulations, and reasons for rape and the licenses. There will be daily worksheets besides for today, as well as a midterm and final exam, your final grade will impact whether or not you are granted the opportunity to buy a rape license. You only have two attempts at this class, and a license, so pay attention to the lessons and demonstrations.”
Moving to the desk, she grabbed the tablet on it, tapping for a few seconds. “I’ll take roll now, before we go over the agenda. When I call your name, raise your hand, say your preferred name or correct my pronunciation, then give a short reason of why you’re here if you want.”
As the woman made her way through the various people, a myriad of reasons came by. “I just wanna fuck more, I’m tried of paying for whores, too many girls turn me down, rape is the ‘hip new thing’ and I want to get a leg up in social media…” Few were for the exact same cause, but they all boiled down to the same thing. Nodding blankly, the bored bat was clearly just here for a paycheck. “Okay, everyone showed up, surprising. Alright, let’s get some demographics now. Raise your hand if you intend to only rape girls.”
60 percent of the room launched their palms to the sky, the bat giving a disinterested grunt as she tapped the tablet. “Those looking to rape guys only?” The sapphire dragon boy raised his hand here. To some shock for River, only two other people raised their hands. Amanda gave another passive hum. “And those who don’t care or want both?”
The entire remainder raised their hand, including Shawn. When River gave the stallion a little look, he shrugged. “Hole’s a hole.” Shawn responded, bringing a slight chuckle to the two of them. Things settled in quickly, just like any other first day of class. The introductions were either bland, overdone, or purely awkward. The bat and elk were attentive, though overall distant. It seemed the woman with her tank-top fighting to keep her tits contained was the higher up, doing most of the talking as the man mostly kept an eye on things and was doing the paperwork.
She once more called attention, bringing down the hushed voices as the room looked to her. “First day’s gonna be boring as any other first day. Going to go over definitions and ground work first, so go ahead and get those notebooks out.”
As people shuffled about, reaching down to bags or grabbing tablets, Shawn just leaned back with a slightly unsure glance. Upon a curious gesture from River, he leaned over to whisper in the dragon’s ear. “Didn’t think I’d have to take notes about rape. I don’t have a book.”
The sapphire dragon shrugged in a way that only reinforced his cuteness, “Just do an audio recording with your io, then write later. Did that all the time back in highschool.”
As the former jock’s face brightened with amazement, he gave the twink a thankful nod. “Damn, good idea.”
Returning his focus to the busty bat in her minimal top and jorts, she was already underway. “-classically defined as engaging in sexual activities without consent, but can be broadened at times to various levels of sexual harassment, states of inebriation, as well as unconsciousness. We’ll be sticking to the simpler methods of forcing yourself upon someone while they’re fully aware, with a small chapter about spiking drinks near the midterm. Since the primary challenge in those instances is procuring the drugs, merely getting your license will remove that barrier.”
It was strange to hear this topic be approached in a learning environment, much less be taught at all. Sure, rape was popularized, but it was more of a media spectacle than something you saw in reality every day. There were scenes in movies, stories, even video games dedicated to rape. It became more of a cultural trend rather than a real thing, and this class was a reminder of its reality. Real rape, not just the various jobs and sexual acts of their immodest society that got labeled as rape. Interviews for any kind of sexy position had a ‘hands on’ approach, and was commonly referred to as rape despite having the option to walk out. Rape became just another genre of sex, rather than the significant event it is. 
Even with the advent of legality and the licenses, a fraction of the population applied, and only a fraction of that got approved. The perfect storm of having it be a ‘real’ thing, but having perception replaced by the sensationalized version most of the public encountered. All of this was implemented long before the dragon and horse’s time, growing up with this system that might have been considered horrendous a century or two ago. And so Shawn was shocked with the prospect that, during this train of thoughts running through his head, he never questioned why. Why was rape legalized to a degree?
He knew many things were changed, the entire way of life flipped over its head during the near-collapse of society so long ago. People became less than people, but so much more because of it. The introduction of living utilities was something many were against even during the transition, but it solved too many things with one stone. Resource-sink citizens, infrastructure decay, overpopulation, primary issues were tackled by turning low-class citizens into waste disposal systems, manual labor drones, public relief stations, all sorts of things. Their availability as medical test platforms skyrocketed health sciences, with now a general curative getting added to the tap-water, able to let people recover naturally from things that used to take serious treatment.
Perhaps he was biased by living in this new world, not knowing any better. But Shawn could definitely see the positives of some of these actions, even if it brought suffering to a minority. Even the movement to phase out feral farming and start using the population for meat products was questionable, but had merit. Ecological issues, species population regulation, sustainability. He wasn’t even paying attention to the class anymore, merely sifting through a worldview he never questioned before. It made sense to use people as meat, right? Old factory farms were destroying the environment, prey species often reproduced faster than others, leading to some smaller variants and rarer kinds vanishing during the near-collapse. Those same overpopulators were often herbivores anyways, a statistical minority eating meat in the first place.
Nodding to himself, the stallion affirmed his understanding. Those were bad times, drastic measures had to be taken, a new morality adopted. He understood that he simply couldn’t think like someone did centuries ago, different times and different circumstances. But he could still see. Not everyone enjoyed life here, but those that did had a better life than they would have before. And who really cared about the thoughts of a utility? They weren’t a person anyways. Not cupcakes and roses, but the good outweighs the bad. 
Shawn returned to reality just as the unenthused instructor was seemingly concluding a section. “-Leading to the creation and adoption of the Limited Legality Rape system, allowing only those already at risk of raping others to have a beneficial, regulated outlet. The annual fees for the licenses go to social programs and victim care funds, while providing a stricter set of what one can do. After implementation, sexual crime related deaths plummeted by 34.7%, with it steadily declining as the rape system became more accepted. Though few rapes still end in murder today, that usually results in an immediate execution of the perpetrator, justice being quick and swift after the laws reducing the requirements for trials passed once the legal system became too burdened from the excessive population. Even today, most trials are done by AI systems, allowing for verdicts to be passed at the scene of the crime.”
Finally reaching topics Shawn was familiar with, the cop settled into his chair as laws and procedures he was already briefed on rattled from the instructor’s mouth. Legal precedents, landmark cases, a brief history of how this came to be and what to expect from the legal side of it. Shawn himself had arrested many a man for unknowingly overstepping the bounds of his rape license, a shockingly large number not realizing that a kidnapping license was a separate permission system. He also had to break up a rape train to allow the victim some time to get water and food before sending her back to the rapists.
All stuff the stallion was well versed in. Though he glanced over at River, noticing the lithe dragon was actively taking notes, intrigue in his own eyes even if there wasn’t a desire to perform the subject matter. The cop did suppose history could be fascinating. He only checked back into reality near the end, the bat discussing class procedures and what to expect for next week’s session. 
“There are two of us mainly to cater to the various sexualites, as during this class we will have one-on-one office hours with each of you. These are mandatory. Take them as an easy grade, they’re just there for those of you who might not be so open to voicing your questions in a crowded room, considering the topic. Otherwise we use it as a simple gauge for where the class as a whole stands on the curriculum. Nothing huge, just thirty minutes, with myself meeting those interested in girls, with Dominic for guys.” 
The elk gave a wave from the big desk before the uncaringly immodest bat returned to stare over the class. “If you said both, you get to pick the time, and one of us will get with you. Now, as for next time, we need to get a baseline. So we’re gonna pull in a UUP fucktoy, and have you demonstrate your current understanding. It’s important not to overthink it, just get ready to fuck next week. Dismissed, have a good day and that.”
Shuffling up in unison, the group slowly worked their muscles before heading out. Some grouped up, some got out quicker in order to not be seen as associated, some stayed behind for the same reason. Or maybe they just wanted to stare at the bat’s tits for a bit longer, she certainly did enough to flaunt them. Rather, not enough to contain them, every motion of her torso sending the jugs rippling. Shawn and River paired up on the way out, the dragon raising his hands over his head in a cute stretch as they entered the parking lot.
“Damn.” The boy said absently, grinning. “Don’t care much for rape, but it’s got a storied history, huh?”
“Yeah.” Shawn responded with a gruff tone. “Plenty of idiots around it too. I swear, one arrest a week is somebody just trying to be ‘hip’ and rape someone.”
The positive air River exuded diminished a bit. “Ah, yeah I guess being a cop does expose you to the bad ones. But hey, at least it shows that there’s a good level of reporting those illegal rapes?”
Notching his head higher, the stallion gave a small nod. “I suppose you’re right. Giving out regulated passes lets us crack down on the actual criminals quicker and easier. Still, didn’t expect to have to fuck some UUP meat. Gonna be an interesting class next week.”
River cozied up to the buff man, giving a teasing look. “Aww, are you getting stage fright? I can help with that, you know. I’m kind of an expert in ‘stage work’ myself.”
A rumbled chuckle came from the gruff cop, giving a warm face back to the dragon. “I appreciate it, but no, my main concern is that I might kill the poor thing.”
River shrugged. “Eh. Not like it’s a person anymore, right? If that happens, which I doubt, you’d likely just be handed a license on the spot. If that doesn’t scream ‘I need a legal outlet!’ I don’t know what will.”
“Doesn’t matter if they believe I need one, gotta stick to the process. Can’t just hand it out because you felt like it. I need to earn it like everyone else.”
Looping his arm through the one twice the size of his, River brushed up close to the impressive stallion. “Heh, fair enough. For being such a big dude, you’ve always been all about the rules. Everyone hated how much you tattled in middle school by the way.”
“Hey, Bryce stole my nuggets. If he didn’t, I wouldn’t have had to escalate it to the principal.”
Hearty laughter and giggles followed, Shawn enjoying the warm side of the dragon moving in step with him. River gave a small hum of thought, mixed with bemusement. “Well. I just realized that if we’re doing ‘demonstrations’ next time, I need to get my cage off.”
Sucking in a breath, Shawn glanced at the boy. “Oh shit, that’s right! You… you don’t have to quit to get unlocked, right?”
Tossing a hand, the twink gave a good chuckle. “Nah, I just have to file a ‘time unlocked’ request with management. I have, like… four weeks banked at this point. I haven’t gotten it off since I was hired, and the cleaning and maintenance sessions don’t really count. Just gonna feel a bit weird not having it, you know? I’ve had it for almost a year. Or maybe more? Has it been a year?”
The stallion pat River on the back. “Time does have a habit of flying. But, are we going somewhere, or just going to stand in the parking lot? I’m off work for the rest of the day, I don’t know what your schedule is like. I need to walk back to my car, but-”
River bounded ahead, giving a little flourish as he tapped his io watch. “Have no fear, my ride will be here shortly. You’re welcome to come aboard. Maybe head to my place? My highrise, luxurious, well-stocked apartment gets so lonely sometimes. I had plans to try this awesome new recipe for dinner, but I always have leftovers, and my fridge is already full! Since there’s only me. Because I live alone. And I need someone to eat with. Hint hint.” 
Shawn had to admit, the combination of puppy-dog eyes and fuck-me eyes were a potent persuader. Rolling his shoulders, he gave a played up look of thinking. “Hmmmm…”
“Pleaaase~?” River added, clasping his hands together and leaning in while cranking up the ‘bend me over and choke me’ expression up to 11.
Giving a rumble of happy defeat, Shawn nodded. “Alright, sure. I’m in. Been awhile since I had real cooking, I’m stuck living off of frozen dinners with my schedule.”
Just then, the brand-new and high end town car pulled in, both doors sliding up to reveal a lack of driver. As the pair climbed in, Shawn gripping the leather and looking around at the interior of a car he could never afford, River fell over the console to land his smug head in the stallion’s large lap. “You poor thing~ Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you~”
Leaning back, the horse gave a good laugh. “I know this 100% sex innuendo, but honestly that sounds really nice. Think I could get a massage too?”
River giggled atop his thighs, grinning. “Sure, but only after you massage my prostate.”
“I think I can work with that.” Was Shawn’s simple response as the car sped off to the inner city skyscrapers.

