
“Damn River, don’t choke yourself.” The bassy tone was lustful, yet carried a certain twinge of alarm as Shawn looked down at the dragon boy deepthroating him. There was a definite haze of sex around them, both from the sweltering aura of being in a sauna and the sweaty bodies engaged in a frantic blowjob. Long time friends, almost reminiscing at how they could have been more, but right now the only drive in their minds was one having full balls, the other a craving for cock. 
The powerful horse sank back on the wooden bench to let the waves of oral stimulation wash over him, accepting the inevitability that this would be how the two would unwind after a day at the gym. Old friends from school, this gym now united them on a regular basis after they went their separate ways. Shawn became a cop, River became a prostitute. Needless to say, the horse had stress to relieve and the dragon was more than capable of the task.
Pulling back, River’s red-blushing blue face was cleared of the massive horse-cock with a satisfying pop that echoed about the space shortly. Licking his lips and bringing his face to rub along the length, he gave a sly look to the blissed-looking man he was tending. “Relax Shawn, I’m a trained professional.” No more words were given before the sapphire scaled boy took half of the multiple-foot mast of flesh down his throat, neck bulging as he happily gagged and slurped.
“I… I can see that. Fuck, I can feel that. How the hell do you move your tongue like that? It shouldn’t even be able to move with your throat so full!” Uttered the stallion as he lost himself to rising pleasure, hips bucking additional straining inches into River’s skull. The dragon’s only response was to delightfully narrow his eyes and let more meat past his lips, while adding skilled movements to enhance the horse’s ecstasy.
“Fuck.” Was all Shawn could emit before grabbing the light-blue, feather-like mane on the dragon’s head as he gripped River’s skull. In an instant, he was sheathed fully. All River could do was moan and let his esophagus be filled, eyes rolling up as he went limp in the man’s grasp. Another hand gripped the side of his face, holding his skull ready for a wicked facefuck as his neck expanded with horsecock. Puffs of steam billowed from the strong stallion’s nostrils, the beast inside him awakening.
Shawn grunted, seeing what he was doing and not liking it. No, this was enough. Stopping his hands from pushing River down and strangling him on musky dick, he instead focused on the warm pulsing passage of the dragon’s neck, he got what he needed and was pushed past the edge. It was almost audible, the wet splurt of cum being fired right into the boy’s stomach. Gurgling noises of undiluted satisfaction emanated from the wide-stretched neck, lips snug to the stallion’s base and able to feel the contracting nuts sending their seed to his core.
Shivering in his own pleasure, River closed his eyes as cum bubbled out of his nose on only the third shot. Shawn’s grip wouldn’t release until the seventh, ensuring the dragon had a little paunch to his belly from the full meal of jizz. He wouldn’t get the will to drag his skull off the twelve inch pillar until the last dribbling shot. And still, the horse had enough to give a quick two spurt facial. Falling back on his hands, River coughed and gasped for breath as his body shone in the dim, wet air. What shone the most was the pristine silver cage snugly sealed to his own length.
His fully disabled member throbbed away, leaking a paltry stream of juice down his crotch that paled in comparison next to the blasting of equine batter coating his face. Spine tingling with arousal as he wheezed and gasped, the blue dragon ineffectually thumbed and pawed away at the dull chrome covering. He grunted in mild frustration, smudging over the light blue engravings that matched his scales as his pseudo-orgasm finally died down. 
As the last drops of worthless precum fell from the cage’s sapphire tip, River silently thanked the stars that his cage’s attached vibrators weren’t currently buzzing to prolong and ruin his afterglow. Though it was meant to keep him on edge and fully aroused, he’d be lying if he wasn’t annoyed by the device’s random activation that often woke him up in the middle of the night or edged him to the point that he couldn’t focus on any of his other hobbies.
“Oof, that was filling. Thanks for the snack. How was it for you?” The dragon asked expectantly, limply hobbling over to the equine’s sack. He deeply pressed his snout into the leathery surface, huffing deeply before lapping at it gently to strip it of any juices.
“You were great. But… I still had to hold back. I felt myself losing control.” Shawn noted, casually placing his broad hand behind his friend’s head to lock it into his crotch as he bathed the area completely with both his tongue and several steamy breaths. After each inch of the area was thoroughly cleaned by his dexterous draconic appendage, the horse released his hold slightly as the dragon looked upwards.
River frowned a touch. “I told you not to hold back. I can take it.” He stated, shoving his nose back in again to draw circles around the equine’s densely musk-laden sheath. 
“I don’t think you’ve been jack-hammer throatfucked by a horse my size.” Shawn mentioned, grunting slightly under the stimulation before firmly adhering his friends head to his package once more. “And I make it sound easy like that, I’ve had life-time deepthroat enthusiasts puke from my instincts taking over. And again, I’m not going to risk hurting you.”
A wet slurp came from the dragon’s overtaxed mouth as he temporarily ceased his efforts, nodding solemnly as he drowned in hot groin-muff. “Alright then. Still going through with what we talked about on Monday? If you’re so intent on holding back, are you willing to try for a rape license to relieve the pressure before you fully lose control?” he mumbled, drunk from the pheromones of the addictive sheath before diving inside it to lap away at the blunt tip of his friend’s member. 
A faint series of laps and moans punctuated the silence of the sauna, the horse casually ignoring the ministrations while rubbing his chin-fur before letting out a long sigh. “Yeah. The least I can do is go through with your idea as a thanks for all those blowjobs in highschool.” he said amicably, petting back the feather-like mane on his former classmate’s head.
Blushing from the affection, he giggled. “I told you, sucking you off was all the reward I needed. I’m pretty thoroughly gay.” he said with a wink, moving back down to insert one of the horse’s massive balls into his maw and suckle on it eagerly with bulging cheeks. 
“God, I should have dated you.” he wistfully exclaimed, causing the dragon to moan slightly as Shawn casually planted his foot on his friend’s work-mandated cock cage and drew circles. A muffled moan came from the sub, the pressure from his powerful appendage sending shivers of arousal through his body as he greedily slurped around the sack with unmatched desire. 
After a few minutes of worship and firm steps to his inert groin, River detached himself and leaned back with an amused chuckle, face slick with ball-sweat. “But making it official kinda takes that awesome ‘hookup’ aspect out! Why do you think I’m an erotic dancer? The thrill is what fuels me. Plus, we were essentially dating anyway. At least, people thought we were, even if we never made it official.” River looked away with a flush of emotion. “Still, It’s nice to know you’re so close now. Not a ‘lost’ friend anymore, but one I’ll be seeing quite often.” He met the horse with a wide happy grin. “So who knows?” He mentioned, giving a last firm lick to those fat balls. With a relieved and hopeful sigh, the stallion rose and turned around before casually grabbing River by the scruff of his neck to shove the sapphire dragon’s head between his diamond-cut backside and the solid wood of the sauna’s wall to pin his snout into the puffy donut ahead of him.
Sighing in relief from the absolute worship of his sweat-laden hole, Shawn roughly ground his rear into River’s sensitive draconic snout and smiled in relief. “Alright, alright. I’m happy to be here too, and happier you’re even better at sucking dick than before. So just finish up cleaning my ass of sweat, then we’ll head to the cafe to start your evil plan.” he mentioned, letting out a grunt as he ensconced the dragon’s head between his cheeks. He nearly flattened his skull, treating the slut as nothing more than a rag for his backside as River treated each last inch of his puffy hole like a glass of water in a desert. After Shawn let up for a moment, River removed his face with a kiss that signaled completion of his friend’s entire perineum.
“Evil?” River questioned, any further speech halted as his friend wiped his donut across his feather-like mane to dry it before removing himself. River shivered and licked his lips a little before whispering, “Damn, I love you after a workout.” River suddenly tensed with delighted shock as the horse grabbed his fuckable blue ass.
“Well, you’re making a cop get a rape license. I’ll be helping by day, violating by night. Seems pretty evil to me.” he returned, causing the dragon to flinch as he slid his hand down to thumb over River’s own dark ring amicably.
“What’s more evil? Using a legal and regulated outlet, or losing control and doing something far worse?” River exclaimed, body stiffening up as the officer spat into his hand and began fingering him thoroughly. He reached down to collect his clothes, tightening himself around the rough equine fingers before the ribbed gel pads lining his chastity cage came to life on an automated random edge cycle. River yelped a little, the soft and nubby inside rotating around the tip of his shaft as the combined sensations caused his useless cock to dribble its juices.
Shawn smirked at the display, sliding his fingers out before pulling his friend back up and shoving them in his mouth to clean them. “Yeah, I get it. Look, just lemme be a bit sour about this, okay? I became a cop to help people, this is… hard for me.”
-
The brightly lit Canera Coffee sign beckoned the two men, Shawn standing imposingly tall while River casually strolled at his side in his slutty gym clothes. The place was as busy as usual, not packed but there was a two person wait. The stallion and sapphire dragon made small-talk until they reached the counter, a thicc, bubbly goat woman waiting for them with a smile and an apron that was transparent. It let the duo get a clear view of the plastic suction cups on her hefty breasts rhythmically pump with white flow, the fluid draining to a phone sized box that held onto an expanding bag of milk on her apron’s belt.
Shawn went first, stepping up and not hiding the fact he was looking right at her clear-clothed breasts. “A large iced mocha latte, with caramel and a pump of vanilla please.” 
The goat briskly nodded, “Is goat milk alright, or would you prefer a specific species?” 
“Yours is fresh, so it’s perfect.”
She began writing things on a cup, “Thanks sweetie, it’ll be out in a minute. And you, sir?”
River stepped up, and gave a no-nonsense answer. “Black coffee, medium roast, shore-side blend please.”
She winked at him, “You got it cutie. That’ll be seven dollars total.” Just as the stallion was pulling up the payment app on his io-band, River had already swiped his over the glowing counter. It blinked green with the total bill sliding over the marble and a message of completed payment. Shawn shot the dragon a look as they moved to find a seat while they waited. After scooting in, River chuckled. “I told you already, I make enough that I feel bad making you pay. I can cover it, trust me.”
Shawn snorted, “And I feel bad that you’re buying me a coffee after blowing and rimming me.”
A dreamy little sigh, “Honestly, I would pay to lick your nuts after you work out. I assure you, it’s not a problem. Quite the opposite. I should be thanking you for all that back in the sauna.”
“Damn, you really dived off the submissive end. What happened to those nights of ‘one day I’ll top you’?”
River smiled with a little chuckle. “Who says it left? But the answer is called ‘chastity’, Shawn.”
“I’ve voiced my thoughts on its unfairness.”
“And I’ve told you how much money it lets me make. And I do get pleasure from all that. I won’t say I constantly enjoy being caged, but it balances out. My prostate gets plenty of action anyways. The cage stops me from getting hard, not cumming.” He heard their orders called, and retrieved the drinks. Settling back down, he touched the table’s corner to bring up a screen over the surface. Just a simple desktop, with the coffee joint’s logo as a background. He slid his hand over it, “Damn, these computers are getting thinner and crazier every year.”
Shawn raised a brow. “Did you invite me here just to try the screens they just installed?”
“No silly. Well, kinda. Look, we can fill out the forms here, have a nice drink, and maybe give you another blowjob under the table at the same time. Far better than just sitting alone at home and doing it, right?”
“You’ve certainly given me plenty of incentive.” Shawn said with a genuine look of appreciation. “Well, let’s get started then.” It was quick to pull up a web browser, access the government’s hub page, and proceed to online licensing services. The arduous task then began, of filling in information and details.
Shawn groaned after ten minutes of boring typing. “Ugh. They already know all this stuff, why do I need to put it in again?” River just shrugged with a sip of his coffee. The stallion’s head sank back, “Ugggggggh.” 
Chuckling, the dragon was amused. “You sure are pouty for a big beefy cop.” 
A lighthearted glare was sent to the twink dragon, “Look here, buddy. Being a cop, if anything, makes me hate paperwork even more.”
“Eh, I guess that’s fair.” With that, River settled back to watch the horse tap away and angrily sip from his fancy iced coffee and mumble occasionally. “Yes, I’m employed. No, I don’t have any criminal charges. Good god this is annoying.”
River just slammed his now-empty drink down and put a determined yet playful look on his face. “Here, let me help with that then.” Looking up from the table-screen, Shawn was confused when River was nowhere to be seen. Then there were hands undoing his pants, the stallion instantly looking down to find an excited looking dragon pushing his nose into the newly revealed underwear. He could hear the boy’s tail hitting the table’s stand, and had to chuckle a bit at the blue dragon’s enthusiasm. 
“Your belly is still puffed up from my load earlier, and you just had a coffee. You really think you have room for more?”
A smug look of desire was given from the boy. “You fool. Mere mortals cannot comprehend my thirst for cum.”
“Then take a deep breath and open wide.”
Lapping away the blunt head currently escaping his sheath, River effortlessly slid his tongue in and around every inch of his undeniably addictive package. Shawn stifled a grunt as River reached down to play with the sprawling stallion’s sack, expertly using his delicate yet dexterous touch to gently roll around each orb in his draconian fingers. 
As if though he predicted it, the dragon moved his attention to the horse’s medial ring now escaping his leathery sheath. Opening his mouth to latch onto the edge of his shaft, he bobbed his head around to ensure that the entire pole was covered in his natural saliva. The blowjob was sloppy, noisy, and not being attempted to hide in the slightest. Gripping the table from the expert stimulation, Shawn clacked his hooves against the floor to draw even more attention from those at the tables and booths around them.
Just as his member hardened entirely, his hazy eyed reverie was broken by the interruption of a chubby and rather dorky looking tiger approaching their booth, River still slathering his throbbing shaft as the stallion regarded the newcomer.
“Hey! Umm, sir, I don’t want to interrupt but… Is he available in the back as well? You know, if you’re not saving it for anything or something like that.” He meekly mumbled, the horse in front of him smirking a little as he pet the back of his partner’s scaly head as it dived to his nuts.
“Give him a shot, I’m sure he won’t mind. Right, buddy?” He remarked, tapping the slutty dragon’s cheek to get a slight nod in response. River was too busy shoving his nose in the loose folds of damp ball skin to speak, but he perfectly understood.
“Oh, good! I haven’t been laid like this since my sister was back from college. Thank you sir!” The tubby tiger cheered, unbuckling his already straining pair of cargo shorts to reveal one of the biggest cocks the equine had ever seen on a tiger before. About to mention his guest’s uncharacteristically large size, his words were cut off at the sudden throbbing of his rod in response to an extra amount of attention being paid to the flared tip of his member. In a nearly automatic motion, River arched his back as he peeled down his tight-fitting pair of black short-shorts. Moving his fingers around his perineum, River caught the stem of a sapphire tipped plug that perfectly matched the scales around it. Casually wedging it between his fingers, he popped out the XXL plug he’d been using to train himself for Shawn as his gaped hole remained in the wake.
Before it could even have any time to seal closed, the tiger’s fat member immediately filled the space. Wincing at the immediate dry plunging in, the dragon rolled his eyes as he continued slurping over his target. He didn’t mind the eager ones, but just a little warning would have been nice. Just as he opened his mouth to finally accept the stallion’s massive shaft in his maw, the overexcited tiger slammed his hips forward into the table. Shuffling forward from the surprisingly strong collision, the tip of the dragon’s snout immediately made its way to the medial ring of his friend as he gagged. His throat bulged out awkwardly, causing tears to drain from his eyes before he roughly slammed back.
The Tiger nearly stumbled from the well-trained glutes bopping him backward before a wry expression passed over his face. Roughly slapping River’s backside, he slumped onto the table to bring his hands down to the caged crotch of the slut. River shivered in response, stopping his ministrations for a moment before Shawn impatiently grabbed his skull and shoved his head forward.  River gagged from his manhandling on both ends, blushing furiously as his body took in the myriad of powerful stimulation all over his form. Despite this being no different than any day on the job, he still had his weak points and they were being exploited to a powerful degree. Bobbing his head noisily over the engorged equine member, his nose bashed against the base of his friend’s sheath along each driving pound from the excessively horny nerd behind him.
Shifting aggressively from the rhythmic momentum, River’s eyes rolled back in his head while he essentially did almost none of the work. Being treated like a fucktoy entirely, he almost felt his feet leave the floor as the sex-starved tiger’s endless grasping on his junk coupled with the erratic slamming against him essentially disabled his lower half. Feeling even more lack of attention on his own cock, Shawn clasped his broad hands entirely around his partner’s head. Treating the well-trained dragons gullet like a cheap sex toy, he roughly used his friend like a cheap onahole through a series of grunts and snorts as he essentially masturbated into him. There was still a measure of caution though, the stallion having vented the primal needs back in the gym. This was purely to push River’s buttons.
River couldn’t even handle the explosive sensation roaring through his body, going limp entirely as he shivered. A dry orgasm overtook him, faint dribbles of fluid escaping what was currently allowed from his strained and suppressed member. His body pulsed and clenched, causing grunts and huffs from the duo surrounding him. Were it not held in place by the horse’s massive frame, the table would have shot forwards as the tiger planted his hips into the slut’s backside. Powerful ropes of batter spewed their way through his innards, the baseball sized pair of the feline clenching and rolling alongside his hips as he unloaded entirely into the poor dragon under him.
Shawn was close to follow, roughly hammering his hips against his friend until his flare expanded. Essentially adhering his toy’s snout to his shaft, the horse pumped his hips forward as even more cum shot down his compatriot’s entirely abused throat. Blasting its way into his belly, the unbearable amount of liquid bloated his stomach out while Shawn shuddered and shook in front of him. The two of them remained in silence as the tiger pulled his long leaky length from the dragon’s welcoming hole, giving a final thank you to both of them while smacking River’s perfect ass one last time. Shawn opened his eyes after the explosive bliss to see the other tables and booths eagerly snapping photos and talking giddily while shooting them all thumbs-ups and smiles.
A sputtering came as the dragon pulled his lips off the stallion’s beading tip, licking the flare as he tried to focus over the haze of the sexual aroma under the table and the lightning in his nerves.  “D-Don’t forget to be honest on form four. I know it might sound bad, but you need to put down if you’ve been close to actually raping someone before.”
“Yeah, yeah. My dick’s getting cold outside your throat, get back on it.”
The stallion would continue to mindlessly add information to an infinite amount of forms, while once more treating River’s neck as no more than a warm sleeve. The long stretch of time it took for his flare to retract enough to tug out of the dragon’s stomach after another round of facefucking was filled with annoyed grunts or paperwork and pleasant moans as River strove to be the best cockwarmer on the market. By the time the forms were done, River had to be forcefully pried from the stallion’s balls, and Shawn had to somewhat bashfully wave goodbye to the entire cafe that watched him plug River’s neck.
Everybody left with smiles that day.

