
Alucio sighed as he looked at himself in the mirror. Just like his father, the boy was unnaturally thin, and unable to gain any definition beyond the limits of his blood line. While it was true that the strange male’s legs were toned, and should he choose, be able to sprint a large distance in a short time. Yet his upper body left much to be desired, and since the young man’s clothing was like his father at his age, his cloths looked more like tents on the poor boy’s frame. Much to the chagrin of both his parents, he had a few special outfits his friends had purchased for him, that showed off his assesses much better, mostly just his ass, that and his fluffy, fluffy pillow of a tail. Alucio was strange for unlike most that were either pure bred or creatures mixed in the same genus, he was born of a completely different crossing. His father was the writing wizard Zane, while his mother Pup was on her way to legal power, having become a judge after getting a master in physiology. And no, it’s not smart to ask how she did so. Because of the mix of canine and feline genes, the boy’s body was a mix bag. Unlike most feline’s, he had a larger stocky frame, built for bulk, yet due to his feline genes, the frame stayed as lithe as possible, denying him the chance to be a muscle bound jock. His fur pattern was another oddity, in that he was gold and white, while both his parents were black and another color. Neither knew where the gold came from, but did not complain. He had much of the husky color patterns, with the gold taking the sides of his body, and his middle succumbed to the white. His tail was that of a husky, with gold on top, and a white under belly. The male’s feet however were entirely feline, as were his claws, able to be retracted or uncovered whenever the need arrived. Another oddity was the male’s face or rather his head in general. If one had just seen the male’s face, you would have sworn it was a shorthair cat’s face bred with a long hair, for his face was a clone of his father’s but fluffier. Oddly his eyes were duller than his parents. Yet the same green stayed true in the blood line, and their son’s eyes were minty in their shine.

Alucio sighed as he looked himself over once more in the mirror, the boy just not pleased with how he looks. At least, he commented in his head, his strangeness gave him something better than anyone else he met.  The strangeness was in part with his tongue, for the hybrid had both a feline and canine like organ. The tool had the sand paper feel of a cat’s tongue, yet the thickness and dexterity of a canine’s tongue as well. A thought crossed his mind that he would give wonderful blow jobs, which made the timid male blush at his own perverted mind. Alucio preferred to sleep in only boxers, as anything else tugged and pulled at his fur at night. The male felt the heat of go through him as he cursed the gift of vivid imagination his parents had given him. He pictured a shaft, he didn’t care who it belonged to, large and flaring, the red flesh warm against his nose, his own shaft at the ready. Below him a woman sucked him off, while he sniffed and purred at male canine rod before him, licking away the salty tang of sweat. He murred, in both the dream world and real, as the shaft spread his lips wide, and the sharp prickle of his sand paper like tongue washed over the male shaft in his hold.  He kissed and licked the head, while his hands worked the balls and knot as if they were play toys to be squeezed and juggled when needed. Orgasm quickly followed the creature he was pleasuring, and the creamy warmth of seed flowed into him, snapping him out of his day dream. 

Alucio grunted as he felt the predicament his mind had placed him in, quickly he slid off the tenting boxers, groaning as waves of pleasure shot through his spine from the cloth being dragged across exposed sensitive flesh. Another gift from his canine genes was his size, for unlike his pure blood feline father who had only six inches, nearing seven, Alucio carried a plump eight inches of length, with a good two around. The male’s shaft had a few more surprises in store, for the head was like a feline, with many rubbery barbs designed to entice his partner, unlike the feral counter parts who needed it for breeding alone. Yet he still had one more surprise, yet that had yet to inflate, the slightly bulged flesh at the base of his shaft like a warning flag. The male grunted at himself, he was one of those crazy boys who hated jacking off, finding no pleasure in it, compared to the high his mind imagined sex was. Because of this, when he had more time on his hands, he had inventive ways to reach bliss. 

Aluico got onto his bed, and thanked the gods on high for his mixed genes as he curled into a ball onto himself, bringing his knees onto his shoulders, and kissing the head of his own shaft. The shaft in turn jumped with joy, having missed pleasure by its owner. Pre drizzled out of his tip, which Alucio quickly licked away, always enjoying the strange mix of salty and sweet, thanks to the suggestions of uncle Rioan about eating lots of sweet fruits. The hybrid brought the head into his lips, French kissing the shaft that connected off his own waist. Sparks danced on his spine like lightning, and it was simply indescribable as his mind was raked from pleasure in such a strange way.  His sand paper tongue felt like a thousand tony hands each with only a single claw, raking the head of his cock with their points softly. Yet his pleasure was only just beginning, and the hybrid forced himself to never go over the edge quickly. The male blushed at the idea of what he was doing, yet modesty was long since lost, as he began to thrust into his own mouth, and as some more vulgar may word, began to fuck his own face. The beat was slow at first, with his balls, white and creamy, bouncing off his nose lightly. He licked the underside of his cock, sucking loudly unaware or uncaring of the others in the home, only interested in his own pleasure, than again gear that large, when fully active, tended to wipe the mind away. The male continued at this steady pace, his fingers exploring his tail hole. He wanted release, that much was true, yet he wanted the highest of pleasure as well.

Alucio had long ago stretched the tightness away from his rump his rump, and a single finger could no longer give him the same pleasure as two or three, which was how many he shoved into himself. Three long feline like fingers, with claws extended to rake the inside of his rectal walls. His ear twitched in brief spasms of pain, yet they crossed, and as long as he was not startled his claws would not dig into the anal flesh and cause any damage. The male blushed as he felt the start of his edge being reached so soon; it made it almost tragic, so much so that he tried to pull away. Yet this pulling motion caused a vacuum of sucking on his shaft that caused the undesired effect of the knot puffing out before he was ready, yet he felt he still had a tiny bit of resistance left in him, and returned to the tangy flesh, letting his hips fuck his mouth. Each thrust brought him nose to nose with his knot, which he widened each time, till finally the knot painfully barley fit into his mouth, he felt it stretched his jaw greatly. He moaned greatly, and loudly, unaware of the footsteps from the floor below heading towards the stairs. No longer able to thrust any longer, the male used his tongue to squeeze and pull at his knot. He did so, the thick organ going onto the thickest part of his organ.  The tongue’s sand paper like feel scraping against the knot, demanding much from the balloon of flesh. The tongue tightened and constricted to bring pleasure to a high he had never felt before. Yet to entice that high even further, the male poked and prodded his prostate with his middle claw. The two combined forces brought the sound of churning into his ears, as he felt it, climax. The gates of blissful pleasure made of shining ivory, ones that sang songs with trumpet play. Yet this brief vision of paradise faded from his eyes as the true feeling of his climax came into being. Cum. It filled every inch of his mouth so quickly that the male could do nothing but cough as he was pumped full of his own seed. It took him a moment to realize he needed to swallow, or else fear drowning in his passionate desire. The warm creamy fluids were indeed and sweet sort of salty, not like the bitter mix that was common among males. His mind melted away as the pleasure raked his body, and for a moment all went black. 

Alucio awoke from his momentary black out, realizing that his shaft decided to leak all over him. Not one to let such a sticky substance dry onto his body, the male curled up, thanking the gods for the feline in him again, and licked at his navel, where the cum had pooled. From there the male went to his popes and finished at his shaft, which drooled all the more. He licked the shaft clean, the white fluffy balls bouncing onto his nose when a noise alerted him that something moved, but what was it? His mind was far too hazy to have coherent thought.  A light slap on his rear from a hand he knew all too well made the male jump, his cock till in his mouth, with his balls still resting on his nose. The male looked outward to his parents standing in the room, his mother leaning over him to smack his rear. The feline male’s green eyes sparkled with mischief as he glanced at his son’s compromising position, one that could not help but bring a laugh out of the cat. Pup snickered as well at the compromising pose her son was in, her grin a reminder of all the horrible deeds she had forced others to do when she was younger. 

“Aww Alucio you are so cute sucking your cock just like a bottle! And your balls sitting on your nose looks just like a fuzzy wash cloth bundled up on your muzzle. “The hybrid’s golden fur turned a olden bronze on his cheeks as the blush from underneath shone through. He whimpered pathetically at being found in such a position. Yet his parents once again snickered, this time turning their attention to each other. One last strangeness of Alucio’s mixed of genes is the pheromones given were a cross breed of feline and canine, thus enticing Pup, and Pup’s heat in turn enticing Zane.  

“Lock your door next time son.” The male cat called to his son as the pair left the room, moans and deep shallow breathing followed soon after they entered their bedroom. Alucio blushed all the deeper as he knew, awkwardly enough, he had enticed his parents. This thought brought him nightmares, but not even half as disturbing as his Mother’s request to teach him how to use the tool properly. Only fate knew what she had in store for her son.
