“Shit, I’m used to my dad making breakfast every day…” Danette kept on rummaging through the cupboards in her family kitchen for a few seconds. “Bacon is always good and there’s eggs in the fridge here…” Even though he was fast asleep, Tom hadn’t wanted to let her go. She’d had to move very slowly and carefully to extract herself from his embrace. She shivered, remembering the feel of his arms around her, the gentle pressure of his morning wood in the small of her back. Then she turned, leaning on the counter and pulling her robe tighter around herself. “Breakfast, girl, and not sausage and a protein shake!” She giggled and then returned to her search for ingredients.
It would have been hard not to dwell on her memory of the previous night, the dance and him walking her home, then what happened after she’d dropped the dress and shown him she had been naked under it all night…  But that was ok, she was savoring the memory, reliving it, making sure she would never forget an instant.
There were at least two buttons loose somewhere on Danette’s bedroom carpet. Tom had set her back on her feet, not laid her down on the bed as she had almost expected and she couldn’t get his clothes off fast enough to suit her. It had been partly her haste, her need to feel him against her naked body that had resulted in losing those buttons. It had also been a little clumsiness caused by the fact that she was unwilling to remove her lips from his to look at what she was doing. The moment his shirt had fallen to the floor his arms had folded around her and she had pressed her breasts into his chest, feeling the fine hairs of his soft coat prickle against nipples that were almost painfully swollen and sensitive already. She couldn’t prevent a soft moan into his kiss as her hands dropped to the waistband of his pants. They were dance pants, cut to accentuate his shape and with a side zipper she quickly found and pulled down. She felt, rather than heard, his soft sigh of relief as they came loose and he was able to drop them. A corner of her mind understood his relief. He had been wearing compression shorts under the dance pants and he was already partially erect, his member straining against the constricting fabric.
Carefully, gently, she freed him from the restriction and kissed him again as her hands brushed against him in the process. She wanted to take him in her hands, feel him lengthen and harden, wanted to smell him, maybe even taste him… but first those shorts had to go. She eased them over his hips so they could fall to the floor. Their shoes were out in the hallway, somewhere between the discarded dress and the bedroom door.
His hands were busy with something behind her back. A light glowed in the dimly-lit room and then her Bluetooth speakers responded to his phone. He tossed the phone onto a chair as soft music started to play.
“You asked me to dance you to bed, my love…”

“We haven’t got much room…”

“We don’t need it.”

His hips began to move gently and hers followed. He was dancing a Rumba, the slowest and most sensual dance of the Latin repertoire.
“I’ve wanted to dance with you like this since I first set eyes on you, Danette. To feel your body against mine with no clothes in the way, to hold you and show you how beautiful you are, how much I need and want you. When I first caught you in the library your body in my arms set me on fire. I fell in love with you right there and I never wanted to let go, wanted to hold you tighter and kiss you.”

“If you had, I’d have run. You’re so gorgeous, you could never have been interested in me. You’d have been just another silly girl’s fanciful crush and I’d have never been able to fall in love with you like I have. Never have dreamed that we’d ever really be here, like this.”

“There are no silly girls in this room, Danette. Only a beautiful woman that I love with all my heart and soul.”

“Love me with your body too, Tom, and let me love you with mine.”

His hold on her shifted minutely in one of the almost invisible cues she’d learned in the dance studio. She went with it, stretching her arms to their fullest to keep her hands clasped behind his neck as he dipped her backwards. Instead of continuing almost to the floor, first her hips and then her shoulders came to rest on her bed. Her hands slipped from her hold on him and her arms fell to the bed as he kissed slowly down her neck. Then her eyes flew wide and she gasped as his lips found her right nipple. Her left hand rose to the other breast and she gripped it tightly, arching her back to press her chest into his soft kiss and teasing tongue.
She did not remember parting her legs. It had “just happened” without any conscious thought. Now she eagerly spread them wider as she felt a line of kisses move down her body. His shoulders were between her thighs and then she was kissed again, precisely at their apex, before a broad equine tongue parted her lower lips and lapped at the moisture already liberally coating them.
“You taste divine, Danette.”

Danette couldn’t reply. She had never been so aroused in her life. Never been so hot, so wet, so achingly, maddeningly incomplete.
And that tongue didn’t stop. She was going to cum, she knew she was, nothing could stop her now… but she didn’t. The sensation just kept building and building until she almost whined…
“Come here, Tom…”

As his body slid up hers again, she reached down for him and found him. She pressed him against her entrance, feeling her lower lips kiss his tip and then, as she pressed a little harder, begin to part for him. Her voice was barely a whisper but his ears flicked forward hearing every word.

“Now, Tom. Please, my wonderful stallion… Now…”

Her hands guidance was no longer required. He was within her and pressing deeper. Her arms went to his shoulders and pulled him close, then tensed for a moment at the deep pinch of her departing maidenhead. He instantly froze.

“All of you, Tom. I need ALL of you!”

Slowly, he went deeper. She could feel her body opening for him, welcoming him. Now his hips were hard against hers and she felt him tight against the entrance to her womb.

She and Irina had both read the booklet the doctor had given her. It was a much easier read and held more info that the dry clinical textbook they’d been assigned for sex ed. They’d laughed and called it the “pussy user manual.” Danette had noticed, but not paid attention to, the part where it had said that anthro mares had a particularly deep but sensitive g-spot that responded to a stallion’s medial ring. She was paying attention to it now. She was feeling it. An entire universe of sensation was concentrated between her legs and then it exploded.
She cried out, pressing her hips against him to hold him as deep inside her as he could possibly be. Her legs were locked around his hips, holding and pulling, desperately trying for her to be penetrated even deeper, even though there was nowhere deeper for either of them to go. As she came down from the first orgasm of her life that had had a man inside her when it happened, she slowly started to rock her hips, cueing him into a slow but powerful thrusting rhythm.

“Yes, Tom, yes. Don’t hold back, my stallion. Take me. Claim your mare.”

She’d let out a little protesting whinny as he’d pulled almost all the way out of her, the sound turning into a gasp as he firmly hilted himself within her again. Once, twice, a third time and then she was moving to his new beat, pushing her hips up to meet him on every long powerful stroke. Alone in her bed she’d always fallen asleep shortly after bringing herself off. Now she just wanted more. The sensations were building again, another wave about to crest, and she drove herself after it, wanting every sensation of him on and in her body.
“Danette... I’m going to…”

“Yes. Fill me, Tom.”

She felt his tip flare inside her, beginning to drag on her deepest most intimate depths and she was there again. Losing herself in sensation as she felt the first surge of his release deep inside her. Several minutes later her first coherent thought was to kiss her man and whisper “I love you.”

“I love you too, Danette. So much.”

“Roll us over, please, Tom…” 

“Ok.”

Slowly, she lifted herself off him, feeling his juices ooze from her and trickle into the fur of her thighs. Then she started to lower her head towards him.

“Danette, you don’t have to…”

“I want to. I want to taste us both on you. My man and his woman.”

She took him slowly into her mouth, running her tongue around him and making him shudder. As she expected, he was slowly softening. She knew what she tasted like, she’d encountered it on her own fingers often enough. That was there, but so was the musky MALE saltiness of him. She ran her lips down him, drawing the taste into her mouth and the scent into her nostrils. She felt a light aftershock ripple through her body, squeezing a little more of him out onto her thighs.

“You taste amazing too. I hope all the stories about a teenager’s stamina are right.”

“Oh?”

“Oh indeed. Because I am going to suck you back to full mast, my stallion, and then I can’t decide if I’m going to keep on and have you cum in my mouth or if I’m going to just raise my tail and beg you to pound me like a feral.”

As it happened, they’d done both.

Danette’s last memory before falling asleep, totally spent and exhausted, was screaming at the top of her lungs as a firm grip on the base of her tail slammed her back onto him and her fourth? fifth? orgasm of the night ripped through her as he unloaded inside her again.

The smell of frying bacon jerked her back to the present and she snatched the pan off the stove before it burnt.

“Irina won’t have to help me hide a body after all… Oh shit. I never called her. Better do that…”
Dan... uff... Danette?

“Irina? Are you ok?”

Mhmm... ohhhhh… F…fine. Theatre tech has a… ah… AAAAH! massive fucking knot and if I move so much as an inch I’m going to scream. Again. If you’re fine and everything’s good this is not a good time to chat.

“Why the hell did you even answer your phone?”

Because it was you calling. Now fuck off and fuckfuckfuckFrancis!... Hard! Ye… <beep>
-----=====-----
Tom woke to the sensation of being gently but thoroughly kissed. 

“Wake up, sleepyhead. After last night we both need a decent breakfast.”

Tom was lying naked on top of the bed covers. He was acutely aware of the morning boner he was sporting and reached for the quilt to cover himself.

“Don’t hide it on my account, love. If it wasn’t a school day I’d have woken you up with that stuffed deep inside me. But it IS a Friday, we have classes to get to in a few hours and we both need breakfast and a shower.”
“Fuck classes.”

“You mean, fuck ME. I want you to. But our parents were kind enough to trust us by their absence and if we get a tardy or absent today that might not be the case again anytime soon. As it is I think Irina’s going to be in enough trouble.”

“What is my dear adoptive sister into now?”

“More like what’s into her. Something about a theatre tech with a massive knot if I accurately interpreted the few coherent words. I aint the dance studio’s only happy ex-virgin this morning.”

“Frank? The guy who was on the desk last night? Christ on a bike, Danette – I’ve seen him in the showers, he’s HUGE for a canine. He’d split Irina in two…”

“I think she might be walking with her paws a yard apart this morning but I don’t think she was objecting when I called her while I was cooking breakfast. She was in the middle of jumping HIS morning wood and howling like a wolf. Now. Breakfast. Eat it before it gets too cold or we get too hot.”

-----=====-----

“Tom, if you don’t stop that we are going to be late. We barely have enough time for us both to shower as it is.”

“I’ll scrub your back it you’ll scrub mine.”

“I would love you to…”

-----=====-----

Tom held Danette close, pulling her back against him under the falling water.  He’d tried to concentrate on helping each other get clean but Danette was a powerful distraction. God, she is so beautiful. How did she ever get the idea she wasn’t? His hands slid down from her shoulders and she leaned back on him with a small sound of pleasure as he caressed her breasts. He could feel her nipples responding against his palm and was keenly aware of his own reaction, rising between her thighs. Murmuring softly in her throat she reached down and lightly held him, then pressed him against her and rocked her hips slightly, drawing the heat of her swollen folds along his length.
“Tom… we really should stop… but I can’t. I need you so badly…”

“You are too beautiful for me to ever want to stop. And a gentleman shouldn’t tease”

She leaned forward, bracing herself against the shower wall, the water striking her between the shoulders now and cascading down her back. Slightly parting her legs and rising on the tips of her toes she arched her back and raised her tail.
“My stallion doesn’t tease. He always keeps his promises.”

Then his hands were on her hips, steadying her as he pressed into her so slowly. She moaned as his full length sank home and then began to withdraw.

“God, Tom, yes… just like that… so deep…”

Tom resisted the urge to thrust harder, faster. He made himself move slowly and deliberately. Danette shuddered on every slow stroke, squeezing him as if to hold him within her and then opening anew to welcome his return.

Danette’s legs suddenly gave out, unable to support her and he took her weight on his hands, grasping her hips and leaning back slightly to balance her. The change in position forced him deeply into her and she tightened suddenly along his entire length. That was all it took. 
Danette didn’t cry out this time. She couldn’t. What escaped her lips was somewhere between a sigh and quiet whisper.

“ohhhhhhh……”

He clung tightly to her and it seemed to take an eternity to empty himself. Every twitch and spurt drew an answer from her body which only encouraged his. Eventually their shaking began to subside and he gently lowered her feet to the floor making sure her legs would take her weight. 

Danette shivered, feeling him begin to soften and deflate within her. Way sooner than she wanted, she was carefully lifting herself off him and turning to face him.
“I thought showering together was supposed to save time?” She smiled at him as she cut the water off.
“It did. If you’d showered first I’d never have been able to keep my hands off you as you came out and then you’d have been needing to take another shower after mine. And so on. Don’t know when we’d have eventually made it out but we’d have missed the bus for sure. As it is we don’t want to hang about getting dressed but we’ll make it easy.”

Danette looked up at him, her gaze soft and warm.

“We’re both freshly showered and perfectly clean but I’m still so deliciously, wonderfully full of you that everyone with a functional nose will be able to tell a freshly-covered mare when they meet one. I don’t think I’ve got enough deodorant or perfume in the house to even try and cover that up. God on high, Tom, there isn’t going to be a man or boy in the school not leching on me.”

“Let ‘em. They’ll be in no doubt you’re taken.”

“Oh yes, love. Definitely taken. Taken all night long by the man I love, in fact. Actually, I think the girls will be worse. They all think I’ve been sleeping with you for months anyway. They are going to find out that they were wrong and that now they are too late at the same instant. And you know the crazy thing?”

“Hmmmm?”

“I don’t care. I’m going to smile my happiest, dreamiest ‘I just got thoroughly laid’ goofy smile and watch them burn.”

“Same as me with the boys. I’m going to be standing right by the woman I love with that smile on her face and let ‘em hate me. They got it coming anyway.”

“Remember we don’t have classes together, Tom.”
“If the fire isn’t thoroughly lit by the time we each walk into our homerooms, we did something very wrong last night.”

“We did something very right.” She leaned up and kissed him again. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“Grab the bags, Tom. We’ve a bus to catch.”

-----=====-----

“Tom? Got a sec?”

“Sure Mike, what’s up?”

“That dance you did with Miss Clarke last night. That was the hottest damn thing I ever saw. Dude, where the hell did you learn that?”
“My mom was a professional dancer, Mike. Not the same as that, she was a contemporary/jazz dancer, not Ballroom. Had a few roles in theaters, even one movie before the accident. My sister and I would go along to rehearsals with her all the time and we started learning properly around the time I was seven and she was five.”

“Never knew you had a sister, man.”

“I don’t. She died in the accident and mom never really recovered. Semi ran a red and hit their car. Kellie died and mom lost a leg then drank herself to death.”

“Dude, I’m sorry, didn’t mean to…”

“It’s ok. I’ve been able to tell it without it hurting too bad for a few years now. Besides, we all got family stories aint we? Most of ‘em all about getting along best we can. But yeah, you wanna know why I keep turning Coach Nichols down? I’m training three nights a week for competitions and teaching on weekends to try and earn a college fund. I can’t go out for a school team too. Doesn’t matter how good a guy is if he can’t commit to showing up, he becomes a liability for the entire team. I aint doing that to you, you’re all my friends.”
“Do you think there’s any chance, any chance at all, that I could learn to dance properly with Brandy before Prom?”

“Could you pick up a new floor routine for the gym squad before then?”

“Hell yes, it’s my weakest event but yes.”

“Then the only question is which dance to learn and whether you can persuade her to put in the practice with you to make it work.”

“Which dance is easy. Waltz.”

“Huh”

“Always the last dance at the Prom, and if I can see Brandy looking at me like Miss Clarke was looking at you last night… I know everybody thinks of us as complete alley cats but I love that girl, Tom. We’re both kinda free spirits, couldn’t try and hold each other down even if we wanted to, but when I let her fly free she always comes back… and so do I.”

“You’re serious, bro, aren’t you?”

“Yeah.”

“I know how you feel. Danette and I…” He shook his head. “Brother, you want this to happen, I’ll see it done.”

“Steady on there, Dude, you’re making us sound like some crazy biker gang not a bunch of small-town gym rats.”

“All you need to do is persuade her to come to… No, persuade her to drag your sorry protesting ass to, some weekend classes.”

“You are fucking sneaky. I like it.”

-----=====-----

Danette?
“Irina? Are you ok?”

I am so monumentally, screamingly, ecstatically and dreadfully FUCKED. In every sense of the word, dammit. I am grounded for a week for missing school. I mean, who knew that ‘I’ve been fucked so hard all night and my man’s knotted in me so tight I couldn’t even make it to the bedroom door let alone the bus’ wouldn’t be an acceptable excuse for absence at a catholic girls school?
“Irina... were you safe?”

I’m not THAT stupid, girlfriend. We stopped about noon when we ran out of condoms. Then I couldn’t resist sucking him just once more and he boned my ass. If there’s one BIT of me that hasn’t been practically bathed in beautiful horny dog I can’t find it – and if I do we’ll fix that once I’m ungrounded next weekend! Was probably using the condoms pissed off the sisters, huh? What about you? After that dance he HAD to have had you.
“Oh he did. Lots. And I’m on the pill so no condoms… which meant that all day every time I dared flick my tail I was wafting ‘eau de horny mare avec stallion’ at every equine in the damn school. There can’t have been a set of horse-balls in the place that wasn’t blue as hell by this evening, apart from Tom’s.”

Where the hell is he, anyway?
“He’s in the shower. And I’m mopping the floor. After we got home we didn’t even make it to the bedroom. My folks are still at the cabin so I’ve time to get my sheets in the wash too.”
Aint gonna make a difference, girl. The next set will be just as bad soon enough.
“Oh I hope so.”
