Angela sat on the train to Peachpaw, wondering if she’d made a big mistake. 
The short girl had lived in the big city of Springburg for so long, but a couple weeks ago, on a whim, she’d packed up everything she owned, which wasn’t much more than some clothes and knickknacks, and shipped it to Peachpaw, South Carolina, where she’d be starting a new life. She had no job, no friends, not even a place to live.
Well … she had one friend. Angela blushed as she thought of Joan, the boar sow who’d convinced her to move. She’d spent a wonderful night with the woman, and had met up with her every week when the boar came back to Springburg to do her business dealings. She admired Joan as a friend and enjoyed spending time talking with her. They’d ended up back in Joan’s hotel room more than once, but more often than sex they just talked about life. Angela would have to make sure to visit Joan’s farm once she was moved in. Her cock throbbed as she remembered the night she spent with Joan.
Despite Angela’s long, thick black hair and her more than ample breasts contributing to her rather feminine form, she was sporting a beast of a cock below her knee-length denim skirt. Her father had been a horse – literally. And Angela happened to share that certain trait with him, along with a few others. She didn’t exactly like to show that off, though. She was embarrassed by her anatomy, and much preferred it to stay a secret. Her night with Joan had been fun, but was so unlike her.
Still, Angela was hopeful about her move to Peachpaw. She hadn’t exactly been happy living in the city. No friends, dead-end job, and she missed the open, green spaces of the countryside where she grew up with her father, while her mother was off who knows where. A small country town seemed like a dream now. 
She was really looking forward to breathing in the fresh air and hearing the buzz of insects instead of the droning hum of traffic. It was going to be so nice.
Outside the train, trees whizzed by, the landscape a blur of green. Angela smiled as she watched, the countryside calming her nerves. She would be fine. She’d make friends, she’d find a house and a job, and she’d be happy here.
She wasn’t going to be arriving totally blind. She had researched the town before arriving, and emailed someone from the official website. She’d been talking via email with Isabelle, who was the town’s mayor and was apparently super excited for a new resident.
Isabelle was the one who Angela had shipped her things to, and she was also the one who was going to meet Angela when the train arrived. She’d promised to show Angela around the town and get her settled.
Angela turned her attention back to the well-worn copy of Alice Through the Looking Glass she had on her lap. This had been her favorite book as a child, read to her by her mother again and again when she was young, and when her mother left her father, she’d read it to herself still. She could practically recite her favorite passages by heart. She brushed her thumb over the pages, smiling slightly. She’d always wanted an adventure like Alice. This was her chance, finally, to have one. She felt a small spark of hope in her chest, a feeling that hadn’t been there since living in the city, as she looked back out the window. Watching as the trees became more sparse as the train began to slow, and Angela could see details of them – the leaves, the branches, and the juicy-looking peaches that rested on each one. Maybe that was why the town was called Peachpaw?
The train stopped, and Angela stood up, straightening her outfit – a simple red T-shirt and her denim skirt. She walked off the train, taking a moment to breathe in that fresh air once she was outside.
Oh, she’d missed the smell of nature.
She turned to see two girls approaching her – a dog woman and a cat girl. The dog woman was a blonde shih tzu, standing at five feet. Her hair was tied up in a bun on top of her head, with her ears flopping down, just brushing against her shoulders. She wore a green plaid sweater vest that hugged her slender frame nicely, and a dark blue knee-length skirt.
The cat was a shorter girl, yellow fur with large pointed ears atop her head. She had brown hair that fell in a short fringe on her forehead. She wore a short blue dress that flattered her young figure.
The dog woman waved as she approached. “Hi! You must be Angela!”
“That’s me,” Angela replied with a small wave.
“I’m Isabelle,” the dog replied, reaching out to shake Angela’s hand. “It’s so nice to finally meet you!”
“You too,” Angela replied, giving a small smile. “So … this is Peachpaw?”
“Yep!” Isabelle said. “Welcome to Peachpaw, the most wonderful little city in the world. Oh, and this here is Katie.”
“Hi!” Katie said with an eager wave. “I’m Isabelle’s assistant!”
Angela relaxed slightly as she glanced at the younger girl. “It’s nice to meet you, too.”
“So, I’m sure you’re eager to get settled in your new home,” Isabelle said, “but there’s just a bit of paperwork that needs to get taken care of first. Follow me!” She turned, heading down the dirt path that led away from the train station.
As Angela followed her, she glanced around at the trees, hanging heavy with ripe, round peaches, before looking forward again, her gaze landing on Isabelle’s ass. Her tail was perked up, and her hips swayed with each step, making that pert, round ass jiggle in the tight denim skirt.
“Do you want a taste?” Katie abruptly asked, stepping up beside Angela.
“Wh-what?” Angela asked, slightly tripping over her own feet as she was startled.
“The peaches,” Katie explained with an innocent smile. “I saw you looking at them!” She skipped over to a tree and plucked off one of the ripe fruits before handing it to Angela.
“Oh,” Angela replied, taking the fruit and giving it a slight squeeze. “Thank you. These are … just okay to take?”
Isabelle glanced back at her and nodded, laughing slightly. “They’re free for anyone. There’s fruit trees all over town, not just peaches, so feel free to pick whatever suits your fancy!”
“That’s amazing,” Angela murmured, before taking a bite of the peach. The fruit was sweet in her mouth, bursting with juice that dripped down her chin. She put her mouth back on that bite, sucking and licking at the fruit to get all of the juice from it.
Isabelle looked a little dazed, staring at Angela’s mouth as she sucked the peach, before she brightened back into a smile and continued walking.
The path opened up to a smooth, paved road. There were no cars on the road, but Angela could see a few bikes here and there, parked in front of a neat row of buildings. The road forked, spreading out in two directions, with buildings lining the outsides and a vast grassy expanse between them.
“This is the main town center,” Isabelle said, gesturing widely. “This is where most of the shops and restaurants are. Have you eaten lunch, by the way?”
“Uh, no,” Angela replied. “Just this peach.”
“We’ll have to fix that,” Isabelle said with a smile. “What kind of food do you like?”
“Oh, uh, anything,” Angela said. “I don’t really know what’s here …”
“How about pizza?” Katie suggested.
Isabelle nodded. “Pizza sounds perfect.” She took a left and started walking down the road, Angela and Katie following behind.
They passed an office building with a sign on the front door proclaiming it open. 
“That’s Dr. Petri’s place,” Katie said, pointing out the building as they walked by. “She’s the doctor here. She’s a little strange but she’s really good at making sure everyone’s healthy!”
“The town covers all resident healthcare, so please make sure to go for regular checkups,” Isabelle added.
“Wait, all healthcare?” Angela asked. “Are you serious?”
Katie nodded. “The former mayor really cared about everyone’s health and safety, and so set up a system to make sure that all medical visits would be covered. It works really well!”
“I guess that makes sense,” Angela said with a slight smile as they walked on.
Next, they passed by a hardware store, with a display in the window of a shiny lawn mower, before arriving at a restaurant called Poppy’s Pizza. Isabelle pushed open the door to head inside, a small bell ringing as she did. 
A short red squirrel girl, wearing a green dress with plenty of cleavage, showing the cream-colored fur that striped down her center, smiled as they entered. “Oh, hey Isabelle, Katie! And … nutty, you’re new!”
Angela gave a shy smile. “I’m Angela,” she said. “I’m, uh, moving into town.”
“We’re just giving her the tour before taking her to see Tanya,” Isabelle said. “And poor thing didn’t have any lunch!”
“Oh, no!” the squirrel girl cried. “What do you want?”
Angela took a moment to glance around the restaurant before looking up at the menu. It was decorated like any run of the mill pizza joint, a few tables with plastic checkered tablecloths. At one table sat a white mouse woman and a tawny wolf woman. The wolf sipped at a soda while her tablemate ate a slice of pizza, but both of them were looking at Angela with interest.
Angela blushed slightly as she looked up at the menu over the hamster girl’s head. A few different kinds of pizza were listed there, sold in full or by the slice, with breadsticks available as the only side. She approached the counter as she made up her mind. “Um … a slice of mushroom pizza sounds good.”
“I’ll take a slice of cheese, please!” Isabelle said.
“Anchovy for me!” Katie added with a smile.
“One mushroom, one cheese, one anchovy!” the squirrel repeated with a smile. “It’s on the house. I’m Poppy, welcome to Peachpaw.”
“Thank you,” Angela replied with a smile.
“Is Soleil not working today?” Isabelle asked.
Poppy shook her head. “It’s her day off, so I’m handling the counter. It’s all right though, that just means I get to meet Angela here!”
Isabelle nodded, and led Angela to a table to wait, seating them beside the mouse and wolf. The mouse girl leaned over, looking directly at Angela.
“So, you’re moving here?” she asked. Angela took a good look at her, seeing her short fringe of blonde hair, the black around the tips of her ears, and the black dress she wore that showed off her ample cleavage. She had to drag her eyes back up to return the mouse’s gaze.
Angela nodded. “Y-yeah, I got tired of the big city, so I’m here.” That wasn’t the whole truth, but she didn’t feel like going into how tired she’d been with her old life with people she’d only just met.
“Eeks!” the mouse squealed, lighting up with a wide grin. “That’s so rad! We haven’t had anyone new in a while!”
Angela smiled slightly. “Oh, um … I’m Angela. I’m excited to be here.”
“I’m Bella! Remember my name, I’m going to be famous one day,” the mouse said.
The wolf woman gave a slight nod. “And I’m Vivian.” She wore a gray sweater with a blue skirt, which did little to hide the lean build of her body. Her muzzle was a deeper gray, which looked nice with her small smile.
“You’re probably going to see us around a lot,” Bella continued. “We perform at the club and the lounge sometimes!”
“She sings, and I dance,” Vivian said, her voice softer, more demure. She took another sip of her soda.
“So don’t be shy if you want an autograph,” Bella said. 
“I’ll keep that in mind,” Angela said.
Before the excited mouse could keep talking, Poppy’s voice called from the counter. “Three slices, all ready!”
“I’ll get them,” Isabelle said, standing and walking towards the counter. She came back a moment later and set the pizza down on the table. “Eat up!”
Angela took the slice of mushroom pizza and took a bite. Savory, umami flavors coated her tongue, and she smiled as she chewed, enjoying the taste. The mushrooms were fresh, the cheese was just the right amount of greasy, and the crust was cooked to perfection.
“What do you think?” Katie asked.
“This is some of the best pizza I’ve ever had,” Angela replied around a full mouth.
“Everything in Peachpaw is the best,” Isabelle said. “I hope that you’ll come to love everything in our little town.”
“I like it so far,” Angela replied with a shy smile. “I mean, I haven’t been here that long. So far the food is really good, and I'm excited to see what else this place has to offer!”
“What are you most excited to see?” Katie asked.
“Well, I read online that there’s some nice hot springs here,” Angela replied. “That sounds nice and relaxing.”
Isabelle nodded. “The hot springs are one of the best parts of the town. You can relax, enjoy a view of the beach, and just let the water soak away all your troubles. I end up spending a lot of my free time there.”
“Because you take on too much work!” Katie lightly admonished her. “You hired me to help you out, and then you do all the work, anyways.”
“But I need to make sure the townspeople are all cared for!” Isabelle cried, her ears drooping slightly.
“Isabelle!” Bella cried, turning back to their table. “We are! Everyone loves it here, and we’re all fine. Take a break!”
“Yeah,” Vivian chimed in. “You deserve it.”
Angela gave Isabelle a soft smile. “Why don’t you show me the hot springs sometime, and take a soak with me?”
Isabelle sighed, leaning back into her seat. “Fine,” she said. “I can do that.”
Angela grinned as she continued to eat her pizza. 
Bella stood up then, grabbing her now empty tray. “Well, we’re done,” she said. “It’s so nice to meet you, Angela! And see you around, Isabelle, Katie, Poppy!”
“Bye,” Vivian said, also standing and grabbing her soda as Bella brought the empty tray back to the counter.
“See you later!” the hamster girl, who must have been Soleil, said, as Isabelle and Katie waved their goodbyes.
“So … is their music good?” Angela asked curiously once the duo were out of the restaurant.
Katie nodded. “Bella’s good at singing!”
Isabelle gave a small smile. “It’s good if you like that sort of music. I don’t listen to much rock.”
“What music do you like?” Angela asked. 
“Pop and jazz,” Isabelle said. “I tend to like Kandy KS’s shows a lot. Her music is good.”
“Kandy KS?!” Angela asked, her eyes widening. She’d heard of the famous dog musician, of course, and had some of her albums with her belongings. It was a shock to learn that someone that famous played in such a small town.
“Oh, yes,” Isabelle replied with a smile. “She lives in town, so she plays at the local club between tours. Sometimes she’ll try out new songs, since she knows everyone in town so well.”
“That’s amazing,” Angela said. “I thought she lived in Hollywood.”
“I think she has a house there, too,” Isabelle said, nodding slightly. “But she likes being here, and we love having her here.”
“That’s so cool,” Angela said. “I hope I get to meet her.”
“You probably will!” Katie said. “I think she’s in town right now!”
Angela just smiled and ate more of her pizza. Soon, she’d polished off the entire slice, and sat back in her seat, taking a moment to observe Isabelle and Katie.
“Are we showing Angela around the rest of town?” Katie asked Isabelle as she finished her food.
“I think so,” Isabelle replied. “At least town center, if that’s all right with you, Angela?”
“That’s fine by me,” Angela said. “It’s not like I have other plans, and I’d like to see the rest of town.”
Isabelle ate the last bite of her pizza, and the stood up, grabbing the tray. “We can get going to see the rest, then!”
After they waved goodbye to Soleil, the group headed back to the street. They walked down the street, continuing the way they came, as Isabelle pointed out certain shops, explaining them.
“This area is sort of the fashion district,” Isabelle said. “There’s the Able Sisters, they sell clothes, and next to them is the hair salon, and next to that is the shoe store.”
“That’s convenient,” Angela commented.
“Yep!” Katie agreed. “And then over there is the joke shop! I like going there.”
Angela smiled slightly. “I bet. So, are all the businesses in town along this street?”
“Not all,” Isabelle said as the street veered to the right. “Most of them, yes. Oh, the museum is in the center of town, in the middle of this loop we’re walking. It’s a good place to go and learn about the bugs and fish around here, plus the observatory is a popular place for date nights, I’ve heard.”
Angela blushed. “I don’t know if I’m going to go on that many dates.”
Isabelle just smiled in response as they walked past an ice cream shop and a furniture store. They rounded another corner, passing a general store, a gym, a bakery, before Isabelle came to a stop in front of a wooden building with a sign reading simply, “Nookie Bank and Loans”.
“Let’s get you a place to live,” Isabelle said as she opened the door. “Tanya! Are you here?”
A rather curvy tanuki woman walked out from the back of the shop. “I’m here, don’t you worry,” she said as she walked to sit at the table acting as the front desk. The 5’2” pear-shaped woman had brown fur with round ears, and a black mask marking over her eyes. She wore black pants, a white long-sleeve shirt, and a green diamond-patterned sweater vest that only seemed to emphasize her large bust.
“I brought the new girl!” Isabelle said brightly. “Go on, Angela. have a seat.”
There were two plush chairs in front of the desk, and Angela gingerly sat down in one of them. “Um, hi.”
“Hello,” the tanuki said in a businesslike tone. “My name is Tanya Nookie. I hear you need a place to live.”
“Yes, she does,” Isabelle said. “And I know you’re going to set her up with the best!”
Angela gave a shy smile. “I hope you can help.”
“Don’t worry,” Tanya assured her. “I’ll help you out.”
“All right, well, I’ve got some other work to do,” Isabelle said. “Come on, Katie, we’ll be back for Angela later.”
“Bye, Angela!” Katie said, waving goodbye as she followed Isabelle out the door.
Tanya smiled as the two of them left, and then turned back to Angela. “So,” she said, her smile immediately shifting into something fake, a businesslike look, “let’s get you a house. What kind are you looking for?”
“I’m not sure,” Angela replied. “Honestly, I’d be fine with just an apartment. Or a hotel for the time being.”
“Well, that would be a problem,” Tanya replied. “We don’t exactly have apartments here, or a hotel. Every resident gets a house, built to their custom preferences.”
“But … you’re only asking about my preferences now,” Angela pointed out. “Where am I going to sleep tonight?”
“Don’t worry about that,” Tanya said, her smile growing just slightly wider as she waved her hand dismissively. “Isabelle will have a tent set up for you already.”
“Wait, what?” Angela asked, taken aback. “I mean, from what I’ve seen of her, that kind of makes sense. She seems like a planner.”
“She really is,” Tanya replied. “It’s how she manages to keep everything in this town in such perfect order after the previous mayor left.” She smiled softly, a hint of warmth in her eyes before the businesslike smile came back. “Now, do you want a one or two story house?”
“Oh, two story would be nice, I guess,” Angela said. “I’ve never had that much space to myself before.”
“Great,” Tanya replied, writing something down on a pad of paper. “And what style do you want? Colonial, farmhouse, contemporary?”
“Uh … I haven’t thought about it,” Angela replied with a small, nervous laugh. “I need a minute to decide.”
“Of course,” Tanya said, her pen poised over the pad of paper. “Take your time.”
Angela tapped one finger against her chin idly as she thought. She didn’t know what a colonial style house really looked like, and contemporary sounded too much like the city she was trying to get away from. Farmhouse, though, sounded like the countryside where she grew up, and maybe would really feel like home to her. “Farmhouse?” she ventured, unsure if she gave the right answer, if there was a right answer.
“Farmhouse it is,” Tanya said, writing something else down. “Of course, the interior decorating will be entirely left up to you. Now, all that’s left is payment.”
“I have a little bit of money,” Angela said, “but not enough to pay for a house. I really didn’t expect to be buying one.”
Tanya’s smile widened more, and Angela felt a shiver roll down her back as the tanuki looked downright predatory. “That’s all right,” she said. “I’m sure we can work something out.” Her leg shifted beneath the desk, until her foot bumped against Angela’s leg – and began to stroke up and down slowly.
“Well, like a loan?” Angela asked, her voice shaking slightly as she glanced down. “I mean, this is a bank, right?” She could sense that wasn’t what Tanya meant, but her poor self image and anxiety about her body wouldn’t let her see what Tanya was suggesting.
“I’m thinking more of a trade for part of your down payment,” Tanya replied, her tone staying as pleasant as if she was discussing interest rates, her foot trailing up more towards Angela’s crotch. 
“I really have nothing to offer,” Angela said.
Tanya shook her head. “That’s not nothing under your skirt, from what Joan tells me.” Her foot teased at the hem of Angela’s skirt for emphasis, and her expression never changed.
Angela blushed hard. “You … you know about that?”
“I do,” Tanya said bluntly. “And I might be willing to waive the down payment for your loan if you let me have a taste.”
Angela looked around, making sure they were alone in the office. “I … okay. If you really want to, then, uh, I guess that’s fine?”
Tanya grinned before scooting back her chair and kneeling on the floor. She slid her hands along Angela’s legs, pushing up her skirt, revealing her black compression panties.The panties had a barely noticeable bulge in the front, curving out to show what could pass for just a puffy pussy, if there weren’t the mildly not so subtle bulges for balls beneath it. Angela was generally happy with these panties, as she specifically chose them to hide her cock, but she never expected anyone to take this close a look at them. “My, you hide it quite well, don’t you?” Tanya murmured as she ran a finger along the clear separation between sheath and balls.
“I don’t really like to advertise it,” Angela replied. Her voice shook slightly, but she didn’t pull away as Tanya gripped her panties. Angela lifted up her hips, letting Tanya pull the garment down her legs. Her cock was revealed, still quite large despite being mostly soft. The large flared head rested against Angela’s thigh.
“Shame,” Tanya replied, before gasping as she took in the sheer size of Angela’s cock. “Oh, my. That’s … quite a bit bigger than I expected. Joan said it was big, but this … oh, my. I really should’ve asked for more details about that night.”
“Joan also talked about that?” Angela asked.
Tanya nodded. “Oh, she was so excited to talk about the cute girl with the most amazing cock. She said you smelled so good, she couldn’t get enough of you, but she didn’t say just how big your cock was.” She smiled, a more genuine smile than Angela had seen on her. “I have to say, she undersold you and I’m rather excited to give this a taste.”
Angela blushed redder, gripping the arms of the chair as Tanya leaned forward and placed a kiss to the crown of her cock, still resting mostly in her sheath. She gasped, feeling soft lips dragging against the blunt head, followed by a tongue that traced over every inch.
“I-is it okay to do this right here?” Angela asked.
“It’s my office,” Tanya replied as her hand gripped Angela’s cock, slowly stroking her to get her even more aroused. “I can decide what’s appropriate here.”
She leaned forward and kissed the head of Angela’s cock, making out with the slit. Her tongue played with the opening, licking around the slit before pressing against it, the tip of her tongue teasing the slit. She pulled back just enough to press soft kisses against the broad head. Her hand slowly kept stroking, teasing Angela’s cock in its sheath.
Tanya kissed around the broad head, moving from the cum slit to the nubs that lined the flared head. She sucked gently on the edge as she let her tongue run over every nub, exploring each one. She ducked her head lower, sucking at the shaft that was starting to emerge from the sheath. 
She dropped her head lower, to Angela’s balls, and pressed out her tongue, licking sloppily from her balls, up her sheath, to her cockhead. She turned her head slightly to press her tongue against another side of Angela’s sheath and repeated the motion, her long licks becoming sloppier, more frantic, as her mouth unconsciously stretched wider, anticipating fitting this delicious cock inside.
Without any more preamble, she leaned forward, opening her mouth wide to fit Angela’s cockhead inside, tongue sliding around the nubs, carefully licking and sucking every single one. She pressed her tongue flat against the head before pushing forward, swallowing Angela’s cock into her throat.
Angela moaned, loud enough for the sound to echo off the walls of the small office, as she felt a sudden warmth and wet tightness around her cockhead. She gripped the sides of her chair even more tightly, fighting the urge to buck her hips up and fuck into that throat. Another moan threatened to spill from her mouth, so she put a hand over her mouth, quieting herself.
Tanya gagged slightly as her throat was filled. She looked up at Angela, seeing the many inches of cock still in front of her face, then further up, to Angela’s eyes shut and one hand against her mouth, her teeth biting down on her finger as whimpered moans escaped her. Tanya smiled the best she could with a full mouth – this girl was cute. And she clearly didn’t realize just how cute she was. Any other girl or guy with a cock this big would be fucking her throat already, not stifling her moans and blushing as her hair fell into her face. The sight made Tanya want to gather Angela into her arms and squeeze her tight, but she settled for focusing on Angela’s cock instead, as she coaxed it out of its sheath to its full hardness.
She pulled back to admire the long, hard cock before her, running a finger along its full length. Joan really had undersold this beast – she’d said it was big, not over a foot long, and thicker than some people’s arms. She moved an arm and felt the balls, reflecting on just how heavy they were, so full of cum she could literally feel it sloshing around as she teased the balls with her fingers. She moved her hand a little higher, pressing against Angela’s sheath, now letting out the rest of the deceptively huge cock. Tanya trailed her hand along the sheath, up Angela’s throbbing, veiny shaft, and let her fingers trail along the medial ring, that raised ridge making her clench her legs together as she imagined what it would feel like. Her fingers continued their journey, up to the heart-shaped broad cockhead, and she traced along every single nub that lined the head before leaning forward again and kissing against the slit. The tip was almost cute, shaped like a heart, and Tanya was determined to show it some love. 
Tanya pushed forward, pushing past her gag reflex, enjoying the stifled “Ahh~” noise that Angela made. She felt her throat constrict, trying to suck even more of that massive cock down. She took a breath through her nose before pushing forward, feeling that cock slip past the bit of resistance her throat had, until she was able to easily slide forward. She took that cock down her throat until she physically couldn’t take anymore, her muzzle grazing against the medial ring.
Angela felt like she might break the chair if she gripped the arm any tighter, but she couldn’t help it – she needed to hold onto something to ground her from the amazing sensation around her cock. Joan’s throat had been fantastic, but this – this was just heavenly. She could feel every small motion of Tanya’s throat as the tanuki swallowed around her, could even feel the faint motions of her breathing around her cock. 
She moved her other hand, resting it on the back of Tanya’s head. She curled her fingers into the tanuki’s brown bobbed hair, gently pulling her closer. She couldn’t believe how good Tanya’s throat felt, squeezing tight around her cock, a ring of muscle rippling around her as Tanya tried to swallow. She wasn’t too deep in her throat, half her cock was still exposed to the air, but the tight, slick feeling and the look of Tanya opening her mouth so wide for her more than made up for that, making Angela groan softly.
She wanted to thrust, fuck that throat that was wrapped around her cock, but she held back. She didn’t want to hurt Tanya, after all – she’d just met the woman and she was already nearly throating her cock, that was a woman she wanted to know so much better. She didn’t want to hurt her and make this tanuki woman turn away from her.
She didn’t have to move, though, as Tanya started bobbing her head, pulling back to the medial ring before taking Angela’s cock down her throat again. She could barely move her tongue around the thick girth in her mouth, but still Angela could feel that tongue dragging against the underside of her cock with each motion.
Tanya moved her hands then, reaching to cup Angela’s balls, furry fingers nestling against the heavy orbs. She caressed them, feeling again how full they were, how much cum was stored inside them. She wanted that cum inside her. And just down her throat didn’t seem good enough.
As good as Angela’s cock tasted, she needed more. She needed to feel that monster cock in her. She’d planned on halving the amount for the down payment just by sucking off Angela, but she found herself willing to compromise more. She didn’t really need more bells, after all, and she was always willing to offer a good deal when someone did her a favor. And what could be a bigger favor than letting her ride such a deliciously huge cock until she’d cum her brains out? That was easily worth a few thousand bells. All she had to do was propose this alternative payment. Which unfortunately meant she had to be able to talk.
With some reluctance, Tanya pulled back, breathing hard as Angela’s cock left her muzzle. She smiled up at the girl, seeing her still blushing, but her mouth was open now as ragged needy breathing escaped her.
“I might be willing to shave some more off your payment,” Tanya said with a grin, rubbing her cheek against that cock again. Fuck, it was thick. Her pussy was already wet, clenching down around nothing in anticipation. “If you can make me cum on this beast.”
Angela’s eyes widened. “Y-you mean, have sex with you?”
“I mean, let me ride this cock until I cum hard,” Tanya replied. She pushed Angela’s chair back so she had room to stand up in front of the table. She undid her pants, pushing them down her legs as she spoke. “I’ll only require 25% of the normal down payment for that.”
Angela stared at Tanya’s pussy, lightly covered with the same brown fur, three plump folds that pulled apart to reveal a hint of soft pink inside, glistening wet already. Her cock throbbed at the idea of pushing inside that pussy.
But she still held back. “I, um … I’ve never done that before,” she admitted, looking down and to the side, unable to quite look Tanya in the eyes as she continued. “I don’t know if I’d be any good, or if I could make you, um, you know.”
Tanya gave a wide smile, putting her hand on Angela’s chin and turning her gaze to look her directly in the eyes. “In that case … let me ride you, and I’ll let you skip the down payment entirely. We call it a virgin bonus.”
“Really?” Angela asked. “I don’t know … I want to, bu–”
“You need a place to stay, don’t you?” Tanya asked, reaching forward to grip Angela’s cock, wrapping her hands around it. She could only just barely fit her hands around its girth. “If you don’t like the idea of trading … let’s say I do favors for my friends. And I’d like to be good friends with you, Angela.”
Tanya leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Angela’s lips suddenly, sliding her tongue into the girl’s mouth, only to pull back for a second and run her hand along the girl’s cock. “And with this,” she added as she stroked her cock, returning to the deep kiss. Angela let out a soft moan, her eyes fluttering closed as she responded to the kiss, sucking Tanya’s tongue and melting into her.
Angela smiled softly. “I … would like that.”
“So,” Tanya murmured as she pulled back, “can I ride you?”
Angela found herself too shocked by the blunt question to speak. She knew already that’s what Tanya wanted, but hearing it posed to her so suddenly seemed to short-circuit something in her brain. After a moment, she realized that Tanya was still looking at her, expecting an answer. She managed to regain control of her tongue long enough to stammer out, “Um, y-yeah. Please.”
Tanya moved her hands off of Angela’s cock, resting them on her shoulders. She stepped forward, standing straddle across Angela’s lap, and sat down, catching Angela’s cock between their bodies. “Good,” she murmured. “I’m going to take my time and enjoy this, though.”
She wrapped her hands around Angela’s cock as she shifted her hips forward, her pussy brushing against the base of her cock. She ground herself against that cock, letting out a moan.
Angela wanted more. She wanted that pussy, she wanted to be inside Tanya, and the teasing was driving her crazy. She knew it was her own hesitance that was partially to blame, but her cock didn’t care. Her body acted on its own accord, leaning forward suddenly and pressing her lips back against Tanya’s. Her arms wrapped around the tanuki’s body, pulling her close as she slipped her hands beneath the shirt Tanya wore.
Tanya helped her strip off her shirt, tossing it to the ground and leaving her topless. The tanuki had decided to forego a bra, so Angela felt soft tits pressed against her, so warm and plush. She moved a hand to cup one of those breasts, feeling its weight against her palm. She squeezed gently, earning another groan from the Tanuki, before she slipped her fingers to press against the dark brown nipple, teasing and rolling the nub.
Tanya groaned again, rocking forward, grinding herself against Angela’s cock. Her clit rubbed against the shaft, sending lances of pleasure through her body. She knew having this beast inside her would make her feel impossibly good, so full and stretched, and she was enjoying building up the anticipation for herself, knowing the payoff would be that much better.
Her pussy lips parted against the thick shaft, dragging her slick along the underside. She moved faster, seeking her own pleasure for the moment while Angela toyed with her breasts. When she was almost at the point of orgasm, though, Tanya pulled away.
“E-everything okay?” Angela asked, disappointment clear in her voice. 
Tanya smirked at her before pressing another kiss to her lips. “Everything’s wonderful,” she replied. She stood up again, one hand on Angela’s cock, aligning it with her entrance, and then started to lower herself.
Angela gasped as she felt the head of her cock pressing against Tanya’s wet slit. She couldn’t stop her hips bucking up this time, feeling Tanya’s folds push apart against her cockhead. She still wasn’t inside that wet pussy, so tantalizingly close now, so she pushed her hips up again, whimpering softly with need. Tanya rolled her hips, grinding her pussy against her cockhead, and after a long moment her cockhead could just barely slip inside, the nubs around the head keeping her from sliding right back out.
Tanya groaned, feeling her pussy spread wide open to accommodate the massive cock sliding into her. She’d never taken one this big before - Angela definitely had something special to her. She lowered herself down slowly, feeling the nubs around Angela’s cockhead scraping against her pussy walls, each little touch bringing her even closer to an orgasm.
Angela could feel the incredible tightness squeezing around half her length, and she needed more. She thrust her hips up, pushing deeper into that pussy that was wrapped around her, hearing Tanya’s sudden gasping moan as she was abruptly filled.
Tanya let out a cry of pleasure as she felt her pussy stretch and fill, cock thrusting deep inside her in one motion. She couldn’t focus on the feeling of those nubs against her walls, or the way Angela’s cockhead pressed against her, or the way her girth stretched out her pussy – all she knew in that moment was pure pleasure and sensation, hitting her body with a sudden, intense orgasm that wracked through her without any remorse, causing her to squeeze rhythmically around the intrusion.
Angela was similarly shocked by the sudden sensation. She’d never felt a pussy wrapped around her cock before, and now she was deep in Tanya’s, feeling her tight and slick around her. She could feel Tanya’s pussy pulsing and clenching through her orgasm, an extra heavenly sensation around her cock. She took a deep, shaking breath, focusing solely on that feeling. Her eyes shut tight, blocking out everything except for that pussy warm around her shaft. She wanted to stay just like that forever, deep in this slick heat, nothing else mattering. But she couldn’t keep her eyes closed for long, as she soon blinked them open and saw Tanya’s pussy wrapped around her cock, those dark folds stretched taut around her. She wanted to feel more, wanted to feel those pussy lips gliding over her shaft. She thrust again, enjoying the sight of Tanya’s breasts jiggling from the movement. Her body was reacting on its own now, driven by the need to feel that pussy around even more of her cock. She thrust again and again, each time sinking just slightly deeper. Until she stopped before the medial ring, her pussy clenching tight around the cock inside her.
Tanya took a deep breath, pausing to adjust to the stretch of her pussy, the feeling of that cock inside her. She lifted her hips up before lowering back down, moving slowly at first before bouncing on Angela’s cock, moaning as she enjoyed the sensation of her pussy being stretched out even more each time.
She took just over half the massive shaft before the cockhead pressed against her womb, beating against it, pushing more against it with every thrust. Tanya groaned at the feeling. She was as full as she could be, but her pussy still craved more – more of that stretch, more of that fullness.
Tanya rested her arms around Angela’s shoulders, lightly clinging onto her as she rode that cock. She wanted more, but looking down and seeing that medial ring and the slightly thicker shaft beneath it still waiting between her legs, well, she didn’t know if she could fit any more into her, but her body demanded she try, wriggling and pushing herself down onto that cock. She could feel her pussy stretched wide, so wide that the stretch was almost too much to bear, but she kept moving, fitting even more of that cock inside her.
Angela leaned her head forward, kissing Tanya deeply again as she thrust into that incredibly tight pussy. She had never felt something so amazing around her cock – blowjobs couldn’t compare to this, to the feeling of warm walls ripping around her and her cockhead pushing against something spongy and firm, and poking it made Tanya’s pussy clench hard around her every time. She could feel Tanya’s pussy stretching around her as she fucked her, the tight passage around her cock shifting to accommodate her girth.
Each movement of Angela’s hips made her crave more. She wasn’t moving fast enough, wasn’t hitting deep enough. An animalistic feeling was awakened in her – she needed to fuck!
Angela gripped tight onto Tanya’s hips and stood up, her body feeling like it moved on its own. She set the tanuki on top of the table, still squeezing her tight as she moved her hips forward more freely, fucking her hard into the flat surface.
“Oh, fuck, yes!” Tanya cried. She lifted her hips up, meeting Angela’s every thrust, before just wrapping her legs around the girl to keep that cock deep inside her as her body shook with a wracking orgasm. “Fuck me – just like that~!”
Angela was breathing hard, sweat dripping from her brow as she put everything she had into fucking this tight, hot hole. She made the table rock, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing through the room.
She felt Tanya’s womb pressed against her cockhead, just a little give with every thrust. She was crushing it, ramming her cock into that womb over and over, feeling it kissing her cock, ready to receive her cum. She felt tightness in her balls, a feeling of pressure that needed to explode, needed to burst out of her, flood that womb.
What little sense Angela had left told her to pull back before she came, but she found she couldn’t with Tanya’s legs wrapped tight around her. “I – I’m gonna –” she started to say, but felt Tanya pull her in even closer.
“Cum inside me,” Tanya said with a coy smile, and that was all Angela needed to hear. She came, shooting her load deep into the tanuki woman, flooding her womb completely. Angela moaned as she came, the sensation overtaking her, making her mind go blank as spurt after spurt of cum shot from her. She groaned again, her hips stuttering with the last drops of her cum leaving her cock.
Angela breathed hard, feeling warmth spread through her body as her orgasm subsided. Tanya’s pussy around her cock was still so incredibly soft, incredibly warm, and felt so good around her now over-sensitive cock. She could feel every small shift the tanuki made, every motion sending aftershocks of sensation through her body. 
She pulled back, slowly, hissing through her teeth at the sensation of that pussy dragging slowly across her cock again, squeezing her one more time as Tanya came again from the feeling of those nubs scraping her pussy on the way out, eliciting moans from both women.
“I’m sorry I was rough,” Angela said softly as she stepped away.
“Don’t be,” Tanya said, sitting up on the table. She leaned forward, wrapping a hand around Angela’s cock again, and brought the tip to her mouth, slowly swirling her tongue around it to clean it. “That was the best fuck I’ve had in quite a while. And you’ve never done that before?”
“N-no,” Angela replied, bending over to pull her panties back on. “I, um, I really enjoyed it, though! That was a pretty amazing first time.”
“And I’m sure you’ll just get better with practice,” Tanya said as she pulled her shirt back on. She stayed bottomless as she rounded the table again to sit down. “Now, about your loan.”
“I plan on getting a job soon,” Angela said. “I’ll pay off whatever I can.”
“Well, let’s defer the loan till you get the job,” Tanya replied. “What about … a thousand bells a week?”
“I’ll do my best,” Angela said, her words coming out fast. “I don’t – I don’t know what I’ll be making, but –”
“A thousand bells, but you can … negotiate payment options with me each week,” Tanya said with a grin. “I’m willing to knock off a few bells if you can make me cum that much again.”
Angela let out a sigh of relief. “Yeah. I can do that. And … I won’t mind doing that again.”
“Good,” Tantra replied, her voice practically a purr. “Because I can’t wait till your first payment.” She grabbed the forgotten paperwork and signed something before passing it over to Angela. “Sign here.”
Angela eagerly signed. “Thank you,” she murmured. “For the house, and for … everything.”
“If you really want to thank me, you’ll come back plenty of times,” Tanya replied. 
“Oh, I will,” Angela promised. 
“Now, we’re all set here,” Tanya said. “You were going to meet Isabelle outside, right?”
“Oh, yes,” Angela said, standing up. “Thank you again!”
Tanya smiled and waved goodbye as Angela walked out the door.
Isabelle stood outside, smiling widely when she saw Angela. “So, do you have a house?”
“I guess one’s being built for me?” Angela replied. “But, um, it was really nice getting to know Tanya.”
Isabelle grinned widely. “I knew she’d like you. Anyways, I hope she explained where you’ll be staying till the house is ready.”
“She mentioned a tent,” Angela said. “I, uh, don’t know where that is, though.”
“Well, that’s what I’m here for!” Isabelle replied. “I’m here to take you to the tent, so you can finally get settled in.”
“Oh, thank you!” Angela replied.
Isabelle turned and started walking down the street, motioning for Angela to follow. 
“Am I really going to need to live in a tent for the next month?” Angela asked warily as they walked. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m really happy for a place to stay, but … what if it rains heavily?”
“Oh, don’t worry about it, you’ll be in a house before then,” Isabelle replied. 
“How are you so sure?” Angela asked, stopping in her tracks. “Seriously, if all my stuff is there, I want it to be someplace with an actual roof.”
Isabelle stopped and turned to face Angela, placing a hand on her shoulder as she looked in her eyes. She really didn’t want to spoil the surprise, but the worry on Angela’s face told Isabelle she had to say something. “As Mayor of Peachpaw, I promise you that you will have a house built before the weather turns bad.”
Angela still didn’t know how this would happen, but felt reassured by Isabelle’s words. Something about the way she said it, her sincerity, and the words Tanya had said earlier rang in her head. She would trust in Isabelle’s words. She smiled and nodded before walking with her again. They walked back the line of businesses before cutting through an alley beside a closed-down bar. The path became dirt at that point, still compacted enough that it would be easy enough to ride a bike on it, and flat enough to walk on easily. They walked only a short distance before arriving at a row of houses.
“This one’s mine!” Isabelle said, gesturing to the house they stood beside. It was a perfectly lovely two level house with green paint on the outside and a few neatly trimmed shrubs lining the way to the front door. “Well, I share it with Katie. She could have her own house, if she wanted, but she told me that I’d never sleep if I lived alone.”
Angela chuckled. “I’ve known you for not even one day, and I’m not sure she’s wrong.”
Isabelle gave a good-natured laugh. “Well, anyways, you’ll be living just past this next house here.” They walked past the next house, a one-story house painted gray, with a perfectly manicured lawn and garden with fruit and vegetables planted in perfectly neat rows. “Bella lives here,” Isabelle explained. “You met her earlier. And her roommate is Bree, a really sweet girl. You’ll get to know her soon, I’m sure.”
“I’m looking forward to it,” Angela said with a small smile as she followed Isabelle past the house, to an empty lot, just enough room for a modest house and small yard, with a tent set up right in the middle, taking up no more than a quarter of the space. It was barely big enough for Angela to fit inside crouching down, let alone enough space for her stuff, but maybe Isabelle would let her store her things in the town hall or someplace else?
“And this is where you’ll live,” Isabelle said, gesturing to the tent.
“For now, or is this where the house is going to go?” Angela asked.
“Both,” Isabelle replied. “Your things are all in the tent, so why don’t you head inside and get comfortable?”
“Sure,” Angela said with sarcasm. There was no way that ALL her stuff was in there, she thought while she was crouching down and unzipping the tent flap slowly. She idly wondered how in the world they’d be building a house right where this tent was set up, but everything was going so strange today, she figured it wasn’t worth asking. 
She stepped inside to find it surprisingly roomy, bigger on the inside, enough space for all her luggage to sit in one corner and a cot, wide enough to accommodate two people, set up in another corner. She could stand up easily and walk around in the small space. “How is this so big?” Angela asked, marveling as she looked around.
“The tents we give our new residents are very roomy,” Isabelle replied, as though that explained anything.
“But the outside …” Angela started to say, before trailing off, realizing she probably wasn’t going to get a straight answer. She still hadn’t gotten an answer on how this house was supposedly being built so fast, after all. “This is really nice,” she commented, smiling as she walked around.
“Of course!” Isabelle said from just outside the tent. “Even if you don’t have a house, we want you to feel like Peachpaw is your home already.”
“It does feel pretty good to have a space that’s just mine,” Angela said. “I think I’m really going to like it here.”
“Good,” Isabelle said. “Well, if you need anything else, you know where I live!”
“You really didn’t have to do all this for me,” Angela replied with a sheepish smile. “You’ve done a lot.”
“It’s nothing!” Isabelle replied. “I’d do this for any new resident, and I scheduled my day around showing you around. It’s been great to meet you, Angela!”
Isabelle walked away, and Angela zipped up the tent behind her.
She sat down on the cot and sighed. This was definitely going to be an interesting place to live. She’d met some really nice people, and got a house for no down payment! She’d even lost her virginity – something she definitely wasn’t expecting to happen today, or really at all. She’d thought maybe, if she was lucky, Joan would let her have sex with her, after knowing her for much, much longer. Sure, she had facefucked Joan on their first meeting and Angela had eaten the sow out, but most of their other meetings were more hangouts than fucking, mostly just talking and getting to know each other. She figured she’d slowly work through a full relationship with Joan, and one day, if she was very lucky, they’d actually end up fucking. Instead she found someone who was very interested and very willing to fuck her. And it was only her first day in Peachpaw!
So far, everyone she’d met in this town was also a really cute girl. That was just … so not fair! How was she supposed to keep her cock hidden when there were so many cuties around, tempting her to get hard? So many pretty asses and tits and the way they swayed them was downright begging her to –  and she was getting hard again just thinking about it. 
She was a little surprised at herself, being able to go again so soon after having fucked Tanya. She knew her stamina was pretty high from her solo sessions, but she didn’t expect it to be the same after she’d actually had sex. Joan had said she had used the sow’s throat with rapid-fire succession, but that wasn’t an actual time frame for her to use. This was just the short walk over to the tent and she was raring to go again. And, she was alone now, with no one who could see her cock, or comment on it … she lifted up her hips and slid off her panties, hiking her skirt up over her hips.
It was practically a miracle that Tanya didn’t have any issue with her cock, but now that Angela was alone, she let her mind wander to the other girls she’d met. She wished everyone would be as nice to her if they found out about her, but for the moment, she settled for fantasizing that she could really have any girl in this town. She wrapped a hand around her shaft, thinking about the girls she’d met seeing her cock for the first time, feeling the sticky leftovers along her shaft of Tanya’s pussy.
She slowly stroked herself as she imagined Isabelle and Katie seeing her cock, the surprise on their faces followed by a look of lust. Isabelle would want to take care of a new resident, probably, so she would touch Angela, stroke her while taking off her clothes. Cute little Katie would probably be more eager, dropping to her knees and rubbing her face against Angela’s cock.
Oh, that would be a sight, the cute cat girl stuffing her mouth full of Angela’s cock. Could she even get past the massive head? Or would she be licking around, her mouth open wide, trying to get her tongue over every single nub? Angela flicked her thumb over the ridges along the head of her cock as she stroked, groaning at the very thought.
The girls at the restaurant, how would they react to her cock? The excitable Bella seemed like she’d find out sooner rather than later, living right next door to her. The mouse girl was so small, there was no possible way she could take Angela’s cock fully down her throat. But maybe in another hole? Angela imagined Bella riding her cock, the bulge her shaft created in her visible in her torso. Fuck, she could probably walk around like that, just holding up the mouse with her cock, feeling that probably incredibly tight pussy cumming on her cock, over and over. 
That squirrel girl, Poppy, seemed just as small. Would she be able to take Angela’s cock? Or would she rub her body along its length, her pussy grinding against her shaft? Angela felt her cock throb in her hand as she stroked faster, imagining what Poppy would look like with white splatters on her red fur, cum soaking into her skin. 
And then there was Vivian, the reserved wolf girl. She’d been just as cute, less talkative than her friend, but still kind. Angela imagined what she might look like nude, kneeling over her, teasing the head of her cock with her pussy. She wondered, idly, what wolf pussy would feel like. What would all these different pussies feel like? Tanya’s had been so tight, so hot, so good, but surely there must be some variety among the cuties of this town.
Her mind conjured up an image of all the girls she’d met, undressing them all so she could picture what each of them looked like nude, all sizes of curves on display. She imagined them crowding together around her cock, so many mouths and hands on her, stroking and sucking and licking. Her eyes closed as she pictured this, and her hand moved faster, moving along the full length of her cock, building up her arousal.
Angela groaned, picturing the girls together, breasts pressing against each other as they all sucked and kissed around her cock. Her hand gripped her cock as she felt her orgasm building, a pressure in her balls that suddenly came to a release, cum spurting from the head of her cock and, in her mind, landing over all those girls’ faces. She breathed heavily as she came back to reality, opening her eyes to see the mess on her hand and thighs.
Angela stood up and headed to her luggage, unzipping one bag to find one of her towels. She cleaned herself off as best she could before sitting back on the cot with a sigh.
She had to face reality. Those girls were not going to be that accepting of her cock, no matter how good the idea sounded. The orgasm had been nice, though, and had drained the last of her energy. She could use a little nap. She laid back on the sleeping back, not bothering to replace her panties or flip her skirt back down, and soon she was fast asleep.
