Asriel had always been a good boy. Back in Hometown, he had been astute at school, took care of his sibling, and never went out to drink or smoke even when he went to some of the wilder house parties. 
Dess used to rib him about this and call him a choir boy who would do at least a dozen Hail Angels after every single one of their kisses.
Oh, how the times had changed.
Club music beat loudly, vibrating through the floor that Asriel stood upon. Though these intense vibrations could’ve also been due to the large number of people bouncing away, dancing with reckless abandon in a crash of bodies. Strobe lights flashed and were accented by the smoke from at least a dozen different blunts and cigarettes.
Though not even the harshness of marijuana could hope to obscure the rich scent of liquor that seemed to cling to every surface and person within the room.
And you know what, Asriel was having a fucking blast.
He hollered before tilting back his full can of beer and downing it in one potent and incredibly long sip. Once finished, he smacked the can down, grinning nice and wide as at least three different guys thumped him on the back.
“Want a hit man?” a voice called from over the loud drone of people and music.
Asriel looked over and saw a familiar toucan holding a bong with a bowl that was still glowing with fresh embers. The dude had frat bro written all over him, wearing torn jeans and a tank top that featured a stick figure passed out drunk surrounded by stick figures with boobs.
“Nah I’m good Terry,” Asriel chided, flashing a smile. “Need to pace myself.”
Terry nodded and flashed him a peace sign before drifting towards someone else, offering the bong to them instead. An offer which was happily accepted.
Asriel sighed in relief, turning his attention back towards the dance floor. Currently, his girlfriend, the infamous Dess Holiday, was dancing with another girl, the two of them getting close and grinding against each other.
Most dudes would probably be jealous but Asriel wasn’t like most dudes. Instead, he took in the view, winking at Dess when she looked up at him.
Dess had dressed like her usual bold self, wearing a pair of tight leather pants and a fishnet shirt which actually left nothing to the imagination. Like legit, if it wasn’t for the pink pasties she wore over her nipples, it would have been public indecency. Though it looked good on her, going well with her short punk hair, dyed purple, and the number of piercings that dotted her lips, nose, and ears.
Gods, Asriel was fucking in love with this girl. Though he also felt a little shame at being nowhere near as bold as his girlfriend.
Where she had dressed like a slut, he had opted for a slightly more conservative pair of booty shorts and a brightly coloured tank top. Sure, it did accent his utterly fantastic ass but he wasn’t anywhere close to being as tits out as his girlfriend. Still, he seemed to get a couple of passing looks, some of which even settled upon the not so insignificant bulge that lingered in the crotch of his pants.
“Hey slut,” another dudebro called right before punching Asriel’s arm.
Asriel laughed and turned to face him, flashing a big smile at a monster with a boombox for a head. He clapped his hand against his friend’s and pulled him into a very firm handshake. They then bumped their chests together and thumped each other on the back before taking a step away from one another.
“How have you been, CBC?” Asriel asked.
CBC shrugged. “Still chugging away at school and working for the campus radio station.”
“I thought they were going to fire you?” Asriel chuckled. “Still haven’t been able to pin anything on you, yet?”
“Eh, I always find a way to survive,” CBC said. He then turned and nodded towards Dess. “You two going home with separate people tonight?”
“We’ll see how things go,” Asriel said.
CBC nodded. “Well, she does have that special thing planned so hopefully she doesn’t bail too soon.”
“Special thing?” Asriel asked, lifting a brow.
CBC smirked. “I’ve already said too much.”
With that he fist-bumped Asriel and drifted away, leaving the goat to wonder what the fuck he was talking about. Though before he could think too much about it a snow leopard with purple hair winked at him before moving towards the dance floor, distracting him from his own conspiracies.
God, he really liked frat parties.
The song started to die down, transitioning to a track that was a lot less upbeat in nature. It was filler music, a lower beat which allowed people a chance to slip away and take care of other things like eating, drinking, socializing, and using the washroom. A fair number moved towards the various beer kegs set up along the side of the room, refilling their red solo cups.
Asriel watched as Dess turned and kissed the girl she was dancing with before whispering something into her ear. The two of them then pulled out their phones and started typing. Once finished, Dess then slipped away and made her way over to Asriel.
“She looks cute,” Asriel teased.
Dess nodded. “Yeah, and she’s definitely packing.” She grinned and pressed her body against his, giving him a little peck on the lips. “Any luck on your end?”
“Talked to a few cute guys who seemed very confused by their feelings for me but I don’t know if any of them are looking to explore their sexuality tonight,” Asriel said, flashing a playful smile. “Couple cute girls seemed pretty interested though.”
“Should I be jealous?” Dess teased, nipping at him.
Asriel smirked. “Should I?”
Dess bit her lip and looked around the room, seeing if anyone was watching. The place was packed but it didn’t seem like anyone was really paying attention to them. They were just another couple in a room full of them. So, she reached down and cupped the bulge in his pants, giving it a squeeze.
Asriel instinctively drew in a breath.
“How about we find somewhere a little more private and I’ll show you how not jealous you should be?” Dess teased, purring as she spoke.
Asriel smirked. “Well, I can’t say no to that.”
Dess drew away and offered her hand which he gladly took, allowing her to lead him towards the stairs. A few people seemed to know what was going on, grinning at him and nodding approvingly as he slipped on by.
As they made their way to the second floor, the beat of the music was already a lot quieter, turning into little more than a dull throb. Still, it was enough to shake the building with every note of bass that came with it. Though by now Asriel was in a trance, following after his beautiful girlfriend as they pushed ahead through the hallways of this sprawling home.
Up here the crowds were thinner with a lot less creatures mulling about. And it continued to thin as they made it deeper and deeper into the house.
One of the doors suddenly opened to their left and two girls scampered out, giggling as they tried to get their attire back into shape, doing their best to hide what they had just been up to. A second later and a tall dragon with blue hair and piercing red eyes came out of that very same door. She was dressed in gothic black and stuck out her truly impressive tongue… no wait… tongues at the girls. This only made them giggle even harder as they finally managed to cover themselves up.
The dragon then winked at Asriel, flickering the tip of one of her tongues at him. 
Though before Asriel could get a chance to know her, Dess was moving him towards one of the many bedrooms. As they entered, the music was soft inside, sounding even more distant than before. The room was a little messy though cleaner than Asriel expected from this kind of frat house. 
As he looked around, he saw that the walls were covered in posters for various bands and skateboarding events. There was also massive bed laid out in the space, a minifridge lingering under a desk with a computer on it, and various pieces of furniture spread about. One dresser also had a bong upon it with the bowl already filled.
“Whose room is this?” Asriel asked.
Dess shrugged. “I think it’s Terry’s?”
That’s all she said before she pressed Asriel back against the wall, pushing him against it so forcefully it shuddered and a few tacks holding up posters fell to the ground, bringing the parchments with them. She took the lead as she smashed her lips against his. There was hunger to her actions as she pressed forwards and pushed her tongue into Asriel’s awaiting mouth. The kiss was hot and sloppy and Asriel could taste the weed and liquor upon her breath, the taste naughty and alluring in nature.
Hands came forth from both himself and Dess, pawing at each others’ bodies. They were equally hungry, randomly groping without being able to see. Dess’ landed upon his back, with one hand slipping down the back of his booty shorts. Meanwhile, one of his own hands had cupped her petite breast, giving it a nice squeeze.
It seemed to work as her lips parted a little and she moaned into his mouth.
Their tongues continued to tango and Asriel pressed away from the wall, using his sheer size to strongarm her back toward the bed. It was clumsy marching her there as he was barely able to see. Yet, he soon pushed her back upon it before climbing over top of her.
“Slut,” Asriel ribbed.
Dess bit her lip. “Only for you.”
Asriel placed a hand upon the hem of her fishnet and lifted it up, fully exposing her chest. Then he gripped one of the pasties on her breast and peeled it away, exposing a nipple that had a barbell pierced right through it. He smirked and gripped the little piece of jewelry, playing with it. Such a small action garnered a rather brash reaction as she let out a moan, squirming under him.
“God you’re so fucking hot,” Asriel said, practically growling the words.
Dess smirked and reached for his shirt, pulling it up as well. Asriel was a good sport and allowed her to pop it off over his head, exposing his chest. He was built sturdy with a strong core that was still a little cushioned from his less than athletic freshman year.  A pair of matching scars lingered under his pecks. It was something he was a little shy about but Dess knew not to touch them.
Instead, she placed a hand against his cheek. There was a sudden nervousness in her eyes as she ran a thumb across his complexion.
“So, uh…” Dess began.
Asriel cocked a brow. “Something up?”
“Do you remember a couple weeks ago when we were cuddling after sex?” Dess asked.
Asriel snorted. They had a lot of sex and they cuddled after sex just as often. “You’ll need to be a little more specific than that, babe.”
“About how you wanted a train run on you,” Dess explained. “You know, having a bunch of guys or girls taking turns fucking you in quick succession and just absolutely ruin you.”
Asriel nodded slowly, remembering that exact conversation well. Then he looked around the room and noticed a box of condoms on the bedside table. It seemed almost purposefully placed there as if it was meant for someone to walk by and grab one before using it on whoever was…
“No way,” Asriel whispered.
Dess chuckled. “I might’ve talked to a couple of the guys and set something up.” She paused and held up a hand. “Only if you’re interested of course.”
Asriel’s mind went into overdrive, his cheeks warming at the thought. He did like the fantasy. Hell, he’d jacked off to the idea of it plenty of times before. It was one of his favourite things to think about when he had too much time alone, imagining a bunch of monsters just using him like that, using him as if he were just a set of holes and nothing more.
But there was also the reality of the situation and he could feel his chest start to beat a little faster, a little bit of nerves starting to worm their way into his psyche. His mind was filled with a dozen issues, a hundred little flaws that could lead to disaster. His breathing quickened and skin grew just a little colder, clammy even.
Yet, Dess seemed to sense this as she continued to stroke his cheek, focusing his attention upon her.
“Started to lose you there for a second,” Dess teased.
Asriel nodded. “Sorry, I… I have a way of getting into my head about these things.”
“I know, babe, but all of the guys seemed super willing to do this,” Dess explained. “And you know the usual crew will treat you right. No need to worry about what’s in your pants or that you’re not burly enough or anything like that because you’re perfect to them just the way you are.”
Asriel drew in a breath and felt the silicon shuffle in the crotch of his pants. He knew that Dess was right. Terry, nor any of the bros, had ever once treated him poorly because he was... different.
“So, if you’re willing, I can text the guys and we can get this party started,” Dess explained. “But only if it’s something that you would be one hundred percent interested in.”
Thinking about a fantasy was one thing but the idea of actually carrying through with it was something else entirely. 
What if it made things awkward between them? What if they thought differently of him because of it? What if…
Dess’ hand was there again, drawing him back to the moment. Her smile was reserved but warm, once more saving him from the brink.
“Should I text them and say we’re not interested tonight?” Dess asked. There was no hint of judgement in her voice, no hint of anything beside tender care. There was no pressure, not expectations. This was utterly up to him with no strings attached.
Asriel drew in a breath and let out a nervous string of laughter. “Fuck it, you only live once, right?”
Dess beamed and reached down, grabbing her phone and tapping away at the screen. Once she finished there was a buzz from Asriel’s own pocket. He reached for it and grabbed his phone, seeing that he’d been added to a group chat with Dess and five familiar names.
There was only a single message within it.
Dess: Come on up!
Asriel drew away from her and made his way over to the desk, placing his phone upon it. The nerves were still bubbling away inside of him but there was something cathartic about just taking the leap of faith and going through with it.
“Can’t believe they’re on board for something like this,” Asriel said.
Dess chuckled and laid down upon the large bed, stretching her arms above her head. “Turns out we have some really chill friends who really want to fuck a stud like you.” She playfully rolled her eyes. “Who could’ve guessed, huh?”
Asriel nodded and looked towards the door. They weren’t left waiting for long before there was a firm knock.
“You two decent?” Terry’s voice called through the old wood.
Dess chuckled and peeled off her other pasty before shedding her completely useless fishnet shirt. “No, you’ll have to look at my tits.”
This apparently wasn’t much of a deterrent as the door opened and a familiar toucan entered, flashing a big smile. In his hand were three beers which he placed down upon the desk before coming over to Asriel.
“Yo dude, those scars are rad as fuck!” Terry beamed, pointing to his chest.
Asriel flushed and fought against his instincts to hide them. “You really think so?”
“Yeah totally,” Terry added.
He couldn’t place his finger upon it but there was something… nice about hearing that. It filled him with a little more confidence as he now fully bore his pecks to Terry.
“I’d hate to see what you did to the other guy,” Terry chided before turning his arm and showing off a series of grisly marks that covered parts of his forearm. “Had a protruding bone fracture back in High School from bailing on a kickflip.”
Dess snorted. “I thought you got that when you got hit by a car? You know when you didn’t look both ways before crossing the street?”
“I thought we agreed to keep that a secret,” Terry grumbled as he shot Dess a look. Though her only response was to snicker.
There was another knock at the door and two more bros entered. 
One of them was CBC who tilted his boombox chin towards Dess. “Hey, nice tits.”
“Thanks, I grew them myself,” Dess said, giving her chest a little wiggle. “Want to touch them?”
CBC apparently didn’t need to be asked twice as came over and toyed with one of her nipple piercings.
The other figure was another avian, a larger bird with a predator’s beak. He was built stronger, looking like someone who lifted and was also dressed in a polo shirt that made him look like he came from a far more respectable frat house than this. Probably one that actually knew the meaning of the Greek letters that made up their name.
Still, he had a big smile as he leaned against the wall. “Hey Asriel.”
“Carlos,” Asriel greeted.
“Ready to get your hole smashed?” Carlos asked.
Asriel blushed and couldn’t help but let out a string of nervous laughter, covering his face with a hand.
“Oh shit, he’s kind of cute when he gets flustered,” Terry said.
“Shut the fuck up,” Asriel grumbled as he playfully glared at him “Or I’ll kick your fucking ass.”
“Oh yeah, you wanna go,” Terry howled, though with no real anger behind his actions. Instead, he laughed as he turned to face Asriel, pressing forwards and pushing him back against the desk. “I’d say I’d fuck you up but well…” He grinned. “We both know why we’re here.”
Asriel’s face turned even more red as he felt his mind almost brick. He had never thought of Terry as hot before but having him this close did something funny to Asriel’s gay little brain. He couldn’t help but develop some really strange feelings for his bro. 
Terry was fit and handsome with an adorable little haircut that Asriel just wanted to tug upon while getting bred.
Did he really just think that?
“You’re going to break him,” Dess teased.
Terry chuckled. “And we haven’t even started yet.”
Mercifully he drew away and instead delivered revenge in a more traditional sense by punching Asriel’s arm. Asriel huffed and then punched him back, playfully glaring at him. The two of them were in a standoff before Terry pushed Asriel and Asriel pushed him back.
Though any further roughhousing was brought to an end as the door to the bedroom opened and two more figures entered.
One of them was a short equine dressed in an unbuttoned plaid shirt and a pair of baggy jeans. His hair was long with a shaved side and was dyed a very bright shade of blonde. He was currently taking a massive rip from a bong before letting it out in a billow of vapoured smoke.
“Hey Chris,” Asriel greeted.
Chris was only somewhat of an awkward name when it came to a bro who he was about to fuck, considering that his own sibling was named…
Asriel shook his head, deciding that he was very much not going to think about that right now. Even with his and Dess’ recent camping trip the subject was still a little… tenuous.
Chris nodded towards him, his eyes rimmed with red. “Sup, bro?” Though his attention then went over to Dess as he pointed at her. “Hey, nice tits.”
The last figure who entered was a strapping buck with an incredible rack of antlers. He was dressed sharply in a leather jacket and a pair of worn jeans. He was slender but strong, looking like the lead guitarist for a band. His hair was also wild and long, a mixture of browns and blondes.
“Hey Julius,” Dess greeted.
Angel, he was beautiful.
“Sup,” Julius replied, nodding towards Asriel and then Dess.
It seemed that all five bros were now in the room, loitering around and waiting.
“So!” Dess beamed, grabbing everyone’s attention as she sat up and batted away at CBC’s grabby little hands. “You know why you’re all here, right?”
“To fuck your boyfriend,” Terry teased.
Dess nodded. “Now I know you’re all chill and cool but if any of you cause Asriel even a hint of dysphoria, I’ll personally kick your ass. On top of that, no funny business about consent or being too rough or…”
“What do you take us for?” Carlos chided. “Freshmen?”
CBC snorted.
“Yeah, yeah, I know but I just want to make sure none of you end up hurting my boy,” Dess said, wagging a finger at Carlos. “I mean… hurting him in a manner that he didn’t agree to.” She then pointed at Terry and snapped her fingers. “Terry!”
“Yes ma’am,” Terry replied, snapping off a faux salute.
Dess snorted. “Toss me a beer and I’ll let you go first.”
Terry nodded and grabbed one of the beers, tossing it over to Dess. 
Dess caught it with ease and cracked it open, intercepting the jettison of beer with her mouth as she guzzled down the fizz. All the while, she moved over, leaving a nice chunk of the bed free for the party to get started.
Asriel took the hint and flopped down upon the mattress, laying on his back.
He couldn’t help but blush as the toucan lumbered over. There was a playful smile upon his beak as he approached. 
Terry unbuckled his belt and made a show of pulling it free, ensuring that the leather clapped loudly against each of the rungs on his jeans. Once it was freed, he tossed it aside and unzipped his pants, pulling them down and exposing his underpants.
It seemed that there was already a bulge lingering underneath with a sizeable wet spot present on the front of his boxers. Though he didn’t attend to this as he instead reached forwards and started to pull down Asriel’s tight little shorts instead. It took a bit of effort but soon they were down around his knees, exposing his own adorable underpants which had little snowmen upon them. Removing the shorts took Asriel’s packer with them, leaving him without a bulge in his underwear but a wet spot that was far larger in nature, practically drenching the fabric.
Terry grinned and still didn’t go in for the kill. Instead, he flopped forwards and braced his hands on either side of Asriel’s body, propping himself up overtop of him.
“You’re pretty wet, bro,” Terry teased.
Asriel bit his lip. “Can you blame me, I had Dess alone in here and you know what she’s like.”
Terry scoffed. “Yeah, I’m sure that’s the only reason you’re soaking your boxers, huh?” He turned towards Dess and tilted his chin at her. “What do you think?”
Dess grinned behind another sip of beer. “I don’t know, I am pretty fucking hot. But my boyfriend is also a total slut whenever it comes to talking about group sex. So, it wouldn’t surprise me if the thought of being fucked by his bros got him going.”
Asriel flushed even brighter and glared at her. “Traitor.”
Dess stuck out her tongue at him and said nothing more, going back to enjoying the show.
“Mind if I kiss you?” Terry asked.
Julius snorted. “That’s pretty gay, bro?”
“So is fucking men,” Carlos ribbed. “So, what are you doing here?”
“Being just as fucking gay but at least I’m owning up to it,” Julius shot back, chuckling.
Asriel tuned them out and looked up at Terry, responding to him by nodding quickly. It seemed that Terry accepted this as he dipped forwards, pressing his beak against Asriel’s lips. The kiss was hot and passionate with tongues immediately coming forth to fill the void between them, tangoing somewhere in the middle.
As they kissed, Terry reached down and fumbled with Asriel’s boxers, pulling them down and exposing his soaking wet lower lips. They were absolutely drenched with arousal, the fur around them matted in a solid layer of lust.
A moment later and Terry also drew his own boxers down just a little, resting his cock against the waistband of them. 
The sensation of having his pussy exposed made Asriel shiver, filling his brain with a deep desire to get bred. So, when the kiss ended, he reached out and gripped Terry’s shirt. If he was going to be one of the boys then he was going to act like one of the boys.
“Stop teasing me and just get started already,” Asriel demanded, trying his best to sound commanding.
Yet, Terry merely grinned back at him. “Sure thing, bro.”
When Asriel looked down, he saw that Terry was pretty well-endowed by a bird’s standards with a modestly-sized erection that was kind of pointed, looking vaguely like a smallish traffic cone. Still, it would get the job done nicely.
Asriel grinned as Terry lined up his cock and without ceremony pressed inside. Terry didn’t stop until he pushed the entire thing into his bro’s soaking wet lower lips with their pelvis settling against one another. The penetration felt nice and drew forth a shuddering little noise from the back of Asriel’s throat. He shivered softly which seemed to please Terry who grinned down at him with an even wider smile.
Terry reached forwards and interlaced his fingers with Asriel’s own, being a total bro and holding his hand as he drew back and started to pump away at his cunt at a slow but steady pace. His other hand, meanwhile, rested upon the bed, bracing himself as he started to hammer away with an increasing lack of restraint.
Asriel squeezed Terry’s hand and showed no reluctance as he started to moan even louder, loving the feeling of having his pussy fucked. It was divine, the cock brushing against all sorts of excitable little nerves inside of him, making a familiar warmth start to fester deep within himself. He knew the sign of pleasure and knew it well, more than happy to succumb to the wet squelches of a cock pumping away at his lower lips.
“Hey bro,” Terry whispered.
Asriel looked up at him. “Yeah?”
“Thanks for letting me fuck you.” Terry grunted as he bottomed out, slapping his hips against his. “It’s really appreciated.”
He squeezed Asriel's hand and started to develop a reliable rhythm, gliding in and out at a steady tempo which was growing quicker and more potent as Asriel’s slickness helped him along. His brow tented and he seemed to be enjoying himself as a series of masculine little grunts escaped his lips.
“Goddamnit, how come you never told me you were this tight before?” Terry grunted.
Asriel chuckled, his laughter mixing into his moans to create such a strange song. “How come you never told me your cock was this fat?”
Terry smirked. “Fair.”
Dess reached out and took Asriel’s other hand, squeezing it as well. It was nice to feel two comforting hands within his own, the tenderness nearly as nice as the raw pleasure of having his pussy used in such a manner.
Asriel gasped as Terry’s tempo continued to embolden, growing more and more frantic with every passing moment. Terry showed little restraint in going quicker, grunting under his breath as he hammered harder and harder into Asriel.
“D-do you mind if I cum inside of you?” Terry asked.
Asriel shook his head. “Do it, you pussy, I bet you won’t.”
The nucleus of warmth inside of him was growing more dire, the heat coming with a matching pressure that was just as familiar. It ebbed throughout his lower half, filling him with a growing desire for climax. Terry knew what he was doing, each stride so perfectly timed and only making that pleasure blossom to greater and greater heights.
“Fuck,” Terry grunted.
“Awww going to cum already?” Dess teased.
Terry snorted. “Fuck off.”
“Hey, I mean there’s a reason I wanted you to go first,” Dess ribbed, reaching out and playfully punching his arm. “I didn’t want to keep the others waiting for too long.”
Terry shook his head and focused on Asriel, grinning down at him. There was sweat upon his brow and a hazy look plastered across his complexion, one that seemed just utterly drenched with lust. With every thrust, his hips clapped against Asriel’s backside and a chirping gasp of pleasure escaped his lips, sounding vaguely like a perverse birdsong.
Though even Asriel could tell that Terry’s tempo was starting to fade, his vigour growing less and less pronounced with every thrust. Still, it was enough to help Asriel along, bringing him ever closer to the brink.
Terry’s tempo continued to fade and became sporadic as he traded in speed and a reliable rhythm for raw force as he hammered away with such impressive strength. He managed a couple more thrusts into Asriel until finally even this intense power faded as he clapped his hips against the goat’s one last time.
Asriel’s orgasm came first as he gasped, tumbling over the edge and into the waters of bliss. His back arched away from the sheets and his voice rose to such an unrestrained degree. His pleasure came gushing forth and his walls cradled Terry’s erection even tighter. This seemed to seal the deal as Terry remained nestled deep inside of him. 
A moment later and Terry’s cock twitched and an eruption of his warm seed flooded forth and plastered Asriel’s inner walls. It was joined by a couple more weaker bursts which further added to the sticky but pleasurable shroud inside of him.
The two of them remained like that for a moment, panting for breath and lingering in their post-orgasmic haze. Though slowly, Terry’s senses seemed to come back to him as he drew back and pulled out of Asriel, leaving a sticky mess of fluids behind. They were so abundant that they even oozed out and started to soak into the sheets and the thick fur of Asriel’s inner thighs.
Once free, Terry stumbled back and went over to his bong. He grabbed it and lit the bowl, inhaling a chamber’s worth of white vapour before letting it out in a large cloud.
“You want any?” Terry asked, looking toward the bed.
Asriel nodded and Terry handed it over. The buzz of a couple of beers was great but having a little THC always made Asriel extra horny and if there was ever a time to get even more horny it was going to be now.
With the bong against his lips, Asriel lit the bowl and inhaled, drawing a thick cloud of vapour into the chamber. Then he removed the bowl and drew in a nice deep breath, taking in all of that delicious THC-ladened smoke. Once finished, he held it and turned to Dess, tilting his chin towards her.
Dess seemed to get the memo and slid over, pressing her lips against his own in a passionate opened-mouth kiss. Asriel started to exhale as she inhaled the vapour that he released, sharing in a deep kiss laced with weed that went on for several long seconds.
Once finished, the two of them parted and Dess exhaled two contrails of vapour through her nose before letting out a gentle cough. Thankfully Julius was there with a bottle of water which she gladly took a sip from.
“Alright,” Dess said, pointing to him. “You can fuck Asriel next.”
Julius fist-pumped the air and came over, standing over top of Asriel. He didn’t wait even a moment to pull down his pants and expose a cock that was long but narrow with a slightly speared tip. It was longer than Terry’s but also a little thinner. Still, it looked more than usable as Asriel settled back into position amongst the pillows and bedding.
He’d never fucked a male deer before but he was more than eager to find out what it was like.
“Nah,” Julius chimed. “I want to fuck you doggy style.”
Asriel was about to ask why but realized that he really didn’t care. So, he rolled over onto his belly and lifted his haunches into the air, wiggling his ass back and forth in the most enticing manner that he could manage. 
Julius came forwards and rested his hands upon Asriel’s hips, giving them a squeeze as he lined up the tip of his erection with his still tender lower lips. It didn’t seem like he needed to be told what to do as he pressed forwards, easing his way inside, nice and slow.
The length was surprising, managing to stimulate all sorts of new and interesting places inside of Asriel’s hole.  Each little motion ushered forth a pleasured moan from the back of his throat.
Like he hoped the THC helped tremendously, making him that much more sensitive, making his mind that much more agreeable. It was like he was blanketed in a fog, a shroud which beseeched him to stop worrying and just go with the flow.
He soon discovered why Julius’ requested doggy style as the buck reached forwards and seized a nice fistful of Asriel’s rich blonde hair. With it in his grip, he tugged back upon it sharply, ushering forth a surprised bleating gasp from Asriel. It sounded desperate, making his cheeks warm as they burned with shame.
“Too rough?” Julius asked, pausing and easing his grip a little.
“N-no,” Asriel stammered. “That was really fucking good. H-harder… please.”
Julius chuckled. “Harder it is, big guy.”
He tugged back again, putting enough strain upon Asriel’s hair that he was forced to lift his face away from the sheets. His voice came forth without restraint, his song heavy and lustful, filling the air with his shrill little moans. There was just the right amount of ache upon his scalp, the proper amount of discomfort to make this downright euphoric.
At the same time, Julius started to buck his hips, pumping away at Asriel’s hole without restraint. His hips clapped loudly against his flesh, the fluids that lingered behind clinging to his hide as he drew back and did so again and again. Against the moans, this was the drumbeat, the constant percussion that supported such a lustful song.
And Asriel’s moans came forth upon such hurried bursts of breath, supported by each thrust as Julius drove deep inside of him.
Dess shivered. “I’m starting to get turned on.”
“Only now?” Asriel teased, managing to speak between little gasps and groans. “What took you so long?”
Dess scoffed and reached down, unzipping the fly on her leather pants and starting to pull them down. Underneath were a pair of panties and Asriel could practically smell the raw lust that was wafting off of them. It was delicious and momentarily distracted him from the fact that he was currently getting railed.
His girlfriend drew her panties away and placed them aside before nodding towards the assembled frat bros who were watching them. “Any of you want to help a girl out?”
“Sure thing, beautiful,” Chris chided.
The equine stepped into view though didn’t move to pull his pants down. Instead, he flopped upon the bed and buried his head right between Dess’ legs. 
Dess’ face immediately brightened with a surprised and excitable moan escaping from between her lips.
“Fuck dude, where… what the fuck?” she whispered.
Chris chuckled. “Just lay back and let me take the lead, alright?”
Dess nodded mutely and thudded back against the bed. All Asriel could hear was the mad slurping of Chris and the increasingly desperate noises that Dess was making. Though he couldn’t focus on them for long as Julius steeled his grip and really started to hammer away at his pussy.
The buck’s pace was excitable and swift, growing faster and faster with every passing moment. There was now a constant clap of flesh against Asriel’s backside, leading to a warmth reigniting inside of his loins. It was fed quite liberally by each of Julius’ powerful thrusts, his cock brushing and prodding against places that Asriel wasn’t even aware that he possessed.
Asriel’s voice rose and coherency faded away, his pleasure was now a constant and unrelenting drone as he was used in such an animalistic fashion. He enjoyed the treatment, finding a certain catharsis to being used as nothing more than a cheap hole. There was a certain joy in just letting go and allowing himself to be degraded like this.
Julius growled under his breath. “Fuck bro, you’re tight.”
Asriel could only bleat as a response, nodding with what limited range he still retained. His hair was still locked in Julius’ vicelike grip but hopefully the gesture was desperate enough that the message got through regardless.
Dess’ voice rose to even more of a fevered pitch, a shrill gasp filling the air. Asriel reached out and groped for her hand though thankfully she was there to take it, giving it a squeeze right on back. The two of them were linked together, unified in their collective pleasure.
“Fuck!” Asriel barked.
“Fuck!” Dess chimed in unison.
Julius’ tempo was starting to fade, his fury bleeding away quite swiftly as he made that trademark switch from regular rhythm to raw power, pushing through those final few thrusts like clockwork. Sure, Asriel hadn’t been fully sated but he decided not to be greedy about it at this time.
He’d surely have plenty of chances to climax again as things went on.
Finally, Julius snarled and clapped his hips in place one final time, remaining buried deep inside of Asriel. His cock soon twitched and rope after rope of warm seed flooded Asriel’s tight little hole, mingling together with his arousal and Terry’s prior load. Once finished, he pulled out of Asriel, leaving behind a soaking wet mess of all sorts of fluids.
Julius gave him a pat on the ass before lumbering away, pulling up his pants as he left.
Asriel glanced over at Dess, seeing the way her back arched and eyes were wide. There was a big smile plastered on her face as Chris had apparently discovered something especially interesting inside of her folds. He would need to ask the stallion what he’d found when they were done because he would sure as fuck like to get that look on Dess’ face himself.
Soon, there was a new presence behind Asriel and he looked over to see that it was Carlos. The gryphon was unbuttoning his shirt and pulling it off, revealing a solid white undershirt and a pair of powerful arms. Though instead of pulling his pants down as well, he instead knelt behind Asriel.
It took Asriel a moment to figure out what exactly he was doing back there. Then he suddenly felt a warm beak against his lower lips.
“Gross,” Asriel ribbed. “Don’t you know how many guys have cummed in me already?”
Carlos snorted. “Do I look like a fucking coward to you?” He drew his tongue along one of Asriel’s folds before drawing it back down the other. “All I know is I’m not letting Chris show me up.”
Chris drew back and sucked in a breath. “I’m already way ahead of you, bro.” He snorted. “Dess is going to cum any second now.”
Carlos didn’t respond with words as he instead crammed his tongue back inside of Asriel. It was long and predatory in nature, flexible as it roved around inside of him. The gryphon showed no restraint as he lapped and licked, exploring for all of those spots that would surely make Asriel’s voice rise.
And boy did Asriel sing, his voice growing to previously unheard heights as Carlos seemed to have a special interest in finding all of the sensitive spots that would garner the loudest of reactions. He apparently took pride in exploiting them, moving so freely around inside of Asriel as he flowed between them in quick succession.
“Fuck dude,” Asriel groaned.
Dess chuckled and reached out with her free hand, resting it on the back of Chris’ head. “Seems like you have some…” Her taunting was suddenly cut off as a gasping moan ejaculated from between her now parted lips. A stray string of giggles leaked forth as her eyes went as wide as saucers.
As Asriel looked back, he saw that the other three frat bros were watching intently, sharing beers while enjoying the show. Then he noticed that CBC and Terry were bartering over a five-dollar bill. Were they seriously betting to see who would win?
“Come on Carlos, devour that pussy!” CBC jeered.
“Let’s go Chris, show Carlos that he’s a bitch at eating pussy,” Terry chided.
“Are you assholes seriously betting on this!” Asriel gasped.
Terry scoffed. “Well… yeah?”
Unbelievable.
Though any thoughts of being critical about their actions were stopped in their tracks as Asriel’s mind went white hot with lust. Any negativity was whisked away by the ever-present tongue of Carlos as he lapped and licked. Hell, the boy even rested the soft underside of a talon against Asriel’s little cock, stroking it in a gentle circling motion.
Asriel gasped and felt his hindlegs start to quiver. Carlos’ actions bordered on the realm of overstimulation but it seemed that he knew just the right point to bring things to without delving into something unpleasant.
It was utterly euphoric and Asriel was thankful for the bed, knowing that he would have no hope of holding up his large frame without it. He was quivering and quaking too much at this point.
Though the contest came to an end when Dess gasped quite loudly, pressing her hips forwards against Chris’ muzzle. The equine sputtered but wasn’t a bitch, staying put and enjoying his prize by guzzling down Dess’ rich essence, a nectar finer than any other beverage in the room.
Though compared to Budweiser and Coors that wasn’t saying much.
There was a moment’s calm before Chris finally drew back, looking proud of himself.
“I win,” he jeered.
Terry whooped and took the five dollars from CBC, slipping it into his pocket. He then grabbed a beer and tossed it to his buddy who caught it and cracked it open, taking a generous sip. 
Dess looked stunned but could only manage to let out a barely coherent giggle at the results.
“You two are unbelievable,” she finally grumbled as her mind slowly returned to her.
For a moment, Asriel thought that Carlos might give up but the gryphon kept on going, pushing the goat boy through those final few motions leading up to his own inevitable climax. For the second time that night, he plunged into the brink, gushing even more and splattering his juice against Carlos’ face. The gryphon didn’t complain, enjoying his fair share before drawing back.
He too was rewarded with a beer from Terry while Asriel took a moment to catch his breath.
“Hey bro, how did my cum taste?” Terry jeered, playfully sticking out his tongue at Carlos.
Carlos snorted and wiped his face clean with the back of his hand. “Have you considered eating a little more fruit because…” He cringed and attended to his drink. “Either you or Julius need a little more citrus in your diet.”
Julius came over and held two bottles in his hand. One was glass with beer and the other was plastic with water. Asriel took both, crushing the water before taking a gingerly sip of beer. His brain was already fuzzy, enjoying the crossfaded high of alcohol and THC coursing through his veins. Combined with the afterglow of sex this was a downright euphoric combination, making Asriel feel extra tingly as he squirmed upon the sheets.
He honestly couldn’t wait to see what the others had planned for him.
Dess, meanwhile, had managed to get herself the bong once again. She took a nice fat rip from it and let it out in a giant plume of vapour, giggling as she thudded back against the sheets.
“Alright,” she ribbed. “Who wants to help me disappoint my mother next?”
Terry held up his hand. “I am absolutely willing to help with this.”
“Hell yeah,” Dess replied, placing the bong aside and using a single finger to motion him over.
Terry stumbled over and lost his pants, yet again, climbing over Dess with an erection already lingering underneath of him. Dess seemed to enjoy the company as she wrapped a hand around his neck and pulled him into a playful kiss.
Meanwhile, it seemed like Carlos wanted Asriel’s pussy in exchange for eating him out. He placed his hands upon Asriel’s hips and guided him into rolling over, making him lay on his back once again. Where Terry’s cock was small and birdlike, Carlos had a lot more of his mammalian heritage thrown into the mix. His cock had little barbs and a speared tip with a modest knot lingering near the base. It wasn’t the largest that Asriel had ever seen but it was close.
“Think you can handle this,” Carlos teased.
Asriel grinned nervously. “Only one way to find out, right?”
Carlos nodded and lined up Asriel’s cunt with his erection. Once the speared tip rested against his folds, Carlos pounded forwards, embedding the entire thing inside of Asriel in one fluid motion.
Asriel tensed and let out a harsh gasp, feeling himself suddenly stuffed. He reached up and wrapped his arms around Carlos, holding onto him tightly, not that the gryphon seemed to mind. In fact, he smiled down at Asriel, making a show of licking his beak.
“Feels nice when you clench around me like that,” Carlos teased. “Your hole feels really tight, goat boy.”
Carlos drew his hips back and began to pump away, starting off with a slow but steady pace. His hips were methodical and slow as he used Asriel. It seemed that Carlos was a bit more tender than his companions, however, taking his time in warming up Asriel before ravishing him properly.
“God, you look cute when you have a dick inside of you,” Carlos murmured, smiling down at him. “That goofy little smile you get is adorable.”
“Carlos, are you being romantic and shit?” Dess jeered, giggling to herself as Terry started to work her over with a more animalistic and brutish pace. The sound of their hips clapping together was heavy upon the air.
“Our boy deserves to know how good looking he is,” Carlos added before glancing over his shoulder at the assembled bros. “Isn’t that right, boys?”
“He’s a hot piece of ass!” Julius jeered.
“Only dude handsome enough to land Dess,” Terry grunted, pumping his cock forwards and growling under his breath.
And then similar comments came from each of his friends in turn, ensuring that the bright red that came to dominate Asriel’s complexion grew even brighter, with no hope of it leaving any time soon. He covered his face with a hand, moaning into his palm as Carlos pumped away with even more force.
Carlos clearly didn’t like this as he reached forwards and grabbed Asriel’s hand, pulling it away and pinning it forcefully to the sheets. The gesture was domineering, showing off just how much predatory lineage was still lingering around inside of Carlos’ gryphon form. Though instead of looking hostile, he just bore a playful little smile and a mischievous twinkle in his eyes which betrayed that he knew what exactly he was doing.
Those talons then returned to Asriel’s face as Carlos held two of them against his lips. Asriel took the hint and opened them, allowing the talons to slip inside with the sharp tips carefully tracing across his tongue. The two digits slid all the way into this mouth and Asriel instinctively closed his lips around them, suckling and licking at them with his bulky tongue.
This seemed to amuse Carlos who let out a soft chuckle, shaking his head slowly. “God, you really are such a depraved fucker. Offer yourself up to the frat house and then sucking my talons clean. You don’t even know where those have been, bro.”
He grunted and steeled himself, starting to channel a little more of his passion into his tempo, hammering away at an increasingly steady pace. His hips clapped loudly against Asriel’s backside with every well-timed thrust. Though there was still a certain caution to his actions, a little restraint which Asriel was coming to appreciate. He was already so tender from the prior rounds that he could use something a little tamer right now.
Carlos pulled his fingers free and wiped them off upon the bed before bracing himself against the mattress. He flashed Asriel a sinful little smile and dipped forwards to give him a little peck upon the forehead.
“Mind if I go a little harder?” Carlos asked.
Asriel smirked. “Go for it.” As much as he liked the idea of being tender, he also couldn’t pass up the opportunity to be one of the bros, flashing a devious little smile instead. “I was worried that you were already getting tired, you’re fucking me like an old man.”
There were a few jeers and Carlos scrunched his expression. It turned out that he did have quite a bit of vigour left in him as he drew back and instead placed his hands upon Asriel’s hips. It didn’t take long before he started to hammer away, pounding into Asriel’s soaking wet pussy with no restraint and all of his forceful lust. The sound of slurps and plaps became heavy upon the air, pairing well with the constant jackhammering of hips slapping against fat goat boy ass.
Asriel gasped and moaned, feeling the heat in his core reignite. It was weaker than before but still incredibly pleasurable. His mind was alight with pleasured sensations and his eyes were bulging nice and wide.
His back arched away from the sheets and he could feel his pussy ache both with desire and use. As he looked over at Dess, he saw that Terry was giving her a similar treatment. The two of them shared a shaky smile as they rode through their motions together.
Asriel reached out and grabbed her hand, giving it a squeeze. An action which she was more than happy to reciprocate. The two of them held onto each other as they started to ride through their final motions together.
Carlos’ brow tented and his body shivered, his tempo fading just a little. Unlike the others, he didn’t succumb to his desires immediately, managing to plap away for a little while longer. His cock continued to slam into Asriel’s hole, using it well for about another minute. Though even a strong will could only be pushed so far as his pace started to slow, trading everything for a few powerful yet clumsy thrusts into Asriel.
The gryphon cried out at the top of his lungs, letting out a shrill avian screech, like a hawk plunging through the air for its prey. His cock shuddered inside of Asriel, painting his insides in a solid sheen of gryphon goodness. Though Carlos grunted and drew back about an inch before pumping forwards again, slamming himself inside of Asriel and shooting a second and third rope into him as well. It turned out that he was either pent-up or especially virile as when he drew back there was now a solid belch of fluids that gushed out of Asriel, staining his inner thighs and the bedding below.
It seemed that Terry was not far behind as the toucan chirped and shot his own hot seed into Dess as well. Dess cried out and seemed to climax in unison, the two of them holding onto each other and quivering together as one.
When the two of them drew apart, Terry wiped at his brow. “Is there any Gatorade in here?”
A bottle was tossed to him which he cracked open and took a massive sip from before passing it to Carlos who also partook. Carlos then offered it to Asriel who gladly squirted the distinctly red flavour into his mouth before passing it onto Dess who finished off the bottle. She then giggled and bonked Terry on the head with it before tossing it into the trash.
As the two bros slid away, there was a momentary calm which Asriel was glad for. He was already starting to feel a little sapped, his legs and the area between them aching from repeated use and the constant hammering against his hole.
It also seemed that Dess needed the breather as well as she closed her eyes and rubbed at her temples.
“You two need a break?” Terry asked.
Asriel nodded. “Just a little one.”
“Is there anything we can do to help?” CBC offered.
“I know how to give massages!” Julius said, batting his lashes. “My boyfriend says I’m fantastic at them.”
“Can I get you two anything to drink?” Chris added. “We have more than just beer and weed lying around the house.”
“Also Drew made some Hamburger Helper yesterday and you two know that his Hamburger Helper is the best,” Terry said, wagging a finger at them. “So, we have plenty of leftovers if you two want any.”
Asriel blinked and looked over at Dess who seemed equally awestruck. Sure, they had known the boys for a while but it was bizarre seeing them all swap to caring big brothers in the span of a couple of seconds. It was twice as weird considering they were both leaking with a collective four cumshots between them.
“A snack and water would be nice,” Asriel said.
Dess nodded in agreement. “You guys got any fruit?”
“Do fruit cups count?” CBC asked.
Dess snorted. “I’ll take what I can get.”
Terry pointed at Chris. Though it seemed that the boy was already on the way out of the room and into the hall, offering a thumbs up just before departing. 
Meanwhile, Julius came over and plopped down in a spot in front of Asriel, sitting cross-legged and facing him. Asriel took the hint and managed to get up into a sitting position, turning around and leaning back into Julius’ comforting hands.
“How often do you…” Asriel began though his eyes soon widened. “Oh wow…”
The massage was good, really good, working through some of the stiffness that had started to settle into Asriel’s back. It was like this buck’s hands were magic, managing to find every bunched-up muscle and sore nerve inside of him.
“I do this everyday, dude,” Julius replied, giving him a kiss on the cheek.
Terry grabbed his phone and started to tap away at the screen. “How about I put on some lo-fi beats to really help settle the mood?”
Said lo-fi beats did in fact start to come on over a couple of speakers in the room, their melody really helping to further settle Asriel. He couldn’t help but close his eyes, melting against Julius’ tender touch. The liquor and weed were coursing through his system, making him a little sleepy though he tried to starve off such sensations.
“Do you guys have any Red Bull?” Asriel asked.
He could feel a presence at his side and saw that Carlos was offering one to him. So, he gladly took it and cracked it open, chugging it down in a couple pulls before tossing it into the trash. It was warm but it did the job, revitalizing him in an instant.
“How are we doing so far?” Carlos asked, patting Asriel on the head before steeping back to give him a little space.
“Good,” Asriel said, nodding confidently. “Carlos… where did you learn to eat pussy like that, man?”
Carlos snorted and shrugged. “A guy’s gotta do what a guys gotta do. Turns out people are a lot more willing to go home with you if you know a thing or two about oral. If I had a cherry stem, I’d show you my favourite party trick.”
“You’re not too sore, are you?” Terry asked, holding up a hand. “Totally understand if you’d want to call it here, dude.”
Asriel hummed. “Think I just need a couple minutes to rest. Wouldn’t want to leave CBC or Chris with blue balls.”
“The good news is I have RGB balls so…” CBC winked at him. “I can make them whatever colour I want.”
Asriel snickered. “Really?”
“Want to see?” CBC asked.
Asriel nodded and CBC pulled down his pants without delay, answering Asriel’s most concerning question which was what a boombox’s dick would even look like. It was sleek and silicon, looking like a space-aged phallus with a long and flawless form with no grooves or imperfections upon it. It was almost identical to a dolphin’s penis from what Asriel had heard about them. And as promised, there were also two modestly-sized orbs that lingered underneath, being just as smooth and flawless as the cock itself.
CBC tented his brow and his cock went from an ivory white to blue to green to red all in the span of a few seconds, shifting naturally from one colour to the next.
“That’s a cute little party trick,” Dess quipped.
Asriel nodded. “Bet the girls love it.”
“Girls, boys, every other gender not covered by those two,” CBC stated, winking at him. “I’m not a particularly picky monster when it comes to taking people home.”
Chris finally came back with a small arsenal of drinks and snack foods, dumping them all out upon Terry’s desk. “We’ve got chips, fruit cups, soda, water, fruit juice, even grabbed some leftovers from the fridge which are…” He cracked open the container and sniffed it, immediately recoiling. “Which are going right in the trash!”
Asriel chuckled. “Fruit cup and water please.”
Dess nodded. “Same.”
Chris came over with two of each and handed them over. Asriel immediately wolfed down his fruit cup, appreciating the sweetness, before downing it with water. Dess was a smidge more reserved, taking a couple sips from the fruit cup before devouring it and then slowly sipping her own water.
Between the massage, fruit, caffeine, and fluids, Asriel started to feel in much better shape.
“So…” he nodded to CBC. “Are you going to fuck me with that RGB dick or what?”
CBC grinned. “I thought you’d never ask, bro.”
Julius slid away and allowed Asriel to settle back upon the bed, laying amongst the comfortable sheets and pillows.
“I’m still going to need some more time on my end,” Dess chimed before nodding to Julius. “You still offering up those free massages?”
“You know it,” Julius beamed, coming around the bed.
Though Asriel’s attention was now squarely on CBC as his friend came over and took up position at the foot of the bed. He flashed a smile and gripped his dick, taking a moment to change the colour to a nice calming purple.
“Does the colour do anything?” Asriel asked.
CBC shrugged. “No idea. Some people say that certain colours feel different but I think they’re just making shit up. I guess you’ll have to let me know.”
He braced himself against the bed and lined up the tip of his cock with Asriel’s hole. Thankfully, Asriel was still slick, meaning that the boombox had no issue pushing forwards and sliding his cock inside. It felt strange and cool, though not unpleasant by any stretch of the imagination.
CBC grunted as he bottomed out before drawing back and pumping into Asriel again. His pace was calm but growing a little swifter with every passing thrust. He was getting used to Asriel’s body and it showed in the way he used him, getting a little more forceful with every movement of his hips.
“Je suis…” CBC murmured as his voice was cut off by a frantic accented moan.
Asriel cocked a brow and watched as Terry came over and smacked CBC roughly on the back of the head. 
The boombox flinched and shook his head. “Sorry, sorry, switched to French mode there for a second,” he said, chuckling. “Sometimes the wires get crossed when I get all hot and bothered. I’m sure you know what that’s like.”
Asriel did not but nodded regardless.
Dess snickered. “That’s kind of cute.”
“It is until you’re trying to tie a girl up and have to explain the concept of a safeword to her in a language she doesn’t understand,” CBC said, scoffing. “If I had a nickel for every time that happened.”
He left it at that, however, as he focused the entirety of his attention on Asriel. His antenna twitched as he emboldened his pace, getting into a steady rhythm and pounding into Asriel with more and more force.
Asriel had never experienced something like CBC’s cock before. He had no idea if it was the colour but there was some sort of static and tingling sensation amongst his folds which was strangely pleasurable, causing some weird and unique form of nearly universal stimulation. He had never experienced anything like it before. It was nice and only enhanced the already nimble pace and excellent shape of CBC’s pride.
“What’s your cum like?” Dess asked.
CBC snorted and glanced at her. “You’ll find out soon enough, don’t you worry.”
He grunted and looked down at Asriel, winking at him. “God Carlos wasn’t kidding. You’re adorable when you’re in the zone. I love that little blush you get. It looks great on you. I can’t wait to see how good you look when you’re cumming.”
Asriel’s brain almost bricked at such a declaration, his eyes going wide.
“You can’t just say something like that!” he interjected.
CBC frowned, pausing for but a moment. “Does it… make you dysphoric?”
Asriel flushed. “Well, no…”
“Then I can say whatever the hell I want about you being cute,” CBC jeered, grinning with neon-coloured teeth. “Because I like fucking cute boys who get all flustered when they get complimented about how cute they are. And guess what, bro, you’re a really cute boy. Probably the cutest boy I’ve gotten to fuck in the past two months.”
Asriel covered his burning face with a hand. “S-shut up.”
“You are kind of cute, babe,” Dess teased.
“I hate you both,” Asriel groaned.
“Well let’s see if you hate me after this,” CBC added.
He drew back and slammed his cock deep into Asriel, clapping it against his hindquarters quite roughly. The sound of hard plastic against soft flesh was loud though strangely the firmness of CBC’s body didn’t really hurt all that much.
CBC dug his fingers into Asriel’s rump, growling as he pumped away with even more force. His pace soon took on the same hurried and frantic quality as that of the other frat bros, focusing on the sprint with no thought thrown to endurance.
“I’ve been thinking about this all week,” CBC groaned. “Haven’t even rubbed one out since I heard that Dess and Terry were putting this together. I wanted to make sure I was nice and pent up for when I finally got a chance to fuck you, big guy.”
Asriel gasped and let out such brash moans, feeling the familiar return of a heat within his loins, brewing against his core. It was hot and frantic, threatening to consume him utterly. He was rapidly returning to the brink, enjoying the strange tingling of the static that came off of CBC’s cock. It was unnatural but the strangeness of it only made it that much more enticing.
“Fuck I’m going to cum,” Asriel whined.
CBC grinned. “Cum for me, bro, I want to feel you clenching autour de mon penis.”
Terry bonked him on the head again.
“Shit, sorry,” CBC groaned. “Your pussy has me speaking French.”
Asriel closed his eyes and felt his back lift away from the sheets as he rode upon the edge, pressing his body against CBC’s. He was growing oh so close to that fateful little objective on the horizon. It was so tantalizing, so close and his current suitor seemed set on trying to reach it as quickly as possible, no matter what.
Then Asriel’s core gave as he plunged into yet another orgasm, his body shaking. He was surprised by the intensity of it, unsure where all of these juices could possibly be coming from after his two prior orgasms. His walls clenched firmly around CBC’s pride, cradling it tightly.
CBC cried out and pulled back abruptly, reaching down and stroking his cock to finish the job. He only kept at it for a few moments before thrusting forwards and reaching his own climax as well.
Asriel waited to see what would come forth, his eyes going wide as strands of something black erupted from CBC’s tip and launched high into the air, landing upon his pelvis and belly. It took him a moment to realize that it wasn’t a liquid but instead black strands that looked vaguely like ribbons.
“Is that cassette tape film?” Dess asked.
Asriel picked one up, feeling how warm it was between his fingers. He then nodded as he realized that it was.
“Angel, I’m glad you didn’t cum in me,” Asriel whispered.
CBC chuckled. “I’m pretty good at pulling out, don’t worry.”
He patted Asriel on the hip before drawing away and giving him a little bit of breathing room. This left only a single unfucked guy left in the room as Chris nodded towards him. The equine had his hands in his pockets though this only focused Asriel’s attention upon the truly impressive bulge that lingered in the crotch of his pants. The boy was packing and it was all natural.
“Think you can handle me big guy?” Chris teased.
Asriel shrugged. “Only one way to find out.”
Chris nodded and lumbered over, still having his hands in his pockets. He looked confident, bearing a slightly cocky smile and an unflinching swagger.
Not that he didn’t deserve to look that confident. No one with a cock that large should ever look anything but absolutely and totally confident with everything they did. He tilted his chin towards Asriel and winked at him.
“Wanna do the honours?” he asked.
Asriel nodded and sat up, leaning over the edge of the bed. He grabbed the zipper on Chris’ fly and started to pull it down. Underneath was a pair of boxers and struggling against them was that final little prize that was lingering under a thin layer of silken fabric
He couldn’t help but bite his lip, wanting it so badly. But first, he pressed forwards and pushed his nose against this bulge, drawing in a nice deep breath of the musky shaft that lingered underneath. It had a potent scent, one that was ladened with testosterone and all of those wonderful little things that came with fucking a boy.
Asriel gave it a kiss, appraising it, worshipping it, letting Chris know what exactly he had in mind through the actions of his lips alone. It seemed that Chris liked this as a pleasured little noise bubbled in the back of his throat.
Chris reached out and ran a hand through Asriel’s rich blonde hair, stroking it but also making it clear that he could seize a nice fistful if he really wanted to. Though he restrained himself for now, instead just constantly running a hand through it, treating him like a pet.
“Do you want a taste?” Chris asked.
Asriel nodded, feeling his cheeks warm. “Yes please.”
“Of course, the guy with a horse cock gets special blowjob privileges,” Julius grumbled.
Dess chuckled. “You can fuck my face if you want.” 
“Are you going to bite,” Julius murmured.
Dess grinned. “There’s only one way to find out.”
“That wasn’t a no…” Julius began.
“And is that going to change your mind?” Dess asked.
Julius snorted. “Absolutely not.”
Meanwhile, Asriel watched as Chris pulled down his pants and tugged at his boxers, finally exposing himself. It turned out that the stallion was only partially erect but was already potent in size, being long and girthy with an unflared tip and a fat medial ring that looked legitimately daunting.
Still, Asriel didn’t let such things get to him. He was possessed by a truly lustful spirit, almost grinning at the sight of a cock that large. He was going to be a good little throat goat and kiss that boy’s pelvis no matter what internal organs needed to be rearranged in order to ensure success at such an endeavour.
“Don’t mind only getting a blowjob?” Asriel asked, reaching out and gently grasping the base of Chris’ shaft.
Chris snorted. “Oh no… I’ll have to content myself with a blowjob whatever will I do?”
Asriel nodded and started to stroke the shaft, loving the warmth that radiated off of it. He positioned it before his mouth and took the tip between lips, rolling his tongue around the unflared head. It tasted potent and masculine, though in a way that Asriel absolutely adored. This was concentrated boy taste; the real good stuff.
He closed his eyes and made a pleasured little noise, gliding along Chris’ erection. His motions were curt but tame, taking a while to work up and giving himself plenty of time to enjoy the fullness of his friend’s erection.
Asriel reached forth and cradled his balls, surprised by how large they were. Sure, it made sense, considering the size of his shaft but still, each of them was heavy, probably the size of an orange. He massaged them as he worked, being extra careful with them as he heard Chris draw in a sharp breath.
Chris’s hand lingered on the back of Asriel’s head as he finally gripped a nice fistful of his golden hair. He didn’t use it as leverage to start fucking his face but instead just let it settle there. It was a message, much like the first, showing what he could do if he wasn’t pleased with Asriel’s performance.
Though Asriel was dead set on pleasing him, taking great pride as he dove deeper, getting a little swifter with his tempo. His tongue circled around in prompt little motions, gliding across Chris’s flesh and sampling it so eagerly.
Asriel could feel a warmth blossom within his loins, blushing as he felt the abundant slickness of his own arousal and the combined pleasure of four prior suitors leaking out of him. He was well used this evening and that filled him with both pleasure and pride, knowing that he had taken this many dicks in such a short amount of time.
And yet the night was still young, who said he couldn’t handle seconds or maybe even thirds at the rate he was going?
He realized that his mind was getting a little ahead of his body but it was so hard to think straight when both taste and smell were dominated by Chris’ rich essence. It was even harder to think when the sound of depravity filled his ears and the touch of a commanding hand rested upon the back of his head. Hell, even Asriel’s gaze was filled by nothing but this boy. It was a buffet for all five of his senses, ensuring that all he could focus on was sex.
Asriel pushed his fingers into himself and started to pump them away. His motions were clumsy but still pleasurable, helping to edge along that slight heat within his loins. It wasn’t long before it caught and really began to fester.
Chris snorted. “God, your mouth feels divine, Azzy. Do you suck guys off often?”
Asriel flushed and nodded with what capacity he still retained.
“Adorable,” Chris teased, ruffling his hair. “Just don’t push yourself too hard. Wouldn’t want you making a mess on Terry’s bed.”
“Wouldn’t be the first time,” Terry called, chuckling to himself.
Asriel’s lips reached the medial ring with the tip of Chris’ cock brushing against the back of his tongue. A tiny sputtering gag came forth and he pulled back just a little. Though Chris’ hand ensured that he continued to work, bobbing and lapping away like a depraved little animal.
Chris’ voice started to rise, emboldening and filling the air with a masculine song. It was a powerful drone, a rumble that seemed to ebb through his entire body. His grip tightened and for the first time, he applied a hint of pressure, just a little to provide Asriel with guidance.
Not that Asriel really needed it as he continued to bob away on his own, growing quicker and quicker with every passing moment. His cheeks bulged and tongue had essentially stopped moving, becoming a cushion to rest Chris’ impressive girth upon as he pressed deeper into his awaiting maw.
Asriel closed his eyes and just leaned into Chris’ hand, allowing him to set the pace and do what he pleased. He seemed to be cautious, taking his time, actually slowing Asriel down and giving him a moment to really appreciate having his face fucked. Though eventually, he started to press Asriel even deeper, seeming to throw caution to the wind as he succumbed to his depraved instincts.
The first attempt resulted in a sputtering gag with Chris pausing to give Asriel a chance to catch his breath. Though the second attempt was far more effective as the medial ring slipped into his mouth. The tip of Chris’ cock tickled that pesky little gag reflex even harder than before. 
Asriel pulled his fingers out of his cunt and balled them into a fist, pressing his thumb firmly into the palm of his hand. He didn’t understand the witchcraft involved with this technique but it seemed to settle his pesky little reflex, at least for now.
Asriel pressed forwards at Chris’ behest, allowing the stallion to push into his throat. It seemed like he would reach his objective though at the last moment that pesky reflex had other ideas, resulting in a guttural gagging sound and him promptly jerking back.
Thankfully, Chris allowed him to retreat and catch his breath. Instead, the equine reached out and stroked his hair, petting him again.
Asriel rasped for air, feeling a web of depraved fluids connect Chris’ erection to his lips. The taste of sex and the smell of depravity were both still heavy upon the air, muddling Asriel’s fragile little mind. It was so hard to think straight.
“Alright there, bro?” Chris asked.
Asriel nodded. “Y-yeah, sorry about that.”
“Hey, hey, hey, don’t you worry about apologizing, I know it can be a lot to handle,” Chris teased, flashing a cocksure smile. “Can’t really expect you to take it on the first try, right?”
Asriel nodded and drew in a deep breath, letting it out nice and slow. He then parted his lips and allowed Chris back between them. Like before, he started off cautious and careful, not wanting to overdo it right out of the gate. Still, he was a bit more confident than before, inching forwards quickly and taking him back to the medial ring with no issue.
He didn’t push beyond it, however, and instead drew back, pumping forwards at a steady pace. There was the constant squelch of lips against flesh, the slickness of pre and sex making things all the more fluid. In fact, it didn’t take Asriel long before he had started to build up his pace, going back to his prior swiftness in terms of tempo.
Chris once more grabbed his hair and yet again took on a guiding role. Only this time, he started off a bit firmer than before, pushing Asriel along at his own pace. It wasn’t long before Asriel was back against the medial ring and only a second longer before he was pushed beyond it, the tip of Chris’ cock brushing against the back of his throat and toying with that infernal reflex that lingered there.
Asriel balled his hand into a fist to stifle his gagging, steeling himself for when Chris would push beyond his comfort zone. Though even through the gagging Asriel powered on, blinking through the tears that were forming in his eyes. It was slow progress with Chris pushing inch by inch down his throat. His reflex battered against the obstruction but there would be no going back.
“Fuck Azzy,” Chris groaned. “Why is this the first blowjob I’ve ever gotten from you?” 
He pushed firmly with his hand and abruptly brought Asriel down to the very base of his cock. 
Asriel’s lips pressed against his pelvis and his nose was buried in the tuft of wild pubic fuzz. The cock in his throat burned and he couldn’t help but gag against it, letting out a series of increasingly desperate and depraved noises. He even reached up and gripped Chris’ leg, digging his fingers into it.
This only seemed to please Chris, however, who grinned down at him, running a thumb across his cheek. He collected a tear that was forming in the corner of Asriel’s eye and wiped it off upon the soft fur of his face.
“You look kind of cute choking on my cock like that,” Chris murmured.
Thankfully, he drew Asriel back to the medial ring, giving him a moment to regain his composure. Asriel’s breathing was frantic and desperate, trying to wolf down warm bursts of air from around the cock that was still lodged in his mouth.
Asriel attempted to please him, bringing his tongue back into things though soon found that he only had limited success in this endeavour, feeling a sudden fatigue settle in upon him. He looked up with pleading eyes, practically begging for Chris to lead the fray.
A request which Chris seemed to approve of as he used both of his hands to grip Asriel’s face, holding it steady. He then drew back and bucked his hips forwards, pumping between Asriel’s plush lips as if he was plowing into his cunt.
Asriel let out a sputtering gag but this barely deterred Chris who inched back and thrust forwards yet again. Chris pumped away with a fluid vigour, grunting with every little thrust. Soon spittle flew from his clenched teeth as he growled under his breath.
There was an electric shiver that coursed through Chris’ body and Asriel could tell that he was growing close. It was a hot situation to be in, totally at Chris’ mercy, and it brought a fresh warmth and wetness to his already soaked lower lips.
Asriel was starting to feel a little lightheaded, struggling to stay coherent and wondering when he would be allowed to breathe again.
The answer, it seemed, would be soon as Chris slammed him down to the base, one final time, and held him there. His fat cock twitched and the head expanded, flaring, making Asriel’s gagging even more violent. Though soon a rope of hot milky cum plastered the inside of his throat, coating it in a sticky sheen. It was soon followed by a second. Though before the third could come shooting forth, Chris drew back all the way to the very tip of his erection. This ensured that the third and fourth coated the inside of Asriel’s mouth, sharing the flavour. It tasted strong and potent, about what you’d expect from a stallion like this.
Only then did Chris finally pull back, his cock still rock hard as it hung there in the air. A web of raw depravity linked the two of them together as Asriel tried to breath through the murkiness of sex. It was hard to think straight but at the very least he could breathe again, rasping around the cum in his mouth.
“Holy shit, babe,” Dess whispered.
Asriel looked over and saw that she was watching, looking a little teary-eyed herself. Julius also gawked in absolute awe with his own soft cock now nestled between his legs. Then Asriel realized that everyone was now looking at him in utter shock.
“What?” Asriel rasped.
“That was fucking impressive bro,” Terry whispered.
Dess reached over and touched a hand to Asriel’s muzzle, using it to wipe some of the cum away before licking it off of her fingers. “Damn… that’s good.”
“Thanks,” Chris teased. “Made it myself.”
Asriel thudded back upon the sheets, letting out a heavy sigh of relief. His body felt fatigued, sore, and most importantly, very very sticky. He shifted in his position for a bit before looking towards Terry.
“Can I get a towel?” he asked.
Terry rushed into the hallway and came back a moment later with a mostly clean towel in hand.
“Thanks,” Asriel murmured.
He used it to wipe away the cum that clung to his muzzle and the stickiness that utterly coated his inner thighs. It did little to help but it was still something, at the very least stopping him from leaking out upon the sheets even more.
“So, what now?” Terry asked.
Asriel chuckled. “I think I need a nap.”
Terry nodded and looked towards Dess, pointing a finger at her.
“I’m going to keep my boy company. The least he deserves is someone to cuddle with after being a champ and taking that many dicks,” Dess teased, letting out a little yawn. “Plus, I think I took enough cock myself.”
“Got it,” Terry said before looking at the other guys present. “Alright frat bros, let’s start with the aftercare!”
Julius came over and settled down upon the foot of the bed. “Either of you want a foot massage?”
Dess purred. “Yes please.”
“Yo, Azzy!” Carlos called. “What do you want on your pizza?”
“Uh… meat lovers?” Asriel responded.
Carlos then pointed to Dess.
“Spicy chicken,” Dess replied. “Though with banana peppers instead of bell peppers if that’s possible.”
Carlos nodded and gave them a thumbs up. He then started to tap away at his phone, putting together an online order.
Meanwhile, CBC grabbed Terry’s phone. “What type of beats are you two interested in tonight? Because I’ll be your DJ this evening.”
“How about something poppy and upbeat?” Asriel suggested.
CBC nodded and put on a fresh playlist that was a little more appropriate for Asriel’s request.
Chris then came over. “You two comfortable? Need any extra pillows or anything?”
Dess shook her head and Asriel did the same.
Finally, Terry opened one of his desk drawers. “You two want any of the fun drugs?”
Asriel blinked. “Like what?”
“Molly, coke, shrooms, DMT, got a little acid left, uh some ket if you’re feeling like taking a trip outside of your body tonight,” Terry listed off. “Probably raid Vic’s stash if you want any fancy cocktails…” He snorted. “That dude’s liquor cabinet is legitimately amazing.”
“Uh…” Asriel let out a nervous laugh. “I’m good.”
“I’ll take some Molly,” Dess answered, causing Asriel to look at her and lift a brow. “What? It’s a house party.”
Asriel let out a soft chuckle and shook his head. “Fuck it, I’ll try some too.”
