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This story contains intense, graphic sexual
scenes featuring the following themes:

-Male/Hermaphrodite

-Oral Sex

-Themes of Slavery

-Wolf and Snake Furries

 


What is
“Furry?”

 



 


Nephew,

It is good to have an education. But there are many temptations and
distractions in college, I am told. So I have sent you a humble
gift, that you may focus more of your energy on your studies. Get
good grades, and make your family proud.

-Uncle R

Locke flicked the letter over to check the back,
grimacing. Nothing else. A present...?

His parents never talked about exactly what his
uncle did. They just wanted a normal life, to try and shake off the
bad rap snakes tend to get, but uncle Ramone seemed to play right
into it, so they'd always kept their distance. Locke wasn't sure he
wanted to know what uncle Ramone thought would be a good gift for a
college student. A little cash couldn't hurt, of course, but...
well, the envelope was empty. He frowned. "Uh..." his eyes flicked
up to the wolfess that had delivered the letter. "You have a
delivery for me?"

Standing in the doorway to his dorm room, the gray
canine kept her paws folded behind her back, her eyes on the floor.
She was pretty cute, actually, even stuffed in a baggy hoody and
ratty jeans. "Yes, master. This one has arrived." Her voice was
soft, deferent. He blinked. There was a glimmer, a fearful thought
in the back of his mind, but Locke was sure he was just
misunderstanding. Pretty sure.

He glanced around, and tilted his head after a
moment. "Ah... where?"

She took half a step forward, her feet landing
together on the very threshold to his room. "This one is present
and ready to serve." She was looking at the carpet between his
feet, now-- through the rather narrow gap between their bodies.

Locke drew a deep breath. Was uncle Ramone really...
mixed up in some kind of...? A door opened down the hallway. He
glanced that way and stepped back, flattening against the wall. "C,
come in," he hissed.

She promptly stepped inside, her shoulder brushing
his chest in the snug little hallway leading into the room proper.
He flung the door shut before anyone came wandering by to see. He
turned, and found her standing in the middle of the room that made
up the majority of his apartment-- in the midst of the piles of
laundry and garbage that halfway obscured his floor. She was facing
him, her eyes on a soda can. "Ah, geez..." He hustled into the room
and started picking up laundry, flinging it atop the overly full
hamper tucked into the corner.

A few minutes, and the snake finally settled with a
huff, looking around. It would have to do for now. The wolfess had
sat quietly on the bed at his request. He could finally talk to
her... or rather, he didn't have an excuse not to, now. He dragged
himself around to face her. "Um..." He glanced aside and pulled up
his chair, taking a seat in front of her. "...What's your
name?"

"This one remains unnamed," she answered.

His head sank. He was really in the middle of
something now, wasn't he... "Really? No name? What do people call
you?"

"Slave."

 

The word stung him. He drew a breath, but she went
on.

"This one is meant to be named by its master."

"I--!" He swallowed slowly, straightening out his
thoughts. "And... is that supposed to be me?"

She bowed her head. "If master wishes it."

"Well, I d--" he nearly snapped out a rejection, but
something caught him up. 'I don't,' he should say. But... looking
at her... he wasn't sure he could bring himself to say it. He
didn't want to be caught up in this kind of dirty business...
but... there was a thrill coursing somewhere deep inside him. A raw
excitement at the idea of... He pushed his hands to his face and
combed up through his hair. His bangs fell to smack his brows as he
cleared his throat. Tired. An uneventful Saturday had turned all
kinds of strange well past dark, and he didn't have the energy to
tackle this kind of problem right now. He just...

Well. Not like he could kick her out at this hour,
anyway. He looked around. "You must be tired, right? Long trip and
all." He sighed, rising to his feet. He had an extra blanket tucked
away in the closet, that should do well enough. "We can just...
talk about this in the morning. You take the bed." He spread his
comforter on the floor in the clear area he'd managed to make.

She took a beat to respond, watching him arrange his
sleeping space. "This one does not require such comfort. Master
would best be served to sleep in his bed." She sounded just a hint
uncomfortable.

"I've had worse than a carpet and a blanket, don't
worry about me." He gave a wry smile. "Bathroom's over there, if
you need it." As if she could get lost in the cramped studio. He
flicked off his lamp.

The wolfess seemed stiff, agitated, sitting still on
the bed. Locke pulled off his shirt with a sigh before stooping
down to sit on the blanket. A trace of moonlight through the single
window might have glinted off his scales, but his dark,
brown-on-brown patterned form should have been almost
indistinguishable. He shuffled down and wrapped the comforter over
himself, his tail winding out the bottom between his feet and along
the floor a ways.

She was still sitting there, he realized. "Go to
sleep." She lay down at his words, and after a while, she finally
crawled under the blankets. He watched the bed quietly, not feeling
so tired now that he was laid out. He tried and tried to convince
himself to sleep, until he finally managed to close his eyes. Sleep
took him.

Locke was in some kind of concrete bunker, or maybe
a really big basement. It was dank, with leaking pipes running
across the ceiling, and he thought there were rats skittering
around somewhere. But he had this orange. It kinda glowed,
actually, and it felt... really good. Just holding it felt good,
but when it was near his crotch, it felt... wow... Well... maybe he
should just... The world got a little blurry at the edges as he
pressed the orange to himself. Ohhh-hh-hhh...

He gasped, waking suddenly. The soft blue of morning
light made him squint a moment before his eyes tracked down. There
was a swell in his blanket, and he felt-- wet heat. He fumbled at
the blanket and moaned suddenly as a tongue dragged along the tip
of his most tender part, lips pushing slowly over the crown. His
head dragged up, and he threw back the blanket. His pants were
jerked down around his thighs, his cock free of its sheath and
throbbing softly as it pointed the way into a gray wolf's muzzle.
The canine's eyes fluttered open as the blanket fell away, but she
showed no signs of slowing. Rather, as he watched, she suddenly
dipped down, sliding his slow-twitching length deep into her
muzzle, letting his underside glide down her tongue. She drew and
set into a steady bobbing, slowly coating him with saliva as she
worked down his morning wood with soft lips and slick tongue.

The snake drew a slow, deep breath, his eyes glued
to the bouncing image of the wolf. This was not how he was supposed
to wake up this morning. He was trying to tell himself that-- and
to stop his hips from pushing up as those full lips slid down his
meat. He didn't know this girl, and he had no business smearing pre
all over her tongue. He was dipping deeper and deeper into her
mouth with every stroke, and she was warm down there... a luxurious
heat that he dipped into for barely a moment before drawing free
again, left wanting only more. This was wrong... His hips were
pushing up, and she met them thrust for thrust. His breath caught
suddenly when his tip jammed against a wall. The back of her
throat. His hips paused, missing a beat, but she pushed right on.
Another couple bobs, and he kissed that barrier again. He gasped,
and tensed as he met it again, firmer this time. There were still a
couple inches of bare shaft between her nose and his belly, and she
didn't seem to be slowing in her descent. She slid down his cock,
and he felt her throat split open around him just a moment. He
couldn't hold back a heavy, shuddering groan.

Something in her eyes might have been a smile, but
Locke's judgment was fuzzy at the moment. He was fairly certain he
shouldn't have been enjoying this, but his mind fumbled at reason
and sensibility, numbed to all but her touch. A warm muzzle was
wrapped around his long-abandoned snakehood, bathing him in drool
and the soft, welcoming flesh of a skilled mouth. And her throat...
it was just barely opening, squeezing him, swallowing perhaps half
his cockhead before sliding off again. Another bob, and it slid
deeper. His hips bucked suddenly, a loose grunt bursting from the
snake as his body flexed, guilt gripping him even as his hips
ground up in relish. His head was buried deep in the wolfess'
throat, his sheath snug to her lips and his belly pushed to meet
her nose. His hips fell suddenly, and he slid free of her throat
with a shiver. Thick throbs running up those slicked inches between
them hinted at the pre he was painting across the back of her
mouth.

She pressed down. A heavy, desperate groan squeezed
out of the snake as he slid into that throat once again, the
wolfess pushing down to firmly nuzzle into his belly of her own
accord. He shivered, his legs spreading a hint as his great, thick
tail slowly curled around her middle. Her muscles flexed, and a
long swallow dragged on his cockhead. He rasped out a barely
audible moan of pleasure, gripping at the blanket and staring at
the ceiling now. She dragged back, and he popped out of her throat,
but she was only bobbing up to slide on down his meat again until
her chin was nestled firmly against his sack. His hips trembled and
burned to drive up, to grind into that face, but he knew she was
coming down to hilt again. Instead, his tail wrapped loop after
loop around her, on down her leg. His body gripped at her
jealously, nearly of its own accord, as she poured raw pleasure
into him.

She didn't seem to mind. Her bobs picked up speed,
both paws spreading on the blanket under him for support as she
went to work. Her eyes had slipped closed again, and she consumed
his cock over and over, pulling back to only suckle on his very tip
before driving down to swallow him whole once again. He hissed
softly with each plunge, his body tensing and his length giving a
plump throb deep in her neck every time they drove together.

The cool morning air played over his bare chest,
sending a chill through him, yet this only contrasted sharply with
the warmth of her throat around him, creating a current of
sensation seeping up his belly. His room leapt into existence
around him-- he was nearly hitting his head on the desk. He'd
forgotten to clean under the bed. His attention was jumping around.
Anywhere. Anything but focusing on this delicious sensation
rippling up and down his shaft and driving him to his limits so
quickly... His eyes darted around. His tower of laundry had fallen
over. Some on the bed, too. Not his clothes...

His gaze shot back to the wolfess worshiping his
cock. She pulled up, eyes finally flicking open. For the first
time, she looked him in the eye-- while her lips sealed around his
head, dragging at it, suckling hungrily as her tongue danced some
kind of intricate and devilish ritual for summoning his orgasm.
Heavy orange. Big, luminous orange wolf eyes, like dual sunsets,
filled his vision as her lips pulled, revealing a hint of his
cockhead a moment before slurping it up again. Her posture shifted,
and two firm breasts rolled up to snuggle around the slick shaft of
his cock, sitting on his crotch as her belly snuggled to his sack.
Her paws slipped up, and she pushed those pert mounds together,
squishing them close around his shaft until the pink of his cock
disappeared in a valley of plush, white fur but for the last
twitching sliver visible between the top of her cleavage and her
greedy little mouth.

The snake gasped for breath in great gulps, his body
squirming, heaving under the wolfess' ministrations as he fought to
hold on by a finger. He grit his teeth suddenly as his body shook,
trying to hold back just one more second as his balls seized tight.
Orgasm was an abrupt wave of heat seizing his body, throwing him
off his elbows onto his back. He fired and fired, thick wads
pouring into that waiting muzzle until he ached. He'd barely even
met this girl last night, and here he was, pumping his seed across
the roof of her mouth. He'd only just woken up, but he was suddenly
quite content with the idea of going to sleep again, if only to
hide from the knowledge creeping in on him again.

He very well might have, in fact, if the wolfess had
settled down. But as soon as she'd swallowed his last drop, she'd
gone on to ever-so-carefully lick his cock clean, as it seemed some
had leaked down his shaft. The light touches to his sensitive piece
left him gasping softly and twitching, his tail loosening and
rebinding around her. Now that she had him, it didn't seem like she
meant to stop-- he was starting to get hard again, and he knew he
had to put a stop to it.

"Hey!" He sat up awkwardly. He'd slept a little
funny on the floor after all. "Um... Are you hungry?" She looked up
from suckling on one of his balls. "Er. F-for food, I mean. I don't
have much, but we should have breakfast." He smiled awkwardly.

She gave his nut one more lick before slowly
slipping free of it and licking her lips. "If master wishes
it."

Locke sagged a little. "...Right."
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Hey, thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this
story, please leave a review to let me know and encourage others to
read it! It would mean a lot. If you have any comments, questions,
or criticism, feel free to contact me at Lithiers@gmail.com.
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