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Author’s Note
 
    
 
    
 
   The author would like to point out that all the characters in this work of fiction are eighteen years of age or older. All sexual acts depicted in this book are totally consensual. It is not the author’s intention to offend any reader. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 
 
   It is my sincere hope that you enjoy this e-book. Get snuggled up with your favourite girl, boy or toy and read on…
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   Chapter 1
 
   Faster, Pussycat!
 
    
 
   “What did you say your name was?” Principal Foster asked again.
 
   “Meow,” I told him, again.
 
   “Your name isn’t Meow,” Principal Foster enforced.
 
   “How do you know?” I asked, tapping my claws on his desk.
 
   “Because Meow isn’t a name.”
 
   “Says who?”
 
   “Says the parents of America,” Foster said sternly. 
 
   I rolled my eyes and growled. It was the same old conversation—one I’d had one million times in my life. “You think you’re a what?” they ask. “Your name is what?” They just don’t understand. No one understands. I’m a cat! Get over it!
 
   “Can you take that hat off while you’re in my office?” Foster asked me, referring to my furry hood and ears. 
 
   “I need them to hear,” I told him.
 
   The principal sighed and placed his hand into his face. “How do I deal with this?” he muttered to himself.
 
   “Just don’t. It’s none of your business,” I said. 
 
   He looked at me harshly. “You wouldn’t want to be suspended on your first day at this school, would you? It would look really bad to be expelled one week and then immediately suspended the next. Your next stop is military school—you know that, right?” 
 
   I looked down at my paws. “Sorry,” I said defeated.
 
   Principal Foster sighed again. He looked around his desk and then picked up the phone.
 
   I was transferred to this school, William Morrissey High School, after I was expelled for clawing another girl during lunch. She deserved it though. She was a right bitch. We got into an argument about—you guessed it, whether I was actually a cat. She said, “It’s not like those are real claws.” I won that argument.
 
   It was the second school I’d been expelled from. I was doing pretty well for a few years. I was suspended back when I was thirteen. After this second expulsion, my parents considered moving us across the country. The decision was made final after they walked in me another animal-person fucking in my bedroom. His name was Growl, and he was a wolf.
 
   It just started out as me having someone over to vent my frustrations to, about being expelled. All of my friends were “furries”, as they called us, from a tightknit community. I asked Growl to come over, hoping he could make me feel better. He did, after all, always have wise words. He was a good friend of mine, and always seemed to listen.
 
   Long story short, he snuggled up close to give me a hug, and the hug quickly became a kiss. We made out for a while. I could feel his cock hardening under his furry bottoms. I reached down and rubbed it with my hand—I rubbed it hard, wrapping my fingers around its fierce girth. I found out that day that Wolf had a really big cock. I could feel it throbbing through his pants. No girl could resist a cock like that. I wished he had stopped me.
 
   After a bit of kissing and dick rubbing, Growl aggressively pulled my top down to my waist, letting my tits fall out. He went at them in true wolf-form, aggressively. He squeezed and gently bit my nipples before throwing me down onto the bed, reaching up my skirt and yanking down my panties. Looking back on it, I was being a bad cat that day.
 
   He fucked me senseless with his huge cock. I grabbed my tail and held on tightly. The moment my parents walked into the room was the same moment I started squirting everywhere. Growl pulled out and hid under the covers, leaving me naked and gushing uncontrollably in front of my timid mother. She ran out of the room crying.
 
   “I—I should go,” Growl said.
 
   “Well you may as well finish now, you idiot,” I said.
 
   He had to think about it, but he did indeed finish. He flipped me over onto my stomach and fucked me like a true wolf would, doggy-style. I came. He came. It was pretty good. But later that night, my parents told me they were taking me away. 
 
    My parents were very timid people. They’ve only ever brought up the fact that I’m a cat three times. Once after I first became a cat, once after I was expelled the first time, and once after we moved. The conversation went something like—
 
   “Hey honey?” my mother said.
 
   “Yes?” I asked. I was lying on the nice warm spot on the floor, where my brother had just been sitting.
 
   “Can I talk to you for a minute?”
 
   “Isn’t that what you’re already doing?”
 
   She was silent for a moment. “Have you ever thought about—You know—dressing like a normal girl?”
 
   The room went dead silent. My father, who was watching the television, practically froze in his place. It wasn’t the subject matter, but the way she worded it. It stung me deep, and my silent father and brother knew it.
 
   “Normal girl?” I asked, looking into my timid mother’s eyes. She looked away sharply, realizing she crossed a line. “Normal girl? Am I not normal enough for you?”
 
   “No! It’s not that! It’s just—You know what? Forget I said anything. I don’t know what I was thinking.”
 
   “No, I won’t forget it. I’m sorry I’m not normal enough for you, mom. I’m sorry I’m such a disappointment!” I yelled. I just wanted to hiss at the woman, but I held back. I got up and ran away. It was never brought up again.
 
   Principal Foster finally got through to my teacher. “Yes, Mrs. Wilson? It’s Principal Foster. Do you have a second?”
 
   I noticed a small dirty spot on my arm. Naturally, I licked my hand and began to wipe away the dirt. Principal Foster looked at me just like everyone else, wide eyed and confused. He continued sitting on the phone for a while.
 
    “S—Sorry, what was that?” he asked Mrs. Wilson. “Oh, right. I have a student here that you sent down. She, um, thinks she is a cat?” Principal Foster waited for a response. “Right—She won’t tell me her name. She keeps saying that it’s ‘Meow’”. 
 
   I waited for the grumpy principal to finish his phone call. In the interim, I played with my tail, combing it with my claws.
 
   “Jessica? Thank you Mrs. Wilson,” Principal Foster said as he hung up the phone. “Jessica?” he said to me.
 
   “Who’s that?” I asked condescendingly. That was the name on my birth certificate, and apparently on the school attendance.
 
   “That’s you—And that’s what I’m going to call you. Now—Jessica—Mrs. Wilson told you that there’s no wearing hats or hoods in class. Want to tell me what you told her?”
 
   “I told her to shove a hat up her…”
 
   “Right,” the principal interrupted. “We don’t say things like that here. Saying things like that will get you—oh, I don’t know—expelled.” 
 
   “Sorry.”
 
   “Are you actually? Because you don’t sound sorry.”
 
   I rolled my eyes.
 
   “Just entertain me, Jessica—please. Don’t say things like that, and we’ll get along fine.”
 
   “Fine,” I pouted.
 
   “You can go back to class. I don’t think it’s necessary to call your parents.”
 
   “Thanks,” I said, standing up sharply.
 
   “Oh, and Jessica,” Foster started.
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Take off the hood, please.”
 
   “What?” I snapped. “That little brown kid wears his mummy wrap thing!”
 
   “His name is Jonathan, not ‘that little brown kid’, and it’s called a turban. It’s a religious thing.” 
 
   “This is my turban!”
 
   “That is not a turban.”
 
   “Would you rather I come to school in a turban tomorrow?” I asked.
 
   “Please don’t. That would be extremely offensive to some of your classmates.”
 
   “But maybe that’s my new religion. Maybe after I look into it tonight, I’ll be really into it.”
 
   Principal Foster sighed and rubbed his eyes. “Fine! Just wear the cat thing-- I don’t care anymore. I’m retiring in two years anyway.” 
 
   I smiled, showing my pointed canine teeth. “Thanks!” I turned and left the room.
 
   My class was full of a bunch of loser automatons. All the girls wore the same crop top and tight black spandex leggings. They all sat brainlessly as they twirled their hair between their fingers, texting boys they want to fuck underneath their desks. Meanwhile, all the men had the same Justin Beiber hair-doo, swirled and pushed around their head like a bunch of faggy retards. They all wore skinny jeans, accentuating their lack of muscle-tone, and sleeveless shirts.
 
   There was one boy who stuck out. I didn’t know his name, but he was kind of cute. He wore a black hoodie, and had long shaggy hair, pushed off his face unlike the other losers in the class. He sat far away from the rest of the classroom robots. Every time I looked over, he was doodling in a notebook. What he was doodling—I have no idea, but I thought it was cool regardless.
 
   He looked up at me and smiled. I looked away sharply as I walked into the class from the office. Mrs. Wilson was just getting off the phone, presumably with Principal Foster. She looked at me with a hidden look of disgust before walking back in front of her brainless classroom. 
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   Chapter 2
 
   The Meet Up
 
    
 
   Fridays are everyone’s favourite weekday for obvious reasons—the week is over, the weekend begins and everyone congregates at their favourite bars and clubs. My favourite day of the week is Wednesday, the day all the other people like me meet up and get away from the judging masses.
 
   This particular Wednesday was a very special meet up for me—It was my first one in this city. At my going away party in my last city, my friends told me that the meet ups here were good ones. They told me where to go, and that they took place on Wednesdays (which was the same as I was used to). 
 
   But before I could go out to the meet up, I had to power through dinner with my family.
 
   “So, Meow. How was your first day of school?” my mother asked with the biggest, fakest smile you’ve ever seen on her face.
 
   “It was fine.”
 
   “Just fine?”
 
   “Well, it was actually very boring. The teachers are all really dumb, and the principal is a spaz.”
 
   “The principal? Why did you see the principal?”
 
   “Oh—I just saw him—uh—in the hall. He just looked really spazzy…” I lied.
 
   “Oh, that’s no good.”
 
   “No,” I agreed.
 
   “Did you make any new friends?” she asked, as if I had old friends at my old school.
 
   “No.”
 
   “There’s no one you want to be friends with?” she asked.
 
   “No—Everyone sucks.”
 
   “Oh, that’s no good.” My mother often sounded like a broken record.
 
   I quickly scarfed down my food, literally licking the plate clean as I finished. Some of the gravy got in my hood’s fur. “Thanks for dinner—can I go?” I asked.
 
   My silent father looked up at me. 
 
   “Go where?” my mother asked. 
 
   “Meet up with some people.”
 
   “What people? You don’t know any people. I thought you didn’t make any friends.”
 
   “Oh—Actually I did meet some friends,” I lied. “I forgot about them. Adam and—um—Cindy. Yeah—Good ol’ Adam and Cindy.”
 
   “Oh, I see…” my mother said.
 
   “Anyway—See you later!” I said, not waiting for my mother to tell me no. I quickly made my way up to my room and started to get ready. I cleaned the gravy out of my fur, straightened my whiskers, and brushed my tail. I stood up tall, looking in the mirror. Carefully, I pushed my tits up in my tight shirt. I didn’t know what to expect, going to meet this whole new group of my kind. 
 
   I carefully applied some dark red lipstick and a generous amount of dark eye shadow. I used some mascara to darken my whiskers. I looked fierce. I took a deep breath. I was ready.
 
   I grabbed my smallest purse, loaded it with some of my makeup and my wallet, and I took off for the bus.
 
   I didn’t know anything about this new city. All the street names were foreign. In my old town, all the streets were numbered: first street, second street, and so on. Here, they were named things like Arbutus Street and Oak Road. I had to fully rely on my phone’s directions, which brought me to a desolate bus stop. It took the bus a good fifteen minutes to arrive. By the time it came, the sun had fully set and I was alone in a dark, foreign city.
 
   The bus driver looked me up and down as I stepped on. He had an expressionless look of confusion, which I ignored as I walked towards the back after paying my fare. There was only one other person on the bus-- a dishevelled homeless man who was likely just riding the bus in circles until the driver finished his shift. 
 
   I stared down at my phone, watching my little GPS tracker as it approached my bus stop. After a long, half an hour ride I reached my destination. It was far out of the residential area of town, in a cluster of warehouses. There wasn’t a soul in sight. I was beginning to think I had the wrong address. Still, I continued to follow my digital map to the exact location. It was a large, grungy warehouse. There were about a dozen cars parked around it, and I could hear the deep bass of music playing within. I walked around the building, looking for a door. Finally, I found it. I took another deep breath and then entered. 
 
   The warehouse was dark, with flashing coloured lights. There were about thirty or forty other people like me—people who were part animal, and knew it. Most of them had their faces covered by their animal faces. There were other cats, a lot of foxes and a few dogs. Some of the animals were dancing, but most were standing around, drinking and mingling with one another. As I shyly walked through the room, I noticed one animal that was dancing alone—an elephant. He looked like he was having the time of his life as he wiggled to the loud club music being played. I stopped and looked around. Where do I start? How do I break into the community?
 
   I looked over at a group of foxes that were chatting. One of them looked over. The top part of his face was masked by his hood, which cut off just above his mouth. He had very long whiskers, and his fur was a dark orange. He smiled at me. Shyly, I looked away. Even though I was surrounded by my own kind, I felt out of my element. 
 
   “Hey there,” a voice said behind me. I turned around to see a short mouse standing before me.
 
   “Hi,” I said.
 
   “Wanna yiff?” he asked. ‘Yiffing’ was a term some people like me used in lieu of “fuck”. 
 
   “Fuck off, mouse,” I said.
 
   His expression dropped and he turned away from me. Sadly, not all people like me were as respectable as I. I continued to walk through the room. There was a bar set up at one end of the massive room. The bartender was another fox.
 
   “What can I get ya?” the bartender fox asked.
 
   “A shot of something—anything,” I said. I needed to take the nervous edge off. “Make that two.”
 
   The bartender poured me my drinks. “I don’t think I’ve seen you here before,” he observed.
 
   “I’m new.”
 
   “What’s your name?”
 
   “Meow.”
 
   “I’m Horus.”
 
   “Hi Horus,” I said. 
 
   “These are on me,” he said, putting my two shots down in front of me. I didn’t hesitate to pound both, almost immediately feeling the effects of the alcohol. 
 
   “Thanks,” I said. 
 
   “Your popular,” Horus said with a smile on his face.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “All the boys like you. They’re all staring at you.”
 
   I turned and looked back, seeing a number of heads quickly spinning around, pretending they weren’t staring at me. 
 
   “Does everyone here just want to yiff?” I asked.
 
   “Not everybody, but you should be careful. Maybe wear a looser shirt and a longer skirt next time you come.” I guess my tight black shirt and short skirt wasn’t the best idea. “Most of the animals here are really cool once you get to know them.”
 
   “Hey Horus,” a male’s voice said beside me. “I’ll have another, please.” I looked over. It was the dark orange fox. He looked over at me and smiled. My nerves overtook my body, and I quickly looked away.
 
   “Hey,” the fox said. I looked back over and forced a smile.
 
   “Hi,” I said.
 
   “Meow, right?” he asked.
 
   “Yeah—How did you know?”
 
   He smiled. “Word gets around,” he said.
 
   “Right…” I said.
 
   “I like your ears,” he said, smiling.
 
   “Thanks. I like yours too.” 
 
   “Thanks,” he said, stroking his ears with his hand. “I made them myself.”
 
   “Me too,” I said. 
 
   “You want a drink?” he asked.
 
   “Um,” I thought.
 
   Before I could answer, Horus looked up to the bartender. “Hey Horus, put another of whatever she’s drinking on my tab.”
 
   “Alright,” Horus said. “Another shot of straight vodka.”
 
   I blushed.
 
   “Classy,” the fox jabbed.
 
   “What’s your name?” I asked.
 
   “Vix,” he said.
 
   “Cool.”
 
   Horus dropped off our drinks. “There you go.” We picked them up and cheered.
 
   “To new beginnings,” Vix said. We clanked our glasses together. I took my shot.
 
   “And what’s your new beginning?” I asked.
 
   “I’ve only been here for a few weeks,” he said.
 
   “Do you like it?” I asked.
 
   He smiled. He had a cute smile. He fiddled his fingers about his beer bottle. “I dunno. It’s different. I’ve made some changes.”
 
   “You don’t sound like you like it very much.”
 
   “Well—I’m still getting used to the changes… Compromises I should say.”
 
   “Care to explain?”
 
   He sighed. His cute smile disappeared. “It’s a long story.”
 
   “Well, I don’t have anyone else to talk to, and I have all night.”
 
   The music in the warehouse club got pumped up louder as more and more animals began to dance. Vix smiled again. “Want to get out of here?”
 
   I shyly returned to smile. “Sure,” I said. 
 
   Vix and I walked across the warehouse district for about twenty minutes, chatting about life and other pointless things. Like me, his parents took him and moved because they thought it was odd that he “thought he was a fox”. Unlike me, he only dressed like himself on Wednesday nights, secretly after his parents went to bed. 
 
   “I literally made a tape of me snoring that loops every twenty minutes. It’s loud enough you can hear it from the hallway outside my room,” he told me.
 
   “Wow,” I said. “So your parents are way more strict than mine.”
 
   “My parents are very conservative people.”
 
   “My parents don’t give a shit,” I said. “Well—They do, they’re just too shy to ever do anything about me.”
 
   “They don’t comment on your cat ears whenever you put them on?” he asked.
 
   “They’re always on,” I said. “Plus, they don’t need to say anything. I can see it in their faces that they think I’m a fuck up.” 
 
   “Well, one day you can be on your own and do whatever you want without being judged,” he said. I looked around. The night was silent, and dark. None of the lights in the nearby warehouses were on/
 
   I laughed. “Yeah, right.” 
 
   “What?” he asked. We began to cross a road.
 
   “As if it’s just my parents. I can’t go ten damned steps without being judged. Where are we going?”
 
   “We’re almost there—This is super cool.” Vix’s tail swayed elegantly from side to side as he walked. It had a clean, white tip on the end of it.
 
   We finally reached a tall fence surrounding an old theme park. We walked around the park for a bit before we reached a hole we were able to sneak through. The park was dark and forlorn. 
 
   “What is this place?” I asked.
 
   “It’s the town theme park. It’s only open during the summer time apparently. After the summer, it just becomes some quiet place to get away from the world.”
 
   “It’s so pretty,” I said, admiring a tall Ferris wheel, the lights on which were lit, glowing in the night sky. 
 
   “I found it a few nights ago.”
 
   Suddenly, we could see a light moving in the distance.
 
   “Shit!” Vix said, grabbing my hand and pulling me out of sight. We quickly snuck behind a shooting gallery stand. Vix pulled me down by my arm. I fell on top of him. He covered my mouth. “It’s the security guard,” Vix whispered. “He’s usually asleep in his truck.”
 
   We could see the light from the security guard’s flashlight pass by. I looked over into Vix’s eyes, which were just mere inches from my own. I could barely see his dark eyes through his fox hood, but I could tell he was staring into my eyes. Then, I realized his hand was on mine, and my tail had become wrapped around him. My heart began to beat quickly against my chest—not from nearly being caught, but from the sudden tingling in my heart from staring into Vix’s eyes. I could feel his heart beating too. 
 
   The guard was long past, but we remained together. Almost out of control of my body, my hand began to slide down from where it landed on Vix’s chest towards his crotch. I passed over his furry stomach towards his furry pelvis. He took a deep breath in, one of his arms wrapping around me. I could feel his hand slide up, under my shirt. His warm fingers began to slide towards my tits.
 
   Then, I stopped abruptly. “I—I have to go,” I said. I barely knew the guy—this was probably his intention all along. 
 
   “Meow,” he said, trying to stop me.
 
   I stood up and walked to the doorway of the booth. I didn’t look back at him.
 
   “Meow, wait!” he said. “I’m not like this—really!” he said.
 
   It was too late. I was already running home. Just like Growl, all he wanted was sex. I was starting to feel like the only people who cared to get to know me were the people who wanted to fuck me.
 
   I ran all the way to my bus stop and began to cry. If I couldn’t even have a really connection with someone of my own kind, then who would I have a connection with? 
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   Chapter 3
 
   Back to School
 
    
 
   The next day at school started out as any typical day in the like of Meow. As I walked into the class, everyone stared at me like I was the queen of the freaks. Throughout all of first period I could hear people whispering amongst one another.
 
   I couldn’t pay attention to useless physics lesson that was taking place up front. The teacher was trying to explain some Newtonian law—I don’t know—something boring. I looked over across the class. The guy with the scruffy hair was doodling in his notebook. I was envious of his ability to not care whatsoever about being social. He was happy just doodling in his notebook. He looked up at me, and when he realized I was looking at him, he smiled.
 
   Quickly, I looked away. Damn it! I have to stop getting caught like that.
 
   The class dragged on and eventually it was lunch. Normally, I would pack a lunch the night before school, but for obvious reasons, I didn’t get to that the previous night. Instead, I would have to go to the lunchroom and buy lunch amongst all the other automatons.
 
   “Hey freak,” someone said behind me. I turned around. It was a tall boy. He had a muscular build and was likely in his senior year. He was holding a football—not because he was currently playing football, but because he liked people to know that he was in fact on the football team.
 
   “What?” I asked, unimpressed by his highly original jab.
 
   “Your name’s Meow?”
 
   “So?”
 
   He laughed. “Do you meow during sex?” All of his buddies joined in the laughter. 
 
   “It’s better than crying during sex, you shit brained asshole.”
 
   His face turned red and his expression dropped. “What the fuck did you say?” he asked.
 
   “You heard me, pencil dick.”
 
   I could see his hand curl into a fist. “Say it again.”
 
   “What—are you going to hit a girl?”
 
   “Say it,” he said, ignoring me.
 
   “You’re a pencil dicked fuck who likes to take it in the ass,” I said.
 
   Then, the football jock pulled his arm back, preparing it for a punch right to my face. But just before he could connect his fist to my face, he was tackled to the ground. His attacker and him scuffled on the ground for a moment before the attacker rolled on top. It was the dark haired guy from the corner.  He delivered a swift blow to the football jock’s face. The other football friends just stood and watched.
 
   Then, my scruffy haired saviour stood up. 
 
   “Don’t just stand there!” the football jock cried from the ground. His friends took action and started to charge.
 
   “C’mon!” my rescuer yelled as he grabbed me and began to lead me down the hall. We ran around the corner as hard as we could—two jocks on our tails. My saviour was fast, pulling my arm so that I could move faster.
 
   We turned around a corner and then the man quickly pulled me into an empty classroom and shut the door. We could hear the jocks run by. Both of us stood for a moment and caught our breaths.
 
   “T—Thanks for that,” I said.
 
   “No problem.” The man smiled.
 
   “You didn’t have to do that. I’ve been punched in the face before.”
 
   “I didn’t want to see you get punched in the face.”
 
   “Maybe I deserved it.”
 
   “No,” he said. I looked into his eyes and suddenly felt a strange sensation—as if I knew him.
 
   “What’s your name?” I asked.
 
   He smiled. “Vix,” he said. It was him—out of costume. 
 
   “Vix?” I said in a state of near-disbelief. 
 
   “I’m so sorry about last night… I don’t know what I was thinking.”
 
   “It’s okay—I overreacted. I led you on.”
 
   “I’ll understand if you don’t want to be my friend—but I’m still going to stop people from punching your face.”
 
   I smiled. Then, I kissed him on the cheek. He blushed. 
 
   “We better get back to class,” he said. Then, my emotions took hold of my body. I leaned in and kissed Vix on the lips. I stroked the tip of my tongue along his bottom lip. At first, Vix was tense, but he quickly relaxed and kissed back. 
 
   “I like you, Meow. But I don’t want you to think that I saved you just to--you know.”
 
   “I don’t think that. I like you. I just—I’ve been hurt before.”
 
   “I won’t hurt you.”
 
   I looked into his eyes. “You promise?”
 
   He smiled. “Promise.”
 
   I stepped in closer and hugged my arms around him, kissing him deeply. His lips were so soft. I felt his tongue tickle my bottom lip as we made out.
 
   I slid one of my hands slowly around to his chest, feeling his muscles through his shirt. He was ripped underneath—which was surprising to me. I ran my fingers along his rippling abs, downwards.
 
   Then, I slipped my hand down even more, onto his cock. I could feel it through the denim of his pants. It was thick. I was so sexually charged. I needed that cock so badly. I began to rub my hand up and down the length of his shaft. I felt it begin to throb and grow bigger and bigger. His free arm wrapped around me and grabbed my side. He pulled me in closer again. Our bodies were pressed up against one another. He rubbed his big strong hand up and down my side.
 
   I took my hand from his cock and moved it up to the waistband of his pants. I slid it down. I could feel his thick man bush as I made my way to his big, bare throbbing dick. I grabbed his meat in my hand and began to stroke it. It grew so large, that I couldn’t even touch my fingers together as they wrapped around it.
 
   “Fuck me right here,” I said to him.
 
   He laid me down on a table, and then began to undo his belt.
 
   “Fuck me,” I said again. I was so hungry for his big, manly cock.
 
   He pulled off his shirt, revealing his cut torso. I remained still as I watched him undress.
 
   He leaned forward and took my skirt from the base and began to pull it up over my body. I lifted my hips up off of the table so he could slip the outfit over me. As he pulled the skirt off, I reached down and pulled his pants down to his knees, along with his boxers. His huge hard cock dangled over me and I could smell his manly lingering in the air. I took his manhood in my both of my hands and pulled on it. I looked up at Vix.
 
   I looked him in the eyes, letting him know that I wanted it. He climbed up on the table, took a step over me and planted his knees on either side of my hips. His cock dangled right in front of my face. I took it and guided it into my mouth. It was so thick; I couldn’t even fit it in. I took my tongue and slid it from the base of his dick to the throbbing tip. It tasted so good and sweet. I did it again, applying more pressure. Every taste made me want it more and more. I had to have it. I took his dick again and lined it up with my mouth. I opened as wide as I possibly could and I shoved it in. 
 
   I miraculously managed to stuff it into my mouth. I began to suck and thrust my head forward and back keeping one hand on the base of his shaft. I heard him let out a deep moan. I pushed my hand back into his hairy bush and then began to stroke his shaft while I blew him. With my other hand, I reached around and began to massage his asshole.
 
   “Fuck,” he said, in pleasure.
 
   I kept pushing his enormous cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. God, it felt so good. It slammed into the back of my throat over and over. I breathed in through my nose then pushed my head forward. I opened up my throat and started to push his cock into my mouth, deeper and deeper. I could feel his long cock throbbing deep in my throat. I began to gag.
 
   He began to thrust himself into my mouth. I removed my hand from his cock and placed it on his side. He humped my face, over and over, sending his throbber deeper and deeper down my throat. His thick bush began to push into my nose. I gagged over and over but I didn’t care. I was so hungry for his dick.
 
   He slid his penis out, pulling a long strand of saliva over my furry ears and hood. I coughed. My head fell back and I tried to catch my breath. His dick was gargantuan, almost extending all the way up to his chest as it dripped with my saliva. He began to remove my panties, exposing my dripping wet pussy. My panties had already soaked through; I was so horny.
 
   He moved himself back and aligned his cock with my slit. I took my hands and placed them on the sides of his body.
 
   Then, I felt him penetrate me. His cock pushed hard against the tight walls of my pussy and I could feel his veins pumping blood through his cock. He pushed his wet manhood in deeper and deeper, slowly. Once his hairy pelvis reached mine, all the blood seemed to leave my extremities and flowed into my lady place. My head fell back again and I surrendered to him.
 
   He pulled out slowly and then slammed himself into me hard, squishing my warm wet pussy juice out, all over my legs. He did it again and again, harder and harder. I couldn’t move. I was completely limp as he pounded me. I could hear my vagina slurp every time he pulled back. With my hands, I began to guide him in harder. I pulled my hips up every time, getting the most out of every thrust. He began to accelerate. My pussy was getting hotter and hotter. It began to tingle and pulsate, like an epileptic at a Pink Floyd concert. The tingle became stronger and stronger. I reached down with one of my hands and began to rub my clit, feeling his cock push by with the tips of my fingers.
 
   I was about to cum. I lost all feeling in my body and my autonomic system took over. I began thrusting my body into his almost as hard as he was into me. We both began to accelerate, in time with one another. His dick was becoming harder and harder, like it was made of stone and his veins were throbbing so hard I could feel them pulse against my pussy. I was so close. My pulsing pussy released another bout of hot juice.
 
   I came as he groaned loudly and my pussy muscles constricted around his hard cock. He came too. His hot cum began to fill my pussy as he shoved himself into me aggressively.
 
   I looked up into his handsome eyes and he looked down into mine. He leaned down and kissed me on the lips. I felt his throbbing dick slip out of me and his cum began to trickle down my leg.
 
   I smiled. We lay together for a while, past the fourth period bell. 
 
   “We should probably get back to class,” Vix said.
 
   “Fuck class,” I said. “Let’s stay here.”
 
   He smiled. “Alright,” he said. 
 
   I learned a lot from Vix, about ignoring social stigma. I convinced him to start wearing his fox outfit to school. The first day he showed up in it, I watched Principal Foster face-palm and shake his head. 
 
   Sure, we got looks from everyone as he held hands through the school hallways, our tails dangling behind us—but we were happy. We were ourselves—not adding to the many drones in the robot army that was our high school.
 
   As a matter of fact, a few days after Vix started to wear his fox outfit, more furries started to come out of hiding. More people started to come to school with their ears and tails out. It wasn’t long before we were just accepted the way we were—the way we were born. 
 
    
 
   The End
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