CHAPTER 4

REALIZATION

Daevon pushed his new glasses further up onto his snout as he inspected how they looked for the umpteenth time in the bathroom mirror. The thin black rims were nearly invisible against his dark blue scales. If they were any thinner he’d basically just be wearing contact lenses. His identical backup pair meant that there should be no more itchy tape for a long time.

It was early Sunday afternoon, and Daevon’s dad had just left to get groceries. Daevon hadn’t felt like going into town again today, so he’d elected to stay home. He wanted to rest for just one more day. He had three more days at school before he had his exams and even though it’d all be over in a week and a half for himself, he was envious that Baize was already starting his exams tomorrow and would be finishing on Thursday.

Baize… Yesterday… His birthday… Daevon had been grateful for his new glasses from dad and the rare comics Baize had found for him, but that other gift hadn’t left his mind at all since yesterday morning.

Why did it make him so horny? It had been so awkward!
Those thoughts yet again took over his admiration of his glasses. In his reflection, he could see his loincloth moving as his cock started to uncurl out of its slit beneath it.

Damn it. He couldn’t seem to stop. After having somehow been able to keep a semi-erection curled up inside himself throughout the trip to pick up his glasses, he’d gotten home and locked himself in the bathroom until he’d stroked one out. Then, he’d whacked off before hopping into bed. He’d woken up with a sticky, white patch in his sheets after having dreamed that he was the one fucking and filling the mare from the video. And then he’d wanked again during his morning shower.

His hormones had never been this active before. That video had been so hot. Maybe he’d have had more control if he’d ever once actually done what most teenagers did and looked something like that up ages ago. Oh well, too late now – besides, he had plenty of time to deal with this whilst his dad was out.

Maybe if he watched the video again, he could deal with it quickly? Oh yeah, he could watch one of the other scenes on the DVD! No. No, that first scene was still burned into his brain. Watching anything more would just mean he’d have more mares on his mind. A sultry smile spread across his snout as he watched his cock grow.

Gotta get myself a mare, he thought hungrily. Then I’d be able to do what that stallion did myself.
His loincloth was now completely, uselessly pushed to the side, his dick fully erect. As his tapered purple cock finished engorging, it lightly as his tip curled lightly upward before ultimately pointing downward. He let some spit pool up in his mouth and then flicked out his pale blue, forked tongue, using it as a bridge to fill his hand with drool. He reached down to his shaft and slathered his lube onto it, beginning to masturbate with a pleasured sigh. He looked up from his cock and into the mirror at its reflection.

Hey, seeing myself in the mirror is fun. It was like watching someone else mimic his movements and Daevon found himself staring at his reflection’s wanking. Again, why hadn’t he done this before? It was much more exciting than just pointing his erection at the toilet. He finally noticed that his glasses had been slowly sliding down his snout as he’d been looking down and so pushed them back up again.

How was he already starting to feel close? He’d already cum once today and four times yesterday, if he included his wet dream… and yet it was always intense. Staring at his reflected rod as he vigorously stroked, his mind started clouding over with those tantalizing snippets of fantasy that normally came from masturbation. His mind could picture him doing anyone, any girl… that hot as fuck mare… 

He was again in the place of that stallion, his prehensile penis sliding effortlessly in and out… in and out… in and out… of her juicy, supple pussy. Oh yes, one final thrust, and he’d fill her flower with his seed! Oh, yeah… come on now… 

In real life, he leaned forward so that his cum would fill the bathroom sink… in his mind he lunged forward so that he could give her a deep, passionate kiss as he released inside her. Both in and out of his fantasy, he closed his eyes, letting out a pleasured moan as his lips met the mare’s... his lips left hers ever so briefly, so that he could get better purchase for the next, even deeper kiss…

“Thank you,” whispered Baize’s voice from her lips before they could reconnect with his.

Daevon’s eyes shot open as he came, splattering his mess across the bathroom sink. The final snap of fantasy in his mind was of his lips parting with Baize’s, his friend’s furry balls pressed into his stomach with his long pink cock standing in the air between them. The mare was gone. He’d just cum deep inside Baize’s ass.

Oh god, he couldn’t stop stroking! More, he had to have more! With a loud shout of ecstasy, he came a second time, barely ten seconds after the first, coating the sink with even more of himself. That’s funny. Baize isn’t a mare. His mental image pulled back from the kiss as he realized he wasn’t tickling a mare’s pussy. Rather, he was tickling a large pair of balls and a handsome, huge pink cock. The lips Daevon was parting from were smiling confidently as they thanked him for giving such pleasure, his friend’s eyes lovingly gazing deep into his own. Baize leaned up into him, pulling him back down for another perfect kiss.

What?!
Gasping both in relief of his release and his sudden shock, Daevon stared at the filled sink, releasing his still-dripping member as he tried to process what had just happened. This time… the mare had become Baize. The mare, with her ample breasts, toned body, white coat and oh-so-inviting vagina, was beyond hot. The porn actress had made him weak at the knees… But Baize was hotter.

Stop! Daevon was taken aback. He looked his reflection in the eye, burning his gaze into himself. What am I thinking? He’d only ever thought about the hot girls at school like that before. Never a guy! Never Baize, his best friend, of all people! He was a lady’s man, damn it!

And yet he’d never had a lady… or anyone else of any orientation, for that matter. But after years of pining after girls, this simply made no sense. He couldn’t risk losing his best friend over some horny thoughts – he was effectively his only true friend… Maybe a hot bath would help clear his mind.

Daevon turned on the sink’s tap and wiped away the evidence of his ejaculation(s). He rounded to face the tub, bent down to put in the plug and used his tail to turn on the taps. He tried to make sense of what had just happened, but that was just it – it didn’t make sense to him. It had to be some more rogue hormones, that was the only explanation. His first ever porn experience having Baize there with him, they had both gotten carried away, and now his dick was telling his brain that everything was hot.

But Baize was hot. Despite being a bit portly, the young stallion still looked like he worked out… and that was because he did. He lifted weights, he went for a trot or a stroll once every few days and he could even do pull-ups at the gym. Daevon just had lucky genetics; alongside his similar interests to Daevon, Baize genuinely worked out for his good looks.

Enough. There was plenty of water in the tub now for him to just soak for a bit. Daevon turned off the taps, undid his loincloth and flopped into the bath, draping his tail over the side and onto the bathroom floor. It was instantly soothing to his racing mind. All that upset him now was the fact that he’d forgotten to put in some bubbles. But otherwise, this was perfect. Heat was a dragon’s friend.

Of course! He knew what was going on now! He’d pined after girls for so long, but he’d never actually acted on it before. Yes, Baize was hot and yes there was a perfect girl out there for him, and yes, he had a lot to offer a girl as well. This was his body finally telling him to get off his ass, and go get a girlfriend. Everything was finally starting to make sense. You’re ready to make someone happy, he realized.

He’d been in the bath for what he guessed was around twenty minutes when he heard a buzzing noise from the kitchen. What was that? Ah, of course. His phone was on charge and someone had just messaged him. That was enough to bring him back to reality. He’d already had a shower already this morning and he hadn’t done much of anything yet – that was enough bath time for now.

Uncoiling his tail from over the side of the bathtub, Daevon used its tip to pull out the plug as he stood up. As the water gurgled away down the drain, he grabbed a towel and dabbed himself just enough so that he wasn’t going to drip everywhere and strode up the hallway to the kitchen to pick up his phone. Who was it?

Oh! It was Baize! Well, thank goodness, at least yesterday hadn’t been so uncomfortable that he’d stopped talking to him. That was good, but what could he want?

hey daevon wondering if maybe you might be interested in a repeat of yesterday
Daevon stared for a moment. Really? Baize wanted to do that again? He wasn’t so sure. It had been unbearably awkward. And yet… it had also been surprisingly fun.

Actually, yeah. It did sound like a good idea. Not only would it prove to Daevon that everything that had gone through his head just before was indeed nothing more than his hormones playing up, but it had been surprisingly comforting to have someone there to guide him through the pornographic experience. Surprised by his own willingness, he happily replied.

I’d thought that you felt too embarrassed by what happened. Kinda glad to see I was wrong. Sure, why not :) You can show me the part with the dragon this time lol 

His friend was obviously waiting in anticipation of his reply, because Baize’s response was nearly instantaneous.

ill have a quick shower and see you soon

Perfect. Baize going for a shower would give Daevon more than enough time to grab the porn DVD from the hiding place he’d made under his bed, get the key for the cabin and be waiting on the steps for when he arrived.

The end of his Sunday was suddenly looking to be much more fun.

******

Baize trotted up Daevon’s driveway barely more than ten minutes later. Daevon chuckled. His friend looked giddy with awkward excitement and also maybe a little bit tiddly. He was wearing dark blue jean shorts and hadn’t bothered putting on a top at all. He’d also not put any product in his mane – the mohawk from yesterday lay flat against his head, obscuring nearly the entirety of the left side of his face. Baize grinned at him as he approached, noticing him already waiting on the steps.

“I didn’t know you were going both drunk and emo,” called Daevon jokingly.

“I didn’t know you were so eager,” replied Baize with a wink. Oops, that wink was pointless. He’d used the eye that was covered by his mane.

Despite having not seen it, Daevon just knew that he’d been winked at and rolled his eyes in exaggerated exasperation. He stood up with a grin of his own and held out his hand for a fist-bump that Baize gladly accepted.

“You ready to have your mind blown?” said Baize as they entered the cabin, making his way toward the beanbags.

“Are you ready to blow your loins?” smirked Daevon, chuckling when he noticed the same under-fuzz blush on Baize’s face as he’d had the day before. He put the disc in the player and sat on the beanbag beside his friend, handing over the remote again. “I am rather curious to find out exactly how a dragon can fuck a horse.”

“Well, with his dick,” said Baize bluntly, giving Daevon’s wing a playful bat. He found himself looking down at the dragon’s loincloth. He’s not wearing that nearly invisible one, he thought, oddly disappointed. Why is his dick not poking out like it was yesterday?

Stop it! Baize told himself firmly, wrenching his eyes back to the screen as the poorly made cutout menu loaded. Instead of simply hitting play, he accessed the Scenes menu. Four stills filled the screen – the white-coated, tan-maned mare and dark brown stallion they’d watched yesterday, a light-and-dark-mottled mare with the same stallion, the first mare again but with what Daevon believed was a wolf, and finally a black-coated mare with a green dragon. It was this last one that Baize selected.

“Make sure your everything is ready,” grinned Baize. 

“Make sure your pants are ready,” replied Daevon, casually pointing at the large tent already growing in Baize’s shorts.

Baize looked down for a moment in thought. This was the same situation as yesterday, though unlike yesterday, this time they were both expecting what was to come. He unbuttoned and unzipped his pants but left the flaps in place, relieving himself of the building pressure but keeping everything hidden.

Come on, open them up! thought Daevon hungrily. He wanted to see that cock again!

OH MY GOD WHAT! They were here for mare porn and to release their hormones together whilst watching her get pounded by a dragon! Embarrassed by his line of thinking, Daevon sheepishly turned his gaze back to the screen.

There he was, that green dragon from the scene select. He was rather chubby and hadn’t even bothered with a dragon’s trademark loincloth, being completely starkers. He pushed open a door leading to a seemingly empty bar and stepped inside.

“Where’s my drink?” he demanded, his massive tail slamming the stools aside as he approached and stood in front of the counter.

From another door behind the bar, the jet-black mare appeared with a saucy smirk. She was wearing no bottoms, only the world’s most skimpy bra that was little more than a strip of green ribbon across her large nipples. She had a small white beauty mark on her left hip in the shape of the winking emoticon. Daevon knew it had to have been painted on specifically for this skit, because it was just too cheesy. But her pussy and legs were to die for.

“Right here, big boy,” she breathed, strutting forward whilst grabbing a bottle of bourbon from the shelf beside her. 

She reached the bar itself moments later, but she didn’t pour any of the bourbon into any glass. Instead, she placed the bottle down and reached for an empty beer mug that she placed on the counter. Then she positioned herself so that her left breast was resting gently on the rim. The green dragon greedily took her invitation, reaching forward and putting a clawed finger behind her skimpy ribbon-bra, pulling back and effortlessly snapping it in two. The mare’s bosom jiggled tantalizingly as the dragon began fondling it, pushing the beer mug away. He leaned in close and flicked out his forked, turquoise tongue, letting it trail up her abdomen as she shuddered happily.

“This is cheesy,” said Daevon, knowing that despite his misgivings, his cock was growing.

“The cheese is about to give way to awesomeness,” replied Baize dismissively. Daevon noticed from the corner of his eye that Baize’s dick was starting to finally push aside the flaps of his jeans as it continued to become erect.

Yeah, there you go, he thought, doing everything in his power to believe that his thoughts referred to what was happening on screen and not his friend beside him.

The dragon’s tongue was now on the breast he was squeezing. He licked her teat, tickling it a few times before abruptly engulfing it in his mouth, noisily sucking with enamored moans. Daevon was immediately hooked. Fuck yeah, suck it.

Out of the corner of his eye, Baize noticed his dragon friend’s purple member steadily rising out of its slit. Oh yeah, he’s happy, he thought with a joyous smile.

Still sucking on that particular breast, the dragon reached over and grabbed the other one, squeezing and massaging it as she moaned in pleasure. Just barely behind the counter, Daevon could see her right hand making its way down her abdomen towards her pussy. Come on, show it! 
The dragon’s snout released her breast, Daevon noticing in shock a thin string of milk briefly keeping them connected. Oh, I’m not so sure I like that, he thought. It was a fleeting thought as the dragon reached across the bar and gently grabbed the mare by her armpits, hoisting her up so her hooves were on the bar counter. Finally, everything was on display. Her pussy lips were dark, nearly matching her black coat, but the further in it went as she was spread wide open, the pinker and wetter it got. The dragon plunged his long tongue in deep, engulfing her entire crotch with his mouth soon after. She squealed and gasped in pleasure. Baize couldn’t help it; this was when he grabbed his dick and started masturbating.

The camera cut to a new angle, centred on the dragon’s cock as his blue dick began to escape its slit, growing longer and larger. It looked huge and was quite bulbous, covered in knubs and ridges with what seemed to be a large knot swelling up at its base. Barely a few moments after starting his wanking, Baize stopped. He didn’t like that dick at all; it had killed his mood.

That’s funny, thought Baize, looking across at Daevon’s smooth yet textured, tapered point, that is nothing like Daevon’s! His dragon friend was mesmerizing. Whichever girl ended up getting him would be the luckiest girl in the world. He was beyond handsome (lucky sod), he was artsy, he was thoughtful and incredibly kind.  Without even realizing it, still staring sideways at Daevon’s purple penis, Baize slowly started stroking again.

The green dragon picked his mare up again, effortlessly hoisting her off the bar and positioning her in the air above his dick. She spread her legs wide in anticipation and used her fingertips to spread her flower open for what was to come. He slowly lowered her onto himself, hungrily leaning up into her to messily kiss her snout as his bulbous cock slowly began disappearing inside her. Daevon couldn’t help it; this was when he grabbed his dick and started masturbating.

Yeah, bro! thought Daevon greedily. You know what you’re doing! Fuck her good!
He was enthralled as all but the knot of the dragon’s cock finally hilted inside the mare. She was loadly moaning, enjoying every second as she vigorously rubbed her clit, her fingertips bruching against his shaft. The he began lifting her back up, so that he could push himself back inside, only to lift her up, so he could keep pushing back in. And yet, Daevon found this suddenly not as exciting. Maybe he’d used up all his hormones for the day?

Then he noticed Baize wanking out the corner of his eye and his gaze turned to get a better view of that perfect pink penis. The little mottles on it almost makes it look like a dalmation! He thought with an audible chuckle.

Unbeknownst to themselves, both Baize and Daevon were now secretly focusing on each other, the porn on screen forgotten, the green dragon fucking the black mare now nothing more than background noise. In tiny, imperceptible movements, their heads were slowly but surely turning so that they could get a better view of each other.

Daevon’s lucky genes made him thin but muscular, and his purple prehensile penis was absolutely divine, thought Baize. He’d proven that he always had his back and he’d always been a joy to hang out with, movies, video games, bowling… anything, and Daevon was up for it. He was perfect.

Baize’s belly hid his muscles behind a delightful, soft pillow of fuzz and that flaring cock of his was long and impossible to look away from, thought Daevon. Ever since they’ve become friends, Baize had always known how to make him laugh, how to cheer him up on a bad day and was always around when he was needed. He was perfect.

It was then that they finally realized they were looking at each other. Daevon and Baize wrenched their gazes away from each other’s throbbing, ready-to-erupt dicks and deep into each other’s eyes. Suddenly, everything made sense. It was all so crystal clear, so obvious… how had they not seen it before now?

Ever since the start of high school nearly five years ago, they’d known each other and they’d known each other well. They could see it now, a mutual understanding that no one else would ever be able to replicate. How had they been so blind?
Were their snouts getting closer together? It was difficult to say. They couldn’t keep holding onto their cocks whilst they were having their epiphany, obviously, which meant that they had to let them go; otherwise, they’d get in the way. They may have been left twitching and longing for release, but that could happen later. This was far more important. That dragon still vigorously pounding that mare on the TV, their own cocks, the world around them… all forgotten as they were lost in each other’s eyes.

What was that feeling that Daevon suddenly felt? Was that Baize’s right hand resting on his left? Surely not, it had to be his imagination; it couldn’t be that easy… right? It was rude not to - his eyes slowly closed and despite not seeing it, could sense Baize having that same thought. Blindly, they kept inching closer together. What was happening? 

Their lips touched. 

Baize felt Daevon’s lips. This wasn’t possible; they had both talked about getting girlfriends for more than a year and for one reason or another, never followed through. These lips were destined for a girl, and yet… Those firm, scaly lips, they felt like safety. They were a net that Baize knew would catch him every time he fell and only now that he was tasting them did he realize that they had done so uncountable times already. They were everything that Baize wanted, the only thing he needed.

Daevon felt Baize’s lips. Their snouts couldn’t be touching; this was too perfect. These lips had said so many bawdy jokes, they were snarky when needed and kind when needed. Obviously, a girl would want them… But those soft lips, surrounded by gentle fuzz, they felt like protection. They had helped Daevon through so many tough times and now they were the only thing that mattered.

Sparks were suddenly flying, but that brief taste wasn’t enough. Their entwined lips would have been considered a real kiss to anyone else, but not to them. This wasn’t a kiss that was confirming their new realization; it was barely a kiss at all! Their hands were no longer entwined, they were gently grabbing at each other’s faces, gently stroking snouts and cheeks to get the best purchase as their mouths groped and engulfed each other. Their tongues passionately dived and grasped, Baize’s huge, pink tongue a warm pillow for Daevon’s long, thin blue forks.

This was more than friendship. This was more than an experiment. This was two boys realizing that actually, they didn’t need nor want girlfriends.

Everything they could ever want or need… they already had that with each other.

