
“Hey.”

“What?”

“Watcha doin’?”

Zeke laughed. “The same thing I was doing the last time you asked me: I’m finishing up my programming assignment for this week.” He typed in another few lines of code, dutifully checking for syntax errors.

Syd pretended to pout, the petulant expression looking utterly ridiculous on such a large tiger. “But it’s not due until Friday and it’s only Tuesday. You can put it off till a little later, can’t you?” He rubbed a paw down the otter’s thigh suggestively.

Zeke ignored the grope, set on getting the assignment finished. “Y’know, my mom always warned me about people like you, who want one thing and one thing only.” He typed a few more lines.

Clutching at his chest in mock devastation, Syd flopped onto his bed. “But it’s only because I love you so,” he wailed melodramatically.

“Tell you what,” Zeke said, swiveling in his chair. “I have a bet for you.”

Syd sat up, smiling. “Is that so? I’m sure this is going to be imaginative.”

“Well, you want to fool around, and I want to get this assignment finished so we can fool around uninterrupted. So why don’t we just do both?”

“What’s the bet?”

Zeke winks. “I bet I can finish this off before you can make me go in your maw.”

Syd smirked lopsidedly. “Big words...what happens if I win?”

The otter got up out of his chair and took Syd’s chin in his paw. “If you win, then I’ll take off all my clothes, I’ll get on the bed, and I’ll let you do with me whatever you want to do.” He kissed Syd’s nose. “Anything, sweetie.”

“And if you win?” Syd purred, his imagination already taking great liberties in imagining all the things he could easily do with Zeke’s lithe form.

“If I win, then you take of your clothes, you get on the bed, and I get to do with you whatever I want.” He smiles brightly. “Sound fair?”

Syd thought for a moment. “Hmm...have you pawed yet today?”

Zeke squirmed, blushing. “Uh, yeah. This morning in the shower with you.” He snickered. “You got kinda excited and got me in the face, remember?”

Syd poked the otter jokingly. “Hey now, who was excited? Someone in the shower needed help standing up while he was spooging like crazy, and I don’t think that was me.”

“Because you had two fingers in me! What was I supposed to do?”

Syd wrapped him in a gentle hug. “You were supposed to melt and lean against me, just like you did, and just let your cum fly wherever it landed.”

Murring into the hug, Zeke gently stroked Syd’s broad shoulders. “Mmm...it was definitely one of the nicer showers I’ve had in the last while.” He gasped as he felt Syd’s paw begin to make its way down the back of his pants. “H-hey!” he cried, giving the encroaching paw a smack. “You’re cheating!”

Syd put up his paws, backing off and laughing. “What am I supposed to do? I’m here basically being propositioned by the cutest boy in college. I’m not allowed to cop a feel?”

Giving a light laugh, Zeke tapped his lover on the nose. “I can see you’re eager to get right to it.” He took Syd’s paw and boldly drew it to his crotch. “You’re not the only one.”

“Mrrr...I can see that,” Syd whispered, giving his boyfriend’s package a firm squeeze, watching with satisfaction as the otter’s knees wobbled a little. He grinned and started to undo the belt buckle, wantonly fondling the otter’s member. “There we go.” He opened the front of his jeans and started to slide them down Zeke’s legs. The otter’s dark blue briefs were tented, his straining erection twitching and throbbing as it demanded its freedom. Syd gently trailed a finger up and down the underside of the otter’s shaft. “My my...you really do like programming, don’t you?”

“Nnn...hush,” Zeke chided, stepping out of his pants to sit back in his swiveling chair. “Okay...I have about thirty more lines of code to go through and debug. That’s a pretty tight time limit, y’know. Only about two or three minutes. Think you can get me off that fast?”

Syd wordlessly knelt and shuffled forward on his knees, his big paws resting on Zeke’s thighs. “Oh, I think I can do that. No problem.” He slipped a finger into the Y-front of Zeke’s briefs, gently stroking a finger along the length of his lover’s shaft. He watched with satisfaction as Zeke twitched. The otter didn’t have a chance.

“Nnn...o-okay...go!” Zeke took a deep breath and began typing faster, trying his hardest to ignore the sensations emanating from the hardest part of himself to ignore. Syd had him out through the front of his briefs now, and the big cat’s hot breath on his quivering erection made his eyes flutter. “Concentrate!” he thought at himself.

Syd murred lowly, slowly enveloping the otter’s needy dick in his warm and invitingly wet maw. His ears twitched as he heard the ping of an error message from Zeke’s computer and smiled around the mouthful, massaging the otter’s balls through his briefs. He gazed up at Zeke as he began to move back and forth on Zeke’s cock, watching as the otter sweat, trying his best to fix his mistakes. The big tiger growled, sending shockwaves through the otter’s lithe body. He could already see it now: Zeke, on all fours on his bed, tail lifted, and pounding him lovingly all night long. Doing all kinds of crazy positions that his strength and Zeke’s flexibility would easily allow.

Zeke’s breathing was ragged as he hurriedly bashed in a few more lines of code. He kept fat-fingering and had to keep going back to delete mistakes in his code. He shook his head and huffed loudly as he felt a familiar tingling warmth start to build up behind his knees. “N-no,” he grunted, typing faster. He subconsciously humped up into his boyfriend’s mouth, gripping his desk for a moment. “Stop!” he willed himself, holding his breath as he typed in the final few lines of code.

His orgasm was approaching as quickly as was the end of the program, but Zeke was sure that he was going to lose it before his assignment was all error free. He clenched hard, doing his best to stave off the orgasm as he fixed the last pair of syntax errors. Syd was purring loudly and slurping noisily, his mind filled with visions of piledriving his limber love against the wall in a few short minutes. He could feel Zeke start to quiver. He had won!

A soft chime from the computer snapped him out of his reverie. “HA!” Zeke cried. “Looks like I take this one, kitty kitty!”

Syd pulled back and spluttered. “Wha...how did you...but...” He looked crestfallen.

Zeke may have won, but he was still close. “Nn...open up, love,” he said huskily, stroking his ottercock with one paw. “It was a great mawjob, and I want to show you how much I loved it.” Syd opened his mouth, tongue out. Zeke let out a groan and shook in his chair, his warm ottercum squirting against Syd’s muzzle. The big cat took the first in his maw, savoring the taste as he lowered his head, allowing his slinky boyfriend to give him some extra stripes across his handsome face.

Zeke juddered and shook as he orgasmed, the squirts of his cum tapering off to a gentle trickle. He let out a huff and sat back in his chair, his muzzle curved into a satisfied smile. “Mmm, victory has never felt so good.” He reached down to grab Syd’s paw and pulled him up. “Kiss me, beautiful.” Syd obliged happily, deeply kissing his smaller lover so that they could share the taste of Zeke’s cream.

Zeke pulled back, kissing Syd on the nose. “Mm...hang on a sec, let me clean you up.” The cute otter set about to gently licking his cum out of Syd’s face fur. Syd purred softly, his paws resting on the otter’s slender hips as he felt the smooth tongue gently. “There we go. Just as handsome as ever.” He caught the look in Syd’s eye. “Hey, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Syd returned, a little shortly.

“Hey, c’mon now...”

The tiger huffed. “Fine. I wanted to...y’know...kinda slam you up against the wall and screw your brains out.”

Zeke laughed and patted Syd’s cheek lovingly. “Aww, sweetie, we’ll do that some other time. But for tonight, you’re my sex slave. Got that?”

“I am?” Syd seemed baffled.

“I said, ‘got that’?” Zeke barked with uncharacteristic crispness.

It shocked Syd and he instinctively laid back his ears. “Y-yeah, sure.”

Zeke stood up and narrowed his eyes. “What was that?”

Syd looked down, totally unaccustomed to being spoken to this way. He had no idea why, but it excited him to no end. “Yes, sir. I’m sorry.”

The otter ran a paw through the tiger’s headfur. “Good boy. Not so hard, was it? Now you wait right here. I have to go get some things to make this evening complete.” He booped Syd on the nose. “Sit on the bed and don’t move until I come back. Understood?”

Syd obediently got up and plonked himself on the bed, paws between his knees. “Like this, sir?”

“Perfect. We’ll be having quite a bit of fun when I come back.” He pulled his pants back on and left the room, trotting down the hall to Jase’s room. He knocked crisply on the door.

Jase opened it. “Well well,” he said, a smirk across his mischievous muzzle. “Come to borrow some toys, have we?”

Zeke blinked. “How did you know that?”

The ferret laughed, beckoning Zeke inside. “Oh hun, please! Do you really think nobody sees how into each other you two are?”

“That obvious, huh?” Zeke said ruefully.

“Painfully,” Jase said, shutting the door behind Zeke. “And speaking of pain, might I suggest you truss the big fellow up and give that booty of his a walloping?”

Zeke giggled. “Spank him? Really?”

“Trust me on this one,” Jase said conspiratorially. “Those big guys act all big and tough, but nothing gets those synapses firing like a role reversal like that. A little guy like us tying up, spanking, and yiffing the brains out of a big guy like him will give him more than enough brain candy for weeks.” He opened his closet. “Oh yeah, you might want to lay a towel down. If you have him bent over your bed, he’s just going to cum like crazy on your covers.”

Zeke nodded, processing all this. He knew Jase was going to have some things to make the evening more entertaining, but he wasn’t expecting the duffel bag the ferret pulled from his closet and slung onto his bed. “This is my bag of goodies. If you want to tie Syd up properly, you’ll probably want to use these.” Zeke watched as Jase pulled out a series of thick bands and ropes. “This should do nicely. They’re nice and comfortable, so he can really pull hard against them if he wants.” He pulled out a bunch of rings from the bag as well, looking at them individually. “Hmm...nope...too small...way too small...ah, here we go.” He tossed it to Zeke, who caught it. “Might want to put a cockring on him.”

Zeke held it delicately. “Uh...why?”

The ferret snickered naughtily. “Because you don’t want him cumming by mistake, do you? If you want to be in control, you can’t let him just go whenever he wants. Oh, another helpful tip,” he added, going back to fish through the bag some more. “If you’re going to keep him going for a while, make sure you’re not under him when you finally let him orgasm. Unless you want to be crushed by the dead weight of an unconscious six-five two-twenty tiger. Ah, one last thing!”

Zeke laughed. “And what’s that?”

Jase held out a harness. “Put this on. It’ll make you look totally badass and it’ll let him know that you mean business.”

The otter looked a little overwhelmed as Jase pressed the restraints and the harness into his arms. “Uh...how am I supposed to get back down the hall without anyone seeing me?”

Jase opened the door and gestured toward the hall. “Not sure, kiddo. Maybe you should’ve thought of that before you came to me looking for BDSM goodies, huh?”

“H-hey, c’mon fur, help me out.”

The ferret laughed and grabbed a towel. “I’m just kidding. I wouldn’t do that to you. You have no idea how much I love the two of you guys together.” He draped the towel over Zeke’s armload of fun. It was conspicuously lumpy, and it was obvious the towel was concealing something, but you’d never know what. “There. That should get you there in one piece.” He gave the defenseless otter a kiss on the cheek. “Give ‘im hell, sweetie.” He ushered Zeke out of his dorm room and waved.

“Uh...thanks!” He smiled at the ferret and made his way back down. He took a deep breath. Was he really going to do this? Did he really have it in him to wear that harness? And to tie Syd up? And then to spank him? And above all else, to deny him orgasm until he was ready to let the tiger cum? He slipped his ID card through the lock, intending to just jump on the bed and get nailed against the wall like Syd had said.

That is, until he saw what Syd had done. The tiger was on all fours on the bed, wearing a light pink thong. But that wasn’t it. The nightstand was cleared of its usual occupants. The alarm, the notebook, the lamp; they were all gone. They were replaced with a pair of dildos, some feathers, a ball gag, a blind fold, and a few other goodies. “I’m sorry I moved, sir,” he said. “I wanted to get everything ready for you.”

Zeke couldn’t believe it. He thought he was kidding himself when he thought this was something that either he or Syd would be into. But here he was with an armload of straps and buckles - and a cockring! - and there was Syd with a table full of other toys to use on him. “I’ll forgive you, this one time,” Zeke said firmly, the unaccustomed tone of command in his voice sounding totally natural. “But you realise you’ll be punished for that, don’t you?”

Syd nodded and bowed down low on the bed. “Of course, sir, I’m sorry, sir.”

The otter smirked and came up to the tiger. “I have some things for you to put on.” He passed over the wide straps and the cockring. “I have to change in the bathroom. Have all this on for when I get back. Clear?”

The big tiger took all the straps and immediately started putting them on. “Yes, sir!”

“Good boy,” Zeke murmured, patting the tiger’s cheek softly. He turned on his heel and went to the bathroom, closing the door.

He looked at himself in the mirror, just to check and make sure he was still himself. This roleplay, as short as it was to this point, was so intense for him. His heart was thumping, and it felt like he had a light adrenaline rush going as well. He peeled off his t-shirt and started to buckle the harness on. He adjusted a few straps so it fit him securely before checking himself in the mirror again.

Zeke was surprised at what a huge transformation what one unconventional piece of clothing can cause. As small as he was, he actually looked tough. He grinned at himself, impressed with his own confidence to play it this far. “And we’re only just getting started here.” He shucked his jeans and socks as well, wearing just his briefs and the harness. He gave himself one more look in the mirror, winked, and went back into the room.

Syd had done an excellent job of trussing himself up nicely. His paws were tied around the headboard, the heavy bands around his wrists doing an excellent job of keeping him down. There were other bands around his ankles as well, securing them to the frame. He had tied them so that he could easily be flipped over either way. Zeke also noted that Syd was wearing the cock ring, and his previously impressive endowment was rendered even more impressive as the ring worked its magic, preventing too much blood from escaping.

“Tsk tsk,” Zeke said as he strutted closer. “How’d that kittydick get so hard? Were you playing with yourself?”

Syd hung his head. “I’m...I’m sorry, sir! I didn’t mean to.”

Zeke smiled. “Well, I was already going to spank you for being naughty enough to suck me off while I was working, but since you’re going to misbehave, I have to do something about that as well.” He grinned and grabbed a feather. “Let’s start with something light, shall we? Get the laughter out of the way.”

“No...n-no...” Syd wriggled, trying to get away.

“What was that?” Zeke asked, his voice taking on a more ominous tone as he dragged the very tip of the feather along Syd’s ribs. He watched with satisfaction as the tiger wriggled and writhed. “I didn’t hear you.”

“Ghh...I’m s-s-sorry, sir,” he whispered, closing his eyes as he tried not to react to the tortuous ticklishness of the feather.

“Not loud enough,” Zeke stated, lightly bringing the feather along the tiger’s armpit. Syd suddenly yowled in laughter, wriggling and squirming as Zeke tickled him with the feather. “Enunciate! I can’t understand you.” He tickled low on Syd’s washboard abs, watching as those strong muscles contracted, trying to ward off the tickle and to somehow free himself.

Syd panted heavily as Zeke let up for a moment, his breath wheezing from the laughter. He winced suddenly as he felt the feather graze his throbbing and needy erection. “Nn...aaa...please, sir.”

Zeke watched in wonder as Syd’s cock trickled precum, more oozing out with every beat of the tiger’s heart. He was so on edge, every touch and feeling a delight to him. He was begging for release, and yet his body language told a different story: he was nowhere close to orgasming yet. The otter gently drew the feather along the underside of the feline’s impressive member, watching as a thin jet of precum splatted against the tiger’s stomach. “Now now, stop making a mess. If you don’t stop that, I’m going to have to spank you.”

Syd gasped, his cock throbbing suddenly, another strong spurt of precum jetting across his torso. “Sir...please don’t.” He hoped it didn’t sound too convincing. He was sure that Zeke was a lot stronger than he looked. Those spanks would probably sting quite beautifully.

The otter suddenly stopped, his intense eyes boring a hole in the big tiger. “What did you just say to me?” His voice had an ominous tone to it. Both boys wanted to take ten or so seconds to break from the roleplay, just to tell each other how aroused they both were, and how much they loved each other, but neither wanted to risk breaking the mood.

They locked eyes for a moment, so much passing between them.

“I said, ‘What did you say to me?’” Zeke barked. “Answer me.”

Syd averted his eyes and looked down. “I...I’m sorry, s-sir. I didn’t-”

“It sounded like you told me what to do,” Zeke asserted, taking a dildo and the tube of lube from the bedside table. “Now, that wasn’t very smart, was it? Turn over.”

“But,” Syd began to protest.

“Now!” Zeke commanded, his muzzle twisted in a devilish grin. “First you disobey me by playing with yourself, and now you’re telling me what to do? Turn over now and take your punishment.”

Syd meekly did so, kneeling on all fours, his tail twitching nervously. “Like this, sir?”

Zeke chuckled, a paw softly caressing Syd’s large fuzzy balls. “Mmm...much better. See? Just because you’re tied up doesn’t mean we can’t both enjoy this.” He popped open the lube and began to gently trail his paw around Syd’s tailhole. “So tight, aren’t you, kittykitty? Just the way I knew you would be.”

The tiger’s cock was screaming for release, but the tightness of the cockring was robbing him of the ability to climax without touching himself. It was keeping him on the edge of orgasm but keeping him from going over it. His whole body was zinging with pleasure, and now the slickness of Zeke’s lubed up finger was adding just another layer onto that. His tail twitched as he felt the very tip of one of the dildos begin to press into him.

“Aaaa!” he wailed.

“Hush,” Zeke murmured soothingly. “You have to keep it down, kittykitty.” The otter gently pressed the dildo a little further, the first inch breaching the tightness of Syd’s behind. He smiled as Syd gasped and shuddered with pleasure. “You’re such a bad boy to like this so much,” Zeke noted. “You know what that means.”

Syd nodded and let out a desperate whimper, closing his eyes. He let out a strangled cry as he felt Zeke’s hand slap firmly against his left buttcheek, the stinging heat of it causing him to clench hard on the dildo and draw it another inch into himself. He panted heavily, his body almost overloading from the intensity of all the sensations boiling within him.

Zeke chuckled softly, caressing the stinging buttcheek before giving a hard slap to the other one, pressing the dildo in as he did so. Syd reacted exactly as before, choking out a ragged gasp, his dick jumping under him and squirting precum across the blanket. “M-more...please...” he managed to say, his tail twitching.

“Oh, I have plenty more,” Zeke assured him, giving another pair of hard spanks on each taut cheek. He watched with satisfaction as the tiger writhed and squirmed under his harsh ministrations, pressing the dildo further still into him. He gently stroked down Syd’s back for a moment, rewarding the large cat’s efforts at remaining relatively quiet throughout. 

He spanked a few more times, harder than before, watching as Syd arched his back and smiling as he saw Syd’s brain turn that pain into such delicious pleasure. “You’re doing great, sweetie,” Zeke murmured between slaps. “Just a few more, and then I will top you.” He withdrew the dildo, laying it aside before gleefully smacking the tiger’s behind a few more times.

Syd was panting heavily, still on all fours, his thick tigercock dripping profusely all over the covers. His eyes were still closed, tail twitching, as he awaited Zeke’s next move. He winced as Zeke spanked him twice more, panting heavily.

“Time for my real fun, now,” the otter murmured, mounting the big cat. “Remember, be as quiet as can be, unless you want me to smack that ass some more.” Syd whimpered and nodded in acquiescence, raising his tail obediently. “Good boy,” Zeke panted, pressing his dripping cocktip against the tiger’s tailhole.

There was utter silence for just a moment as Zeke started to slide inside, a few moments of building tension before they both let out a shuddering sigh of lust. Zeke easily into his huge lover, easily hilting in his buff boy. “Nnfff...such a tight butt you have, kitty kitty,” Zeke noted, giving the tiger’s muscular rump another slap.

Syd gasped, instinctively clenching around the welcome intruder, his love tunnel rippling along the otter’s length. He tried to look over his shoulder, whimpering with need. “P...please, sir. Do me hard.”

With a devilish grin, Zeke gave him another spank, starting to piston quickly in and out of the big cat. All the play up to this point had really amped him up, and he didn’t really feel like spending time on going slow and gentle when he was already that close to blowing. He leaned down, nipping at Syd’s neck, shoulders and ears, causing the tiger to flinch and gasp, tail lashing. The otter gripped him by the hips, leaning down and slamming his full length into him, his otterballs spanking lewdly against him.

“Nfff...oh yeah...Syd...nff...g-gonna...I’m...” Zeke slammed home once more, holding himself deep inside. He clenched every muscle to hold on, his face a vision of that mixture of exquisite pleasure and tantalizingly delicious pain. He could feel his body begin to pulse rapidly, against his will. He lasted in that blissfully tantric moment for about ten more seconds before he could no longer resist. Clenching hard and letting out a ferocious growl, he bit down on Syd’s shoulder and thrust once more, depositing a copious and very thick load into the kitty’s behind.

Syd’s maw opened in a soundless cry, pressing back hard against his dominant love, the pinch of the otter’s teeth setting his blood aflame. He could feel every twitch and tremor of his small lover’s body, reveling in the pleasure he was able to give him, his own still-hard cock twitching painfully below him. He sighed softly as Zeke slowed down, eventually stopping.

“Mmmf...oh yeah,” Zeke panted, withdrawing and climbing off the bed. “I love you, Syd,” he murmured, gently stroking the side of the tiger’s face.

“I lo-”

“Hush,” Zeke whispered, gently laying a finger on the tiger’s lips. “No words.” He slipped under Syd’s huge frame, reaching up to undo the straps on his paws. “Do me.” He wrapped his legs around Syd’s hips.

Syd didn’t need another invitation. His paws now free, he grabbed the otter roughly, practically folded him in half and pressed his throbbing tigercock against his lithe lover’s love entrance. “I love you,” he growled, the sentiment sounding quite strange when said with such lustful urgency.

The otter wrapped himself around the tiger, closing his eyes, ready to be taken. “I love you-aaaaa!” He cried out as Syd started to press inside of him. The cockring was really doing it’s job, giving Syd even a little more girth than he already had, making the otter really feel him inside. Syd clamped a paw over the otter’s mouth as he pushed inside a little faster, muffling the otter’s startled cry.

“Hush now, little buddy,” Syd growled, breathing heavily. “If you can dish it out, then you gotta take it.” Holding the otter down with one paw, he reached down to undo his leg straps. Now totally free, he withdrew and turned Zeke over, grinning down at the startled otter. “Remember, no words.”

“B...but-” Syd clamped a paw over his maw again as he started to press inside, muffling Zeke’s moan of delight as his boyfriend’s thick member once again made its way inside. He could do nothing but lie under the much larger fur with his legs wide, watching the look on his lover’s face as he saw the full effects all that sexual torture had on him. He’d created a monster!

Syd moved his paw away, reaching down to stroke Zeke’s re-emerged otterdick. “Mmm...I knew you wanted another round.” He angled his hips and thrust his cock up, the length of his cock rubbing against the otter’s internal joy button. Zeke’s eyes rolled back in his head, letting out a series of strangled gasps as the shockwaves of pleasure pounded through his lithe body.

The bed was making quite a lot of noise, groaning under the protest of the enthusiastically mating tiger. “Nnf...don’t wanna get busted by the RA. C’mere,” Syd panted, picking up the otter and getting up out of the bed. He leaned a paw against the outside wall and, placing Zeke’s back against it too, he began to hump up into him. “You might’ve won the contest, but in the end, I’m still doing you up against the wall, huh?”

Zeke nodded, cheeks flushed. He was amazed at how strong Syd was, but not so amazed that he could forget for a second about the massive member sliding in and out of him. “Nnn...oh...Syd, you’re...g-gonna make me...” He clenched hard. “Nnfff...aaaaa!”

Without being touched, Zeke’s second orgasm crept up on him, streams of his warm cum painting stripes across their bellies. Panting hard, he went limp, his dick still twitching as Syd yiffed him harder still.

Syd smiled down at him, baring his fangs. “My turn, soon,” he grunted, humping faster and faster up into him, the framed picture on the wall swinging back and forth. “Gonna fill you up, little buddy.” He closed his eyes for a moment, maw wide open as he felt that electric tingle start to crawl up from his legs and down through his shoulders. “Nn, yeah...” He panted, doing long, fast strokes now. The cock ring was making it harder to get there, but he knew exactly how to bring himself off inside his boyfriend.

That tingle was coalescing deep inside of him, and it was inescapable now. He suddenly leaned down and clamped down hard on Zeke’s shoulder, eliciting a squeak from the otter. Syd clenched firmly and thrust up hard, the otter’s shoulder stifling a thunderous roar from the tiger as he powerfully orgasmed inside of his love. Zeke’s eyes widened as he felt Syd’s cock thicken further, feeling every pulse of it as well as every spurt of cum that came from it. He hugged Syd tightly to him, a motion Syd mirrored by grabbing him even tight, his cock fully to the hilt in him.

Finally, Syd’s seemingly minutes-long orgasm came to an end. He released Zeke’s shoulder, breathing heavily. On wobbly knees, he carried him back to the bed, flopping over onto his side. “I...love you,” the big cat murmured, eyes closing sleepily.

Zeke smiled, stroking Syd’s face. “I love you too, big guy. You have a little rest, now. It’s only 7 o’clock. We still have the whole night ahead of us.”

Syd nodded softly, dozing off already.

The otter kissed him affectionately, moving a little to pull himself off of the tiger’s deflating member. He turned back-on to him, spooning up against Syd’s broad chest. He pulled a muscular arm across himself like a blanket, snuggling tightly with his very own big kitty. Breathing deeply, Zeke closed his eyes, too. He didn’t even notice it when he fell asleep.
